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I stood there naked before my master. She sat down on her bed and patted her lap. In a trance, I went over to her. I lay down on her lap, positioning my crotch over her thighs. My bare skin pressed into her fishnet-covered thighs. She raised her hand. I tensed up in anticipation. I waited. She gave me no countdown, no warning.
SMACK. She delivered a sharp, painful blow to my butt. I had no idea how hard a spanking was supposed to be, but this hurt. She rubbed her hand on my butt, soothing the area. I started to relax when-
SMACK. She hit me again. I kept my mouth shut to muffle my soft cry of pain. Then she went back to rubbing the now-sensitive area.
SMACK. I yelped this time. The pain built with each spanking. I wasn’t sure how much of this I could take.
“Good,” she said. “Louder.”
She whacked me again, and I cried out for real this time, not holding it back. If the sound of my pain made it stop sooner, I’d give her what she wanted. She did it again. And again. And again. My yells got louder and louder until I was even crying out between spankings, the pain staying after each hit.
She rubbed her hand on my butt again, this time her gentle touch bringing pain. I winced. She noticed and pressed her fingers in more, driving in the pain. My face was getting hot, and a tear ran down my face. I thought I was tough, but I hadn’t faced physical punishment since I was little. And never like this.
She slid me off her, and I fell to the ground, now kneeling in front of the bed. I didn’t let my butt rest on anything. The pain was still raw. I saw my master digging through her drawer, things rattling. Finally, she dug out what she was looking for. A chastity cage. I’d never used one before, but I got the idea. It was a metal wire outline of a dick. She had me sit up. She sat down on the bed and knelt down, lifting up my dick in her hand. Blood rushed to it, and it started to rise. She sheathed it with the cage, then pulled out a key. She inserted the key at the top of the cage- by the base of my dick. She twisted it and the cage closed tight, my growing dick pressing against the barriers of the cage.
“How long do I need to wear this, master?”
“As long as it takes. For now, a week.”
A week? Fuck, was I not allowed to come until then too?
“You came without my permission. This ensures you can’t disobey me. Think of this as your training wheels. If you’re going to survive at the University, you need to be able to get through the day without me.”
“But the professor- “
“I’m your owner. You answer to me.”
“Yes, master,” I nodded. “May I put my clothes back on?”
“No,” she said. “Everyone needs to see your punishment. For now, you only wear the cage.”
“Yes, master.” I hung my head. I couldn’t do anything about this.
“Go wander around. I want everyone to see you. Return tonight.”
“Yes, master.” I opened the door and stepped into the hallway. Welp, I guess this is what I was doing now.
I headed towards a dorm study room. I could wait it out in there. As I walked down the hallway, I spotted the elevators opening and saw my RA walk out.
“Hey Sue,” I murmured.
“Ben, is everything alright?” She placed a hand on my shoulder.
“No.”
“We should talk. But I need to take a shower first. Why don’t you join me?”
I perked up. Sue was wearing sweaty running clothes, so it made sense she’d want to shower now. But with me?
“Sure,” I said. Sue dropped her hand and led the way to the showers.
“So, what seems to be the issue?” she said as she opened the bathroom door. I followed her to a shower stall.
“You know how staff and professors can overrule students?”
“Yeah, of course,” she said. She lifted her sports bra without batting an eye, her tits coming into view. I blinked. I got lost in them for a second, then returned to making my point.
“Earlier today, Abigale told me I couldn’t come. But then in class, the professor gave me commands and I came.”
“I see.” She turned on the shower, then pulled down her shorts. She revealed her panties, which were semi-transparent from all the sweat. “Did the professor specifically order you to come?”
“No, but…” I hadn’t thought of that. “I mean, she had me do sexual stuff, and she didn’t order me not to come.”
“Hmm.” She pulled down her panties, showing off her thin, neatly trimmed bush. She stepped into the shower. “You want to join me?”
I nodded. I stepped in with her, and she closed the curtain behind me.
“So, since you disobeyed a direct order, your master does have the right to punish you.” She pumped some of the soap from the dispenser on the wall and started scrubbing up.
“Okay,” I sighed. “Do you count as staff? Could you take this off?” I pointed at my chastity cage.
“I do count as staff, but I don’t interfere with punishments unless they break school policy. I’m sorry, but I have to let her do this.”
She crouched down and examined my cage more closely. She wrapped her hand around it, running her finger along the metal. My dick grew even more, bulging against the cage. I groaned in pain.
“Sorry.” She dropped her hand. She went back to soaping up. “Some students have a tough time with the transition. Did you use to be really independent?”
“Yes.”
“Come with me.” She shut off the water and opened the curtain. I followed her out into the hallway. She didn’t bring a towel, just walked wet and naked through the dorm.
We entered her room. She sat back on her bed and turned on her TV. Her room was bigger and nicer than mine, and she had it all to herself.
“Wait, do you have a sub?” I asked.
“No,” she said. She patted her lap. I lay down on her bed, resting my head on her lap. I closed my eyes.
“Do you miss it? Being a master?”
“I’m still a master; I just control the whole dorm floor. If I ever need something, I can just grab one of you.” She ran her hand through my hair. “But I mainly wanted to be an RA because I have a gentler approach. Do you know what aftercare is?”
“No.”
“After a punishment or when your master is rough or dominant, it can help to have a routine where you wind down and be nice.” She kept petting me. I felt like a pampered dog. “I like doing that for people. Maybe your master doesn’t know much about it yet. She’s new to this, too. Maybe she scratches your head- “ She demonstrated “-or tells you nice things: I love you, Ben, my little squirrel.”
“Squirrel?”
“When you checked in, you were bright-eyed and bushy-tailed.”
I smiled.
“See, it helps a lot. What did you come to this University for?”
“I want to be the best. Graduate top of my class, get a good job, work hard.”
“You will. You will graduate at the top of your class.” She kept running her hands through my hair. “You’ll be the most obedient of them all. You’re going to get everything you ever wanted.”
I was in a trance.
“I can teach your master. Why don’t we go over there right now?”
I sat up. “No, she told me not to come back until tonight.”
“Hmm, it’s not quite night, but you’ve waited a bit. She’ll have to be fine with it.” She got up and found some shorts to slip on. She didn’t put on a shirt or bra. Her hair was still wet, so I guess she wanted to dry off before getting fully dressed.
She opened the door. “Come on, let’s go.”
I got off her bed and followed her down the hall. My chastity cage bounced as I walked, tugging on my dick in the worst way. Every movement was uncomfortable.
When we reached my room, Sue knocked on the door. While we waited, I saw a girl walking down the hallway. I moved to cover my dick with my hands, but I knew I was supposed to be exposed. I kept my hands at my side. As she passed by me, she slapped my ass, never breaking her stride.
Abigale opened the door. “What is it?”
“Hey Abigale, I was hoping to talk to you for a minute,” Sue said.
“Is he trying to get me in trouble?”
I tensed up. “No- “ I started.
“Of course not,” Sue cut me off. “No one’s in trouble. And I didn’t do anything to your punishment, see?” She held up my dick to show off the cage.
Abigale crossed her arms.
“I just want to talk,” Sue said.
“Okay.” Abigale moved back to let us in.
“Can we sit down?” Sue asked.
“Sure.”
We sat down on her bed. Sue was on one end, then I sat next to Abigale.
“So the school year just started, and we have a lot to learn-“ Sue started.
“Just get to the point,” Abigale said.
“I want to teach you aftercare,” Sue said.
“Go on.”
“After an intense experience, it can be helpful to build your sub back up. That can be cuddling, drinking some water, kissing, falling asleep together- anything you want. I was hoping I could guide you two through some rough or degrading sex and then guide you through aftercare.”
My dick perked up.
“I’m not taking his cage off,” Abigale said.
“Of course not. I was thinking he could eat you out while you degrade him.”
“Sounds good to me,” Abigale said. She stacked her pillows and laid back, hiking up her skirt and spreading her legs. I crawled up to her, running my fingers along her panties before tugging them down. I slowly slipped them off her legs.
I saw Sue get up and pull up a chair. She crossed her arms, pressing up her breasts in the process. She sat there attentively, mentally taking notes.
I went back to Abigale. I moved my head into her pussy to start eating my out. She grabbed the back of my head and pushed me down, smothering me in her crotch. She closed her thighs around my ears, muffling her voice as she talked down to me.
“You stupid slut. Fucking eat me. Make me come. You don’t deserve to come, only I deserve to come.”
I gasped for air, breathing in before getting right back to eating her. I had to please her.
“That’s right. You want to keep breathing, you make me come.”
I stuck my tongue deeper in her. I rubbed my nose around, hoping to find her clit. She bucked her hips, and I knew I had found it. I gasped for air again as I kept giving her pleasure. She started grinding her hips into my face, and we found a rhythm. I was like I was part of her. I could suffocate right now and die happy.
She dug her nails into my scalp. I felt her feet rest of my back. I was running out of air and really needed a break this time, not just a breath. I kept going for as long as I could, then pulled out.
She cried out, her hips bucking against the air.
“I was about to fucking come!”
I swallowed air for a couple of breaths, then she slapped me and shoved my face back in. I ran my tongue throughout her wet pussy, finding the spots that made her writhe in pleasure. I found the sweet spot, and we fell into a rhythm again. I kept going, hearing her moans get louder and louder as she came on my face. Once she was satisfied, she let go of my head, and I dropped my face onto the bed. We both rested there a moment.
“Okay, now it’s time to build ben back up,” Sue butted in. Fuck, I forgot she was right there. I blinked my eyes open to meet her empathetic gaze.
Abigale grabbed my hands and pulled me up as she slid down. She cradled me against her chest, and I used her tits as pillows. I wrapped my limbs around her. I guess I was technically the big spoon, but she was so big and tall that I just felt like an attachment to her.
She petted my hair, then leaned down and kissed the top of my head. “You’re actually a pretty good boy.”
I smiled and nuzzled into her chest.
“You’re good at making mommy come.” She ran her hand along my back, her fingers tracing circles.
“He likes being a hard worker,” Sue said.
“Oh, you worked so hard. You were going to pass out, but you kept going.”
I nodded.
Sue filled some glasses from our dorm sink and handed them to us.
I took a sip. Wow, I was thirsty. I must dehydrate myself, drooling all over Abigale. I downed the glass and handed it back to Sue. I snuggled back into Abigale.
“I think you guys got this,” Sue said. She tussled my hair and left.
I was getting tired. I would just rest my eyes a minute…
I woke up to my butt being groped. Shit, I was still cuddled up to Abigale!
“Good morning,” she said. She saw my panicked expression. “Don’t worry, I let you sleep there. And you have plenty of time to get ready for class.”
I sighed. I got up and turned to find some clothes.
“Oh, don’t bother, you won’t be wearing clothes until this punishment is over.”
I froze. I would just have to keep obeying her. I kept getting ready. I grabbed my backpack to head to my first class. I was about to walk out the door when Abigale stopped me.
WHACK. She smacked my butt. It stung, but it was only one hit. Then she grabbed my face and gave me a peck on the cheek.
“Stay out of trouble,” she said. “Be a good boy.”
I smiled. “Yes, master.”
On our second day of classes, I think the students were getting settled in better. I noticed a few topless women on my way to class. I realized I could instantly tell which students were upperclassmen because they didn’t have any tan lines. The freshmen all had their pale titties on display, standing out against their summer tans. The freshmen would either ditch their tops entirely or pull their tits out of their tops, while the upperclassmen had looks designed around their tits. I saw girls with holes cut just for their nipples, hope cut for their whole boobs, dresses specially designed with a w-neck to display their boobs, really lots of creativity on display.
As I walked through the crowd, I would get women groping or slapping my ass as I walked by, some stopping me to examine my chastity cage. After I explained what it was, they let me keep going. Whenever I saw a female staff member, it was so tempting to ask her to take off the cage, to let me get off, but I couldn’t ask. I knew it would only make the punishment worse.
I kept that routine for the rest of the week. Abigale kept cuddling me at night, making up for the horny agony of my days. The thing that got me through it was knowing I was making her happy. That I couldn’t mess this up without messing up my goal- being the best.
I wasn’t sure exactly what Abigale meant by a week. Did it include the weekend? Would she just make me go for longer anyway?
Friday, after classes, I returned to my dorm. I headed for the showers. I was tired and sweaty from walking around all day. I found an empty stall and turned on the shower. I kept the curtain open. Everyone had seen me naked all week anyway.
I soaped up, closing my eyes and letting the hot water run over me. I ran my hand over my cage, itching to get it off. Then I felt a hand join my dick.
I spun around. Standing there completely naked was Abigale. I looked up at her.
“You want this?” she asked. She dangled the key in front of me.
I nodded silently.
She bent over and placed both her hands on the base of my dick. She fidgeted with the key, finding the keyhole and inserting it. She turned the key.
CLICK. The cage came off.
It felt like a weight was lifted off my chest. I felt new life breathe into my dick as she grabbed it and started stroking it. Blood flow returned as she pointed my dick towards the ceiling and started stroking it up and down. She pushed me against the wall, her body pressing my back into the cold tiles. I felt her nipples graze my chest. She grabbed my face with her free hand and started kissing me. Hard. I could barely breathe again, and I loved it. She moved her free hand from my face down to my neck and slowly started clamping down. I fucking loved it. As she applied more pressure, she started lifting me up with her choke. I stood on my toes, careful not to slip on the shower floor. Even more blood shot to my dick. I felt like I was going to pass out as I ran out of breath.
She let me go, and I returned to the floor. She wrapped one arm around my neck and spun me around so that she could lean against the wall. She was now giving me a reach-around hand job. She squeezed me tight into her body while she milked me dry. It didn’t take much to set me off. I’d been aching to come for a week, and as she pumped, I exploded onto the shower wall. Arcs of cum shot out and she kept pumping until she released every last drop.
She finally released me. We took a few breaths, then came back together under the shower head. She held me gently now as the hot water flowed over us.
“Thank you, master.”
“You’re welcome.”
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