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Prologue

In a room connected to Cynthia Willard’s office was a bank of twenty monitors. These monitors showed Cynthia exactly what was going on in every single room of Willard Academy. Because of the extremely confidential nature of the activities that went on there, she and she alone had access to this room. Not even her loyal and longstanding secretary was trusted with the key.

Cynthia could often be found in this room, seated in an impossibly plush leather chair that had cost nearly ten thousand pounds, watching events unfold in the various rooms. And since each room was also wired for sound, she could listen in too. Yes, it was an invasion of privacy, but she had invested a lot in this business – both time and money – so she felt she had the right.

As ever when she was in the Observation Room, Cynthia found herself flicking through rooms at random, picking up a flavour of what was going on. It was better than Netflix, Amazon Prime and Disney Plus combined. In one classroom Debra– a buxom beauty with long chestnut hair – was teaching a class called Advanced Anal Insertion. On the surface the nine men in the class, all naked save for socks and shoes, were sitting writing lines. But Cynthia knew that each and every man was sitting on a ten inch dildo, hence the somewhat pained look on their faces.

In another classroom a raven haired temptress called Natalie was teaching a class called Sashaying for Beginners, in which men wearing just tights and high heels were taught how to walk like women. Natalie, using a riding crop on their bottoms, made them wriggle and strut like catwalk models during London Fashion Week.

“Sway those hips, bitch!” she hissed at one podgy man, lashing his arse with her crop.

Cynthia smiled and pulled up the feed from the Changing Room. In it the new girl, Lucy, was putting on her school mistress outfit. Lucy was extremely beautiful and would doubtless be the subject of many crushes, both from the ‘boys’ and her fellow teachers. But beauty wasn’t the only ingredient in being a great teacher. There was an x factor when it came to dominating men: you either had or you didn’t.

And as Cynthia watched the new girl preparing for her first lesson, she wondered if this olive skinned lovely possessed it. Only time would tell.


Chapter 1: The School Mistresses Changing Room

Lucy Green was looking at herself in the floor length mirror of the changing room. The short charcoal grey skirt and crisp white satin blouse looked amazing, as did the seamed black stockings and high heels. As she smoothed down the skirt and ensured it hung level, a gorgeous young redhead called Rebecca entered.

“You look as stunning as ever!” said Rebecca. “Like an Italian supermodel!”

“Ha!” laughed Lucy. “If I looked like an Italian supermodel I’d be coining it being photographed for Vogue!”

Lucy was only half Italian, but she had indeed inherited her mom’s Mediterranean looks. The glossy black hair, the dark eyes, the dusky skin, and the curvy hourglass figure. She’d also inherited her English dad’s height, which meant she had long slender legs that went on forever. She took one last look at the aforementioned legs in the mirror, making sure the seams of her stockings were level, and then took a good look at her oldest and dearest friend. “What’s up?” she asked. “You seem flustered?”

“Oh, car trouble again,” muttered Rebecca. “The blasted thing wouldn’t start and I had to get Dave to look at it.”

“Still, you got here on time,” said Lucy cheerfully.

“I know, but I still hate arriving in a rush. It puts me in a foul mood.”

“Just take it out on your boys!”

“Oh, don’t worry, I will,” said Rebecca ominously and Lucy felt a stab of pity for the poor pupils Rebecca was about to ‘teach’. She knew that each and every one of them would leave this building with a glowing bottom! Then again, that was what they were paying for.

Lucy and Rebecca were friends from way back. They had been on a night out a month ago and Lucy, struggling to put herself through university while holding down two part time jobs, had complained to Rebecca about her anaemic bank balance. Rebecca had smiled cryptically and told her if she was open-minded – and willing to go outside her comfort zone – she might have a very lucrative opportunity for her. And then she told her about Willard Academy.

Inside a bland building on an anonymous business park was an establishment that offered a return to school days for submissive men. Lucy didn’t have a clue what submissive men were, and Rebecca had to explain that they were men who got off on being bossed about by females, whom they thought of as the superior sex. And at Willard Academy they pretended to be pupils while the women who worked there pretended to be teachers.

Rebecca said that Lucy, if she became a teacher, would dress up as a school mistress and take themed lessons. Some classes were devoted to Small Penis Humiliation, and how all the men present had pitifully small cocks that wouldn’t look out of place on gerbils. Some dealt with Foot Worship, and involved men literally queuing up to kiss the high heels of the woman teaching the class.

Other lessons were more ambitious and examined women’s innate superiority over men. In these naked males actually learnt about feminism and were forced to read books by Germaine Greer, Elizabeth Cady Stanton, Margaret Atwood and Toni Morrison to name but a few. And then they would write essays on subjects like the patriarchy, objectification, stereotyping and oppression.

Then there were the classes devoted purely to pain; in which young women beat men with straps, whips, bullwhips, floggers, riding crops, canes, belts, and anything else that came to hand. And the masochistic men would leave these lessons with fiery red bottoms and tears streaming down their faces.

The girls were free to choose whatever they wanted to teach, provided it was related to female domination in some way. If they wanted to teach a group of men how to suck dildos, they could. If they wanted to teach sissies how to be pretty, they could. If they wanted to teach men how to masturbate each other in degrading circle jerks, they could. Whatever area interested the girls, they could incorporate it into a lesson.

They were also free to decide what the men in their classes should wear. Many of girls preferred their pupils to be completely starkers. Others liked their men to wear schoolboy or schoolgirl uniforms. And then there were the girls that liked to be creative and have their pupils dressed only in baby doll nightdresses or studded dog collars.

Basically, girls had a blank cheque.

Lucy was intrigued at the prospect of teaching at Willard Academy, but nervous because she had never dominated a man before. Rebecca told her she could help out with one of her lessons, just to see if she liked it.

So a week ago she and Rebecca took a class helping men who couldn’t stop masturbating. It was called Wankers 101 and essentially consisted of ten completely nude men sitting at little wooden desks being lectured by Rebecca on the evils of self abuse. There wasn’t much scientific truth to her arguments, or even logic, but it was fun hearing these stroke addicts being told that if they didn’t curb their ways they would go blind or develop type 2 diabetes.

Rebecca then made each naked man in the class stand at the front and confess to everybody how often he masturbated a week. And boy did they wank a lot! Some were doing it upwards of twenty to thirty times a day! What’s more, each man became aroused as he confessed, so that by the end he was fully erect and dribbling pre cum.

To round off the class the stark naked men were made to bend over their desks while Rebecca walked around the classroom beating buttocks at random with a leather tawse. Lucy loved watching these grown men squirm as the leather thwapped loudly across their bottoms.

“I’m sorry for being a pathetic wanker, Miss Hamilton!” each man had squealed as the leather connected with his flesh. “I’ll try to control my filthy urges from now on!”

“You damned well better!” Rebecca had hissed theatrically and carried on battering buttocks left, right and centre.

Lucy enjoyed watching the class so much so that she immediately applied to become a tutor, filling in a lengthy application form and emailing it, along with photos of herself, to an email address Rebecca had given her.

A few days later she was called on for an interview with an attractive but stern looking blonde haired woman in her fifties called Mrs Willard, the woman who had founded the establishment. Lucy answered questions and Mrs Willard told her that girls were clamouring to get accepted as tutors at Willard Academy, but since she was friends with Rebecca – one of her most gifted tutors – she would be accepted on a trial basis. If it went well she would get an extremely lucrative twelve month contract.

Today was Lucy’s first solo lesson. She had sat in on several more classes with Rebecca but now it was as time to teach a class of submissive men all on her own. Without the safety net, as it were. And that was more than a little daunting.

“You’ll be fine,” said Rebecca, as if reading her mind.

“I hope so,” said Lucy.

“I know so,” continued her friend. “By the end of the day you’ll be an expert at controlling men.”

Lucy nodded and, with butterflies in her stomach, checked herself out in the mirror one last time. She looked every inch the haughty young school mistress. All she had to do now was go into a room full of grown men and convince them of the fact.


Chapter 2: Four Virgins

Ten minutes later Lucy entered her classroom. Like every other classroom at Willard Academy it was a pitch perfect recreation of a classic schoolroom. This one contained ten small wooden desks arranged in two neat lines, facing a blackboard and a large wooden desk at the front of the class. Behind four of the small desks stood a grown man wearing just white panties, white ankle socks and white high heels.

Lucy went to the front of the classroom and addressed her pupils’ in what she hoped was a snooty tone. “You may sit down,” she said and the men sat.

For a moment she said nothing, just surveyed them. She didn’t know their names and had no interest in knowing their names. Rebecca said that she just came up with nicknames for her pupils based upon their physical shortcomings. So as Lucy looked at the men she thought of tactless nicknames for each. The young man in his twenties rapidly losing hair became Bald Patch. The man in his thirties with a nose like a snout and tiny eyes became Piggy. The chubby middle-aged man with breasts became Boobs. And the handsome young man with a muscular chest and thick black hair became Hot Stuff.

Lucy frowned slightly at Hot Stuff. He looked different from his three fellow pupils, far more confident and assured. Then again he had a lot to be confident about, with the sort of looks to attract female attention in any environment.

Lucy cleared her throat and spoke. “My name is Miss Green and I will be your teacher today,” she said crisply. Then she went to the blackboard and wrote something on it with a piece of scratchy chalk. “Who can tell me what I’ve just written on the board?” she asked, turning to face her pupils.

Bald Patch put his hand up tentatively. Lucy nodded curtly at him.

“Virgin Shaming 101, Miss Green,” he said in a tremulous voice.

“You can read, that’s a good start,” she said and perched on the edge of her desk, giving the adult boys an eyeful of her toned and stockinged legs. Three of the virgins glanced at her legs then looked quickly away, clearly intimidated by a real life woman, but Hot Stuff openly stared with the hint of a smile on his handsome face.

She put aside her growing attraction to this man and returned to the subject of today’s lesson. “This class is indeed called Virgin Shaming 101 and is designed to remind men like you, men who have never had sex, just how pathetic you are and how miserable the rest of your sexless lives will be.”

While she was brainstorming for possibly subjects to teach she had perused many websites and forums devoted to Female Domination. Intriguingly, a lot of submissive men seemed to be turned on by the fact they were virgins. They had managed to fetishize their own sexual inadequacy and make it exciting. The terminology was equally fascinating, with new words like pussyfree and handpussy popping up on memes galore, reminding these love rejects just how much they were missing in life.

That was why, when Mrs Willard phoned to ask her for the subject of her first lesson, Lucy had opted to teach a class humiliating virgins. She’d even decided that the men should wear white panties, socks and high heels to help emphasise their ‘pure’ status. According to Rebecca none of the other girls offered a lesson like it, so if it was successful she would try and carve a niche ridiculing men whose dicks would never go inside a woman. But she was getting ahead of herself, first she had to stamp her mark on these failures.

“In today’s lesson we will explore exactly why your sex lives are nonexistent, and how much fun you are missing,” she continued, looking at the assembled men. Other than the hunky one the rest reeked of inadequacy. Far worse than their physical shortcomings, they just had no confidence. They oozed self doubt and anxiety, which was the ultimate turn off for most women.

“Okay, boys, stand up and pull your panties down so I can see what you have to offer a woman,” she commanded and the men dutifully stood and slid their small white panties down to their knees.

She smirked as she looked at the deeply unimpressive penises. Piggy and Boobs had dicks like acorns glued to their groins, while Bald Patch had a penis so freakishly small it looked like a sticky out belly button. Hot Stuff meanwhile had a dick that looked-

-Lucy did a double take. Hot Stuff had a dick that looked like an actual proper dick! No, more than that, it looked positively huge. At least ten inches, maybe eleven, with an equally impressive girth. And, as any size queen will tell you, girth is just as important as length. More and more this man seemed an anomaly in her class. What was his deal?

Lucy stood up and walked over to Hot Stuff, her heels echoing on the hard wooden floor. “Name?” she asked.

“Steven, Miss Green!”

“Profession?”

“Solicitor, Miss Green!”

“Age?”

“Twenty-five, Miss Green!”

“And you’ve never had sex with a girl despite having this between your legs,” she said and slapped Hot Stuff’s heavy cock with her hand, making it bounce up and down.

“No, Miss Green, I...” he trailed off, embarrassed.

“Speak up, boy! I asked why you’ve never had sex despite having a good solid dick between your legs?”

“I want to, Miss, I really do, it’s just... I can’t get it up when I need to,” he mumbled, uncomfortable. “It always goes soft.”

“It’s up now, though? Rock hard and ready for action?”

“Because I’m being humiliated, Miss Green. It only gets stiff when I’m being dominated, and none of the girls I meet are into domination, they prefer....”

“Men to behave like actual men in the bedroom?”

“Yes, Miss Green.”

It sounded feasible. Most women didn’t want a snivelling wimp between the sheets. Lucy herself preferred alpha males, not beta boys lacking in initiative.

She nodded, took one last admiring look at his mighty swinging dick, and walked over to Bald Patch, who was also standing behind his desk. In start contrast with Hot Stuff, his manhood was only just peeping out above his thick pubic hair.

“You’ve got more hair around your dick than on your head, boy,” she commented cruelly. “Maybe if you trimmed your pubes your baked bean might look bigger?”

“Yes, Miss Green!”

She leaned down and squinted at his minute member, marvelling at its smallness. “With a dick this small I doubt you’ve ever been close to having sex with a real life woman, have you?” she asked.

“No, Miss Green,” he admitted miserably.

“Because if you ever did get a woman in your bed she’d laugh at what’s between your legs.”

“Yes, Miss Green,” he agreed.

“She’d laugh, and then promptly go on TikTok to talk about the man hung like an ant, which would doubtless go viral and make you an internet sensation.”

“Yes, Miss Green.”

“And you two aren’t much better,” she said, addressing the final two virgins. “Your cocks look like they stopped growing when you turned five. You’re the definition of baby dicked.”

“Yes, Miss Green,” chorused the two remaining virgins.

She gave their dicklets one last withering look and then went to sit behind her desk. “We’re going to have a measuring contest, boys. Steven will take his ruler and measure all of your puny penises. And after measuring each dicklet he will write the magic number on the blackboard so we can all marvel at just how below average you are.”

Steven – aka Hot Stuff – took the ruler off his desk and, one by one, measured the dicks of his fellow classmates. Boobs managed a whopping three inches, but the other poor bastards could only get to the one and a half inch mark. Even if a girl did ever agree to give them a pity fuck she wouldn’t feel a thing. The dicks were literally incapable of penetrating anything.

Watching Hot Stuff measure each dicklet, and then go to the blackboard with his own colossal appendage swaying before him, was more than a little arousing. Lucy, a committed size queen, could barely keep her eyes off his rock hard pylon of man-flesh. Hell, she wanted to get her hands on it and see if it felt as good as it looked. And that made her smile; she was his teacher and could have a feel!

“You haven’t been measured, boy, come here and I’ll do you,” she ordered.

Within seconds Hot Stuff stood before her with his beautiful dick thrusting proudly out. Lucy took the ruler and put it alongside the mammoth manhood and gasped. It was bigger even then she’d thought.

“Thirteen inches, boy. Very impressive,” she said, gripping his length. God, it felt good! And if it felt good in her hand, she couldn’t help but wonder how good it would feel somewhere else, somewhere that was getting quite wet at the prospect.

She was about to tell Hot Stuff to go back to his seat when a wicked thought struck her. No, she couldn’t, could she? She couldn’t make use of his dick? Mrs Willard had told her that staff/pupil relations were strictly forbidden in order to maintain the Femdom principles of the academy, but what if the tryst remained secret?

With a sly smile Lucy told all the virgins to sit at their desks and write two hundred words on how jealous they were of men who actually get to have sex with real life women, rather than just their hands.

“Except you, Steven, I need you to help me with something in the gym,” she said and left the classroom. Hot Stuff scurried after her, his ramrod hard dick waving before him like a divining rod.


Chapter 3: Cherry Popping

Willard Academy had a decent sized gym complete with ropes to climb, wall bars and a vaulting horse. When Rebecca had been given Lucy the taster of what went on at the academy, they had stopped by the gym and watched as a dozen men wearing just socks and trainers struggled to do press ups and star jumps while a hottie in tight shorts and a singlet shouted abuse at them. It was pretty funny watching these grown men with erections huff and puff away while a girl barely out of her teens ill-treated them.

Lucy chose the gym for her illicit encounter because she knew it would be empty. There was a timetable of that day's classes in the changing room, and Lucy had looked at it earlier and noted that all the lessons were on the other side of the building. Lucy figured she had at least fifteen minutes, and that should be plenty of time to make use of this stallion.

The young teacher led Hot Stuff to the vaulting horse and then turned to face him. “Take those ridiculous socks and panties off!” she snapped and Hot Stuff did so. As soon as he was naked it was easier to see him as a normal man and less a sexually inadequate pervert.

“You’ve been blessed in the dick department, boy,” she said, looking down at his big, clean shaven dick. It stood rigid and proud, like a dick should. If anything it was even bigger and wider than her boyfriend’s, and that never failed to give her an orgasm when it slid into her.

She pulled her gaze away from the meaty member and looked Hot Stuff in the eye. “What happens next stays between us, understand?” she said quietly.

“Of course, Miss Green.”

“I’m serious, nobody must ever know about it.”

“They won’t, Miss Green.”

“Good, because it’s against the rules.”

With that she unzipped her short skirt and wriggled out of it, exposing the black panties, sheer stockings and suspenders beneath. Hot Stuff gasped when he saw her smooth olive flesh and she smiled, wondering if this was the moment he normally went limp. Just to ensure his continued hardness she slapped him hard across the face and whispered, “You’re nothing but a toy for me to use, bitch, and if you fail to satisfy me I’ll cane you so hard you won’t be able to sit down for a month.”

“Yes, Miss Green, I won’t fail you,” he said hotly.

Smiling, she pulled down her panties and stepped out of them. Gratifyingly, his eyes nearly popped out of his head when he saw the tidy strip of black pubic hair between her legs.

“God, you’re amazing!” he whispered hoarsely.

Lucy, feeling hornier by the second, ran a finger across his well defined chest. “Here’s what’s going to happen: I’m going to bend over this vaulting horse and you’re going to stick your big hard dick inside me,” she said in a low and husky voice. “And once it’s in, I’ll give you directions on what to do. Understand, worm?”

“Yes, Miss Green!” he gabbled breathlessly, and judging by how his dick was twitching and dribbling, he was beyond excited. As well he should be: Lucy was an extremely sexy young woman that any man would be lucky to have.

And with that Lucy turned and bent over the gym equipment, giving him an eyeful of her perfect bottom. And then she spread her legs and made herself even more inviting. At first, nothing, and she wondered if she’d gone too far and overtaxed his poor virgin brain, then she felt Hot Stuff’s big strong hands stroking and spreading her thighs further.

Oh god, that felt good!

That felt damned good!

And then the slippery helmet of his enormous dick was tentatively probing her wet vagina lips. “Don’t waste time, boy, stick it in!” she hissed and suddenly, with a firm and powerful thrust, he was inside her.

“Jesus fucking Christ!” she cried as his cock passed the point her boyfriend’s normally reached. She loved big dicks and was an unashamed size queen, often rejecting men if they had less then eight inches. In other words, she had impossibly high standards. And this dick, this magnificent piece of meat, exceeded every one of her stringent entry requirements.

If she thought she would have to coach the virgin she was wrong, very wrong. He took to sexual intercourse like a duck to water and began to expertly slide in and out of her, rhythmically yet forcefully grinding.

“That’s it, boy!” she whispered hoarsely. “Keep it up!”

She supposed if she hadn’t been on her way to a powerful orgasm she might have found this somewhat suspicious – how could a supposed virgin be so good at sex on his first attempt? – but she wasn’t thinking straight. Hell, she wasn’t thinking at all! She was just riding the King Dong Train to orgasm heaven! And that orgasm was getting closer and closer!

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” she screamed. It was clichéd as hell, like something out of a poorly written porn movie, but it seemed the only fitting response to such an amazing fuck.

“YES! YES! YES!” she screamed again, louder still. This was what cocks were put on earth for, she thought, to bring pure unadulterated pleasure. And judging by the sounds of Hot Stuff’s rapid breathing, he too was entering the final straight and about to orgasm.

“Ugh!” he grunted and his huge cock was suddenly pumping thick piping hot cum deep inside her, filling her to the brim with -

-A door crashed open and she heard the voice of Mrs Willard. “What the hell is this?” thundered the older woman.

Horrified, Hot Stuff pulled out of Lucy, his dick streaming sperm. And Lucy, equally horrified, turned to face the fifty-something woman who ran Willard Academy. A woman who looked incandescent with rage.

“What in God’s name do you two think you’re doing?”

“Mrs Willard!” blurted Hot Stuff. “I can-”

“-Shut up, boy!” Hot Stuff shut up and Mrs Willard fixed him with a stare cold enough to freeze the fires of hell. “Get to my office you disgusting wretch! I’ll deal with you later!”

“Yes, Mrs Willard!” he whimpered and dashed naked from the gym, leaving just Lucy and the headmistress.

“It’s not what it looks like,” said Lucy, grabbing her skirt and trying to cover her modesty.

“It looks like you were having sexual intercourse with a pupil, Miss Green, are you telling me that wasn’t what was happening?”

“Yes, I mean...okay, yes, that is what was happening, I’m not going to deny that, but...” Lucy tapered off, aware of how feeble any excuse would sound. She’d been doing something wrong and she’d been caught, end of story.

Mrs Willard shook her head sadly. “I had high hopes for you, girl. The lesson plans you submitted were first rate, showing imagination and a clear understanding of what it takes to dominate the weaker sex. You have the looks, the attitude, and the demeanour to go far, yet here you are getting stuffed over the vaulting horse like a common slut from a council estate.”

“I... don’t know what came over me.”

“What came over you is lust, pure and simple.”

Lucy nodded miserably. She did feel actual shame. She had let her friend Rebecca down. She had let her new boss down. But most of all she had let herself down. What had possessed her to act so wantonly? And what made it worse was that this was a genuinely once in a life time opportunity, both in terms of the money she could earn and the creative freedom she had in designing lessons.

”I suppose this means I’m finished,” she said and shook her head, disgusted at herself. “I’ve barely been here an hour and already I’ve blown it!”

“Not necessarily,” said Mrs Willard softly.

“I’m sorry?”

“As I said, Miss Green, I like you and I believe you can offer this establishment a lot.”

Lucy was confused. “You’re saying I can stay?”

“I didn’t say that. You broke the rules. That can’t be allowed to go unchallenged in an establishment in which rules are everything.” Mrs Willard paused and looked Lucy up and own. “However, we have had incidents before with teachers going over boundaries and they have all been offered a chance to atone.”

Lucy couldn’t believe her ears, was she really being thrown a lifeline? “I would very much appreciate a second chance,” she said as humbly as possibly.

Mrs Willard nodded. “I’m sure you would, young lady. Of course to earn it you’ll need to submit to a rather unique disciplinary. If you’re willing to undergo the appropriate punishment then I may grant you a fresh start. Interested?”

Lucy didn’t have to think long before answering. “Yes, I am, Mrs Willard,” she said, wondering what the hell she was letting herself in for.


Chapter 4: A Rule Breaker Shamed

Despite being housed in an anonymous unit on an equally anonymous business park, Willard Academy was a lovingly and incredibly accurate recreation of an actual school. Or at least the way schools used to be in the days of Billy Bunter and Mr Chips. Along with twelve classrooms and the fully equipped gymnasium the facility also had a Nurses Office, Headmistress Office, Staff Room, Drama Room, Boys Changing Room, and even a decent sized Assembly Hall, complete with a raised wooden stage.

And it was on this wooden stage in the Assembly Hall that Lucy stood, now completely naked with her hands resting smartly on top of her head. The only other person in the hall was Mrs Willard, who walked around Lucy, flexing her cane threateningly.

“I’m glad you agreed to this, Miss Green, and hopefully you’ll come through it stronger and an infinitely better teacher.”

“Yes, Mrs Willard,” said Lucy respectfully. If nothing else this was teaching her just what it meant to be a pupil at Willard Academy. She just wished Mrs Willard would get on with it and cane her! The sooner this was all over the better.

Mrs Willard must have read her mind because abruptly she chuckled. It wasn’t a nice chuckle. “You don’t honestly think this is going to be as easy as a quick bit of corporal punishment at my hands, did you?” she asked. “Oh no, I’ve got something far more involved planned.”

And that’s when the door at the end of the Assembly Hall opened and the pupils of Willard Academy started to enter. Some wore tight schoolboy or schoolgirl uniforms, while many were as naked as Lucy. And the minute these men saw her, a twenty-three year old woman standing stark naked on the stage with her hands on her head, their mouths dropped open and their eyes widened in shock. And yes, hunger. She was, after all, an extraordinarily attractive young woman and they, despite their peccadilloes, were still men.

Oh, god, thought Lucy, this can’t get any worse!

It got worse. Following behind the forty or so submissive men were Lucy’s fellow teachers. Ten in all, including her friend Rebecca and – damn it to hell! – Leah! The hot but incredibly snarky blonde girl she’d met in the changing room a few times. And yes, Leah was smirking as she walked in, eyeing Lucy’s naked body with amusement.

“Everybody here?” asked Mrs Willard, looking around at the assortment of men and women. “Good, then we’ll begin.”

She paused, allowing not only the tension to build, but also giving everybody the chance to stare at Lucy’s nakedness. And stare they did. Lucy could feel their eyes crawling over every inch of her like ants on spilled sugar. She looked straight ahead but it was hard not to glance down occasionally and catch somebody staring at her neatly trimmed pussy or perky breasts, doubtless imagining what it would be like to feel and squeeze them.

And then Mrs Willard was talking again, her brusque tone commanding attention in the hall. “This young lady has broken the rules of Willard Academy. On only her first day she has transgressed and committed a sackable offence with a pupil.”

There were gasps from the men present and shocked looks from the girls. Oh, and Leah was shaking her head in disgust.

“I won’t go into the sordid details, suffice to say this wilful slut had an itch between her legs and found somebody to scratch it.”

This time there were tuts from the watching spectators, and even a few whispered comments that everybody could hear:

“Slag!”

“Whore!”

“Cheap harlot!”

“Quite!” agreed Mrs Willard frostily. “Fortunately we believe in second chances at Willard Academy. And we’re going to help this young lady see the error of her ways and guide her back to the path of what’s right and proper.”

This earned murmurs of agreement from those watching, and Lucy felt almost like she was in the middle of a religious ceremony.

Mrs Willard walked to the front of the stage and spoke to the men in the hall. “If I could have the virgins from Miss Green’s Virgin Shaming class up on stage.”

The virgins – the ones with needle dicks at least, since the sexy big dicked stud who had got Lucy into this mess was nowhere to be seen – teetered up on stage, still wearing their white high heels and matching panties. They still looked absurd, but Lucy knew nobody was looking at them. They were all still feasting their eyes upon her ripe young body.

Mrs Willard addressed the trio of sexually inadequate losers. “Miss Green is very kindly showing you all what you’re missing in life,” she began. “So go ahead, boys, get a closer look at her gym toned body.”

And with that Bald Patch, Piggy and Boobs were crowding around her, looking at her naked flesh. Her firm breasts. Her flat stomach that took daily sit-ups to maintain. Her smooth golden thighs. Her achingly peachy buttocks. Everything she had was being peered at by excited eyes.

“Kneel down and have a good look between her legs too,” instructed Mrs Willard and the wimps eagerly sank to their knees and gazed intently at her sex.

And while they did this Mrs Willard provided a commentary: “You’ll note that rather than having a Hollywood between her legs – the completely hairless look so many young women nowadays prefer – Miss Green has opted for a thin strip of pubic hair. A Brazilian, as it’s known.”

Lucy burned with shame. She wanted the stage to open up and swallow her. She wanted to be anywhere but here being sized up like livestock. She tried to keep staring straight ahead, willing her mind somewhere else, but at one point she glanced down and noticed Leah’s smirk had gone nuclear. God how she hated that smug blonde bitch.

“Feel free to touch her, boys. Feel free to run your hands over the hot little body she works so hard to maintain,” said Mrs Willard and suddenly their clammy paws were touching and groping her most intimate parts. They tickled the small of her back, they squeezed her buttocks, they rubbed her inner thighs, and they even prodded her belly button.

And as these inadequate men groped her unclothed body Lucy’s embarrassment went supernova. Again she tried to will her mind somewhere else, but she couldn’t escape the probing fingers and hot clammy breath. And as these men manhandled her she could hear yet more loud whispers from the women in the audience:

“Look at their micro dicks getting hard in their panties!”

“They probably think they’ll gangbang her next!”

“I bet she’d like that! Being rogered by losers turns the horny cow on.”

Time seemed to stretch as the men’s hands slid all over her bare flesh. What made it worse is that she knew that every single man in the hall would be jerking themselves off over this incident for months to come. It was the ultimate in wank fodder.

And then Mrs Willard was speaking again, breaking into Lucy’s thoughts. “What is it, boy?” the haughty headmistress asked one of the men. “You look confused.”

“She’s...leaking, Mrs Willard,” stammered Bald Patch.

Leaking? And then it hit her: Hot Stuff’s thick and creamy sperm! What the sexy bastard had pumped into her less than an hour ago was now dribbling down her inner thigh! She was leaking cum!

“Well clean her up then, boy!” snapped Mrs Willard harshly.

“Clean her up, Mrs Willard?”

“Yes! Get your useless tongue between her legs and lick her until she’s as clean as a whistle!”

“Yes, Mrs Willard!” came the willing reply. And then Bald Patch’s sinewy tongue was lapping at Lucy’s thigh, higher and higher, and suddenly it was inside her. Darting in and out, swirling this way and that! And god, it felt good! His penis may have been second rate but his enthusiastic tongue was hitting all the right spots.

Her breathing became heavier and, shamefully, she began to grind down against the balding virgin’s mouth. “The dirty little slut likes that,” one of her fellow teachers muttered.

“A little too much!” snarled Mrs Willard and grabbed Lucy by the hair and yanked her head backwards. “You’ll stand still, girl!” she hissed.

“Yes, Mrs Willard!” gasped Lucy and tried to stand still, although it was proving increasingly difficult with Bald Patch’s tongue buried deep in her hot wet sex...

Twenty minutes later, in which Lucy was licked and tweaked and squeezed by the virgins, Mrs Willard called a halt to the proceedings and ordered Bald Patch, Boobs and Piggy, now with sizeable bulges in their panties, to go down and join the rest of the pupils in the audience.

If Lucy thought that was the end of the matter, she was sorely mistaken. Sorely being the operative word. Because for the next part of her punishment six of her fellow teachers, including Rebecca and Leah, came up on stage and formed a large circle around her.

“What happens next is simple,” explained Mrs Willard to the watching crowd. “The sluts need to be punished.”

Sluts? As far as she was aware, Lucy was the only slut present. And then the door at the opposite end of the Assembly Hall opened and Hot Stuff stumbled in with Mrs Willard’s secretary behind him, prodding him forward with a broom.

“Hurry up, boy!” she snarled and jabbed at his naked bottom with her bristly brush.

“Yes, Miss!” he whimpered and hurried up. And then he was on stage standing alongside Lucy. The young student noted that Hot Stuff’s penis and balls looked battered and bruised. Clearly while Lucy was being felt up Hot Stuff was having his meaty manhood tortured.

“Now both sluts are here we can begin the final stage of this process. The shameless hussies will crawl naked around the circle, and while they do that our teachers will cane their bottoms. In this way they’ll be purified.”

And so, with a heavy heart, Lucy got down on all fours and started crawling around the edge of the circle. Hot Stuff did the same and began to crawl behind her. And as they did so the girls sliced at their bottoms with their canes.

CRACK!

CRACK!

CRACK!

Lucy yelped.

Lucy squealed.

Lucy whimpered.

But still the vicious bitches continued to lacerate her bottom with their canes. It was like a thousand hornets stinging her. Yet despite it all she continued to crawl, her pendulous breasts swinging beneath her. And as she did so, her fellow teachers verbally abused her:

“Faster, bitch!”

“I bet you like being on all fours, slut!”

“Arse doesn’t look quite as cute now with all these red angry ridges!”

CRACK!

CRACK!

CRACK!

Hot Stuff also suffered. He yelped, squealed, and whimpered just as much as Lucy. But the teachers ignored his distress and continued punishing him. And he too was subjected to a volley of verbal abuse:

“Faster, Mr Stud, or I’ll cane your big balls and really make you scream!”

“Bet you wish you hadn’t stuck your dick in that dirty slut now!”

“Come anywhere near me with that dick and I’ll cut it off!”

And still the naked duo crawled around and around, with pain raining down on them from all sides...

What felt like hours later but was actually only ten minutes, the beating was over. Hot Stuff, sobbing like a baby, was dragged by his dick out of the Hall by Mrs Willard’s secretary, leaving Lucy to face the final stage of her ordeal alone. With a bottom on fire, and tears streaming down her face, she was forced to stand naked before the entire hall and apologise.

“I’m sorry for disgracing Willard Academy and myself,” she said in a loud but shaky voice. “I am thankful to have been shown the error of my ways and very much wish to carry on being a teacher here if you’ll let me.”

Mrs Willard walked up to her and put a comforting arm around her bare shoulders. “Of course we’ll let you stay and teach, Miss Green,” she said with surprising warmth. “You’re truly one of us now.”


Chapter 5: Miss Green 2.0

Lucy nearly didn’t go back to Willard Academy. What had happened was mortifying. No, it went beyond mortifying. Words couldn’t do justice to the pain, humiliation and degradation she had suffered. To think all those men and women had seen her naked and beaten. Worse, three painfully inadequate men had pawed at her like meat, and one had even had his tongue between her legs! A tongue that had brought her to orgasm while everybody watched!

In the days after the incident, an incident she told no one about, she shuddered whenever she thought of what had gone on and vowed never to go back to Willard Academy. Whatever had she been thinking to submit to such treatment? Was she that desperate for a job?

But as time went on she started to change her mind. She had suffered a terrible indignation, yes, but if she didn’t go back it would have all been for nothing. Besides, she wanted not only the money but also the opportunity to explore some of her darker fantasies. She wanted to make men suffer and squirm the way she had been made to. She wanted revenge on an entire gender.

So Lucy returned. It was as awkward as expected in the changing room. Rebecca, who was about to start a lesson inflicting much deserved ball abuse on middle-aged mid-level managers, hugged her tightly. “I’m proud of you! You made the right decision coming back!” she whispered in her ear and then was gone to torture testicles.

Leah was there as well, changing into a purple satin blouse and a black A’ line skirt. “Back, eh?” she asked with a mocking grin.

“Erm, yes,” mumbled Lucy.

“Well, try not to fuck any more of the losers we teach as I’d hate to have to cane that cute little arse of yours again!”

Lucy blushed bright red, embarrassed, but said nothing.

And then Leah too was gone, leaving Lucy to change into her school mistress attire. The white satin blouse, the short tight skirt, and a pair of fishnet stockings she had bought especially to tease her virgins with...

Bald Patch, Piggy and Boobs were waiting for her in the classroom. There was no Hot Stuff because he clearly wasn’t a virgin anymore and therefore ineligible for Virgin Shaming 101. Was he in another class devoted to punishing men who put their big dicks where they didn’t belong? Lucy didn’t know and didn’t care. She had these three submissive men to deal with. The trio were sitting at their desks and weren’t standing when she entered. They were supposed to be but they weren’t.

“Good afternoon, boys,” she said, somewhat tentatively.

“Good afternoon, Miss Green,” they said back. Yes, it was the correct reply but it sounded wrong in Lucy’s ears. It sounded too ... casual, as if they were greeting a co-worker. She wasn’t a co-worker, she was their superior.

Of course she knew instantly what the problem was: they no longer respected her and they certainly didn’t fear her. She would have to try and get control back over these men or this potentially lucrative career was dead in the water.

“Stand up, please, and pull your panties down so I can see your ridiculous little pricks,” she said.

At first nothing, and Lucy feared she would have to repeat herself, but then the men slowly stood and pulled their panties to their knees. Taking the crook handled cane from on her desk, Lucy walked in front of them, looking them up and down.

Before when she’d taught them they were scared to look her in the eye, now they openly stared. And as if that wasn’t bad enough, they allowed their eyes to slide up and down her body in a most impertinent manner. She knew, beyond shadow of a doubt, that they were thinking about her naked. Doubtless they’d spent the last week masturbating about her and what they’d like to do to her.

Eugh!

Lucy positioned herself beside Bald Patch and looked at him. He looked back at her and smirked defiantly. “Would you like to see my tongue too?” he asked sarcastically.

This was it. This was the moment of truth. She either walked out of Willard Academy and never came back, or she re-established her dominance over these pathetic excuses for men.

“I’m sorry?” she asked, flexing her cane.

Bald Patch grinned nonchalantly. “I said, would you like to see my tongue? It’s pretty good at pleasing women.”

She smiled and then, without warning, brought her whippy cane whistling down across his stiff little penis.

CRACK!

“EEP!” he screeched and doubled over clutching his cock. And as he did so he exposed his bare bottom, which she immediately hit with her cane.

CRACK!

And then shit hit it again, harder still.

CRACK!

And that opened the floodgates, because suddenly she was hitting him again and again and again. And the more she beat his arse the faster and more furious her strokes became. She was a caning machine. She was a terminatrix. She was a one-woman hurt dispenser, hell bent on damage and destruction.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Bald Patch was completely helpless against the onslaught. He tried to move away, but his high heeled shoes and the panties around his knees impeded his progress, so he stumbled and fell to the floor, leaving him even more at the mercy of her relentless cane.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Bald Patch screamed like a bitch but still Lucy carried on, venting all of the anger that had built up while she herself was being beaten a week earlier. And boy, did it feel good...

Sometime later a cowed Bald Patch stood looking shamefacedly at the floor. His two baby dicked companions stood to the side, fully erect and dribbling, excited beyond belief at the sadism they had just witnessed. Excited but also clearly scared that they would be next.

Lucy, smiling enigmatically, sat down at her desk and looked at the young man she had just destroyed. “Okay, boy, since you’re so fond of using your tongue you can use it to lick your fellow virgins dicks clean. I want every drop of pre cum gone.”

“Miss Green?” he asked, aghast.

She rolled her eyes. “You heard, boy. Kneel and lick clean the dicklets of your classmates. And I suggest you hurry up because I’d hate to have to thrash you again.”

He might have protested more but just didn’t have it in him anymore. He was a broken toy. So he got down on all fours, crawled meekly towards his fellow submissives and started tentatively licking their dribbling micro dicks clean.

“We both know you can do better than that, boy,” said Lucy with quiet menace.

“Yes, Miss Green,” he agreed and started lapping more enthusiastically at the knobs of his fellow perverts. Sadly for him, Boobs was so excited that he ejaculated almost instantly, covering Bald Patch’s face in hot and sticky cum. And it really was covered, so much so the poor dear looked like a glazed donut! This seemed to excite Piggy, who also shot his surprisingly full load, this time into Bald Patch’s eye.

“Scoop al that tasty cum up., eat it, and then sit down and we’ll discuss your pussyfree lives in detail,” said Lucy and watched as the prematurely balding young man meekly ate the hot stringy spunk of his classmates. This, thought the young student, is why I definitely want to carry on being a teacher at Willard Academy.


Epilogue

Cynthia Willard was in the Observation Room again, surveying the world she had built with her usual sense of pride. And amusement, since Rebecca had just had a Testicle Abuse Class in which one of her pupils had to leave in an ambulance. The paramedics who loaded the groaning man onto a gurney suspected a ruptured testicle.

Cynthia wasn’t worried. On his application form Derek (the man who was now hurtling towards hospital with two smirking paramedics) had explicitly requested extreme testicle abuse and that’s what Rebecca had given him.

Oh, Cynthia’s girls were nothing if not diligent.

Even better, footage of the incident had already been sold to a client in the middle-east who liked to watch men have their genitals forcefully mistreated. And that was another reason for having cameras everywhere: it allowed Cynthia to sell footage of what went on at Willard Academy to wealthy voyeurs, earning her hundred of thousands extra a year.

She wasn’t worried that the videos would ever leak because the people she sold them to paid heavily for the exclusive rights. They liked knowing they were the only ones in the world with access to this extremely kinky footage. Was she betraying her clients? Possibly, but she was also providing the men who visited the academy with the ultimate bespoke fantasy experience. Was she betraying her girls? Perhaps, but she was also giving them a chance to make more money than Premier League professional footballers and Hollywood starlets, so nobody lost. Except maybe Derek, who could lose a testicle! Ha!

It had been quite a week for young Rebecca. She would earn herself a five thousand pound Introduction Bonus, as a reward for bringing Lucy to Willard Academy. And she’d not only brought the delightful Miss Green to the Academy, but also help set her up. It was Rebecca who had told Cynthia about the new teacher’s penchant for well endowed young men, and it was Rebecca who had then helped Cynthia select a suitably blessed student from their roster. A student that would pretend to be a virgin and entice the young size queen.

Rebecca had therefore helped create the circumstances that would entrap her friend, and force her to accept punishment. And in so doing she had helped turn Lucy Green into a formidable dominator of men. So, yes, Rebecca had definitely earned her hefty bonus.

And the new girl was already shaping up to be a major asset. Cynthia had watched with satisfaction as she literally caned a small dicked man into complete submission. She had annihilated him, and then finished the job by making him eat the sperm of other men. And because Lucy had harnessed real anger and fury to destroy him, the footage would be snapped up by one of her voyeurs. The dirty boys did so love authenticity.

Cynthia Willard new that her business relied on new talent to thrill the clients and bring them back for more. Like a football team, she needed star players. And in Lucy Green she had found a Ronaldo.

But Cynthia didn’t get where she was by being complacent. She was always scouting for new faces, sometimes faces that were already famous in the real word. For example she was currently trying to woo an Instagram influencer with a sadistic side, and a member of a girl band that loved to peg her male fans with a strap on. Both would be ideal recruits and, because of their celebrity, enable Cynthia to charge even more.

But the headmistress would never be star struck. She knew that the best dominators of men often worked in everyday jobs. They were librarians or receptionists or police officers or aerobics instructors or administrators or nursery assistants or cleaners. And all these women needed to awaken their inner dominatrix was a little push. And if they got it, they would thrive at Willard Academy.

THE END


There will be more tales of humiliation and punishment from Willard Academy. Until then try these erotic Femdom stories from the same author, also available on Amazon Kindle....


Be Careful What You Wish For

By Jezelle Wilde

Roger Bishop is an average man in an average job. He has a beautiful wife called Suzy but the passion seems to have gone out of their marriage. Then one day Suzy discovers he is excited by the idea of being dominated by women and proposes that they try a new kind of relationship. She will take charge of every aspect of their lives and he will, behind closed doors, be her slave.

Roger readily accepts and soon his Femdom fantasies are a reality. But before long Suzy grows frustrated by not having a real man to satisfy her needs and decides to cuckold her husband. Sadly for Roger his fantasies start taking a more degrading and painful turn as his wife’s new boyfriend thinks up increasingly extreme ways to belittle and emasculate him...

Be Careful What You Wish For is a fast paced erotic novel about female domination in a modern marriage. Told from both Roger’s and Suzy’s point of view, it incorporates enforced degradation, corporal punishment, cuckolding, sissification, public humiliation and chastity, before culminating in the ultimate act of domination.

This wild and sexy ride is strictly for adults only and not suitable for anyone under the age of eighteen.


Submissives Anonymous

By Jezelle Wilde

No matter how hard you try, you can’t escape your Femdom addiction...

In this Femdom Short Read a submissive man starts a support group to help men break free of their destructive addiction to Femdom. The group is a success and attracts more and more members, but two local dominatrices aren’t happy as they’re losing clients and money. So the girls decide to crash the meeting and remind all the men present just how much fun being dominated by women is...

What follows is a rollercoaster of humiliation as the men are stripped and ‘forced’ to take part in the most degrading group session imaginable. And by the end each and every one of them will be hopelessly addicted to female domination again.

Submissives Anonymous is a bite-sized slice of perverted fun. It’s strictly adults only and not for the easily offended as it contains raunchy scenes of men being ordered to do unimaginably demeaning things by two confident young women.
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