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We went home to get changed before the sorority party. Abigale wanted a more club/rave look, so she put on a red plaid mini skirt and ditched her top entirely, instead going with red, glittery body paint that she used to contour her boobs. Her nipples were left bare, the pale flesh standing out among the dark red of the rest of her chest.
She let me wear the risky business outfit: dress shirt and tightie whities. I was grateful for the stress relief the outfit would bring me. With a little extra coverage, I hopefully wouldn’t become the plaything of women while under strict orders to hold my orgasms.
We approached the sorority, following the pulsing bass of the music. There was a long line leading towards the door. As we took our place, we saw a few beautiful blonde women crying as they ran away in shame. These women had stunning bodies and were completely naked other than colorful, intricate body paint. Their subs scurried along behind them, trying to keep up with their upset masters. The subs would surely be punished tonight for this embarrassment.
Finally, we got to the front of the line.
“Invitation?” the bouncer asked, looking up in her masquerade mask. She sat in front of us, her bare tits hanging down and resting on the table.
Abigale produced the invitation, pulling it out of the waistband of her tiny skirt. The bouncer looked it over.
“Very good. Size check?” she asked, producing a measuring tape.
“Size check for what?” Abigale asked.
“Dick length,” she responded. “Minimum 6 inches.”
Oh no. I was over 6 inches, but not right now. I wasn’t hard yet. I stared at the bouncer’s giant tits, trying to work myself up as fast as possible.
“Now, please,” she ordered, waving me forward.
I pulled my dick out of my underwear, stroking it quickly to try to increase its size. The bouncer grabbed it, yanking me forward. I gulped.
She wrapped her fingers around my dick with one hand and held up the tape measure with the other, making sure to align the end with the base of my dick. I was still growing, desperate to get big enough in time.
“5 inches,” she announced. “Sorry, maybe next time.”
“Please, just give me a second!” I begged.
“Sub, you may not speak,” she said. I gulped again.
“Hold on, I can get him to 6. Mommy will fix this,” Abigale said. She got down on her knees, spit on my dick, and started sucking.
My dick hit the back of her throat. She took me in long and deep, quickly remedying the situation. I felt my dick continue to grow as she licked, stroked, and sucked it to full length.
“Are you there?” Abigale paused her sucking to look up and ask me.
I nodded.
“Please madam, let us try again,” Abigale said.
The bouncer looked skeptical, but relented. She gripped my dick again, her fingers now curling against my wet member.
“6 and a half. Come in.”
A wave of relief passed through me. I pulled my dick back into my undies and headed forward.
“Wait,” the bouncer said as she grabbed my arm. “All subs must be naked and leashed inside the party.”
I looked and saw cubbies where subs left their clothes along with a bin full of collars and leashes.
Abigale nodded and I stripped my clothes. It was pretty easy, considering how little I was already wearing. I unbuttoned the shirt and folded it, then pulled off my underwear. My dick sprung out, still wet and hard from Abigale’s blowjob. I wondered if I’d be allowed to come again even though I’d already come for the day.
Abigale wrapped the collar around my neck and I heard the satisfying *click* as it locked into place. She tightened it so that it just pressed against my neck, then clicked the leash into place as well. She gave it a tug, sending a forceful, uncomfortable sensation into my throat.
We entered the backyard, where the bulk of the party was. It was an incredible sight to behold. A crowd of women danced, hung out, and socialized in various states of undress. Some wore jean shorts and open button-down shirts, letting their tits hang free. Others wore mini-skirts like Abigale, their panties or their pussies completely visible under the tiny strip of fabric. Paint was a popular top, with a full rainbow of tits out in the open. Some girls wore bras for tops, but they were more decorative since their tits were pulled over the top. I also spotted many bottomless girls, with a variety of lips and pubic hair to choose from. Some women were completely bare, some neatly trimmed, and others let their bush run wild. I loved it all. My dick bobbed up and down as we walked by. There was no chance it would go soft anytime soon.
Abigale yanked on my leash, making me look away from the crowd. I followed her as she weaved between people, her short shirt riding up her butt. I stayed focused on her bare back and made sure my leash didn’t get tangled on anything.
“Get me a drink,” Abigale ordered. She turned her back and found some other dommes to socialize with while I waited in line. I patiently waited for my turn as passing dommes smacked and groped my ass and dick, playing with me for brief spurts.
When I got to the front of the line, I watched the subs in front of me leave from under the tablecloth. The drinks were served from a tall, bar-height table with topless bartenders in official sorority masquerade masks.
“Two, please,” I asked the bartender. She turned to fill up our cups with punch from a cooler. I could see as she walked away that she was wearing a skirt, but it was hiked up to the bottom of her rib cage and effectively left her bottomless. She came back with the drinks and set them down on the table. I tried to grab them from her when she stopped me.
“You have to work for it first,” she said, nodding to below the table. I understood and ducked beneath the tablecloth.
I saw several other subs on either side of me also working for their drinks. I looked up to see my bartender spread her legs for me, her neatly trimmed pussy ready to be eaten. I rested my hands on her hips, then brought my mouth up to meet her lips.
I opened my mouth and reached my tongue, ready to get to work, when I felt my leash tighten. I’d reached the end of my range. I tugged at the leash, trying to get some extra slack, when Abigale yanked back. I choked, coughing through my closed throat. It was such an uncomfortable, yet pleasing sensation. I could barely breathe as I reached my tongue toward the bartender again. I was about to reach her when she grabbed my head and forced me towards her.
I closed my eyes and worked my tongue into her pussy, choking the whole time. I held my breath to service the bartender for longer stretches, but I had to take breaks to pull away for air. She ground her pussy into my face, digging her nails into my scalp and massaging my head. I struggled for air as I felt her body pulsing with pleasure. I figured she must still be riding a high of her previous orgasms tonight and it was easier to get her back into that rhythm. I felt her come into my face, which finally allowed me to collapse backward and kneel over, gasping for air. I stumbled out from under the table, thanked the bartender, and grabbed my drinks. She smiled back at me.
I returned to my domme with the drinks. She was engaged in conversation and accepted the drink with barely a glance in my direction. I looked around at all the giant, statuesque dommes she was talking to. I was blessed to be at their mercy.
The music lowered and everyone stopped talking. I heard feedback as the DJ grabbed the mic.
“Ladies and gentlemen, subs and doms, women and their pets!” the DJ announced as the crowd cheered. “In a stunning 4 TD 400 yard performance, welcome to the party, Femdom U quarterback Riley Rust!”
Spotlights turned to the DJ stage where 6 ft tall D1 athlete Riley Rust stepped out. She was just as muscular as I remembered her, only this time I could actually see her. She flexed her biceps for the feral crowd, showing off her many muscles. She was dressed in a cutoff football jersey that ended just above her tits, leaving barely enough room to display the number 41. She turned and flexed her back muscles, which were just as impressive as her biceps. “RUST” was written across the back of the jersey. And on bottom, she wore short spanx shorts that perfectly captured her form.
She made a speech thanking everyone for the support at the game, but I couldn’t stop staring at her muscular tits. Her dark skin rippled as she subconsciously flexed and relaxed while talking. Her titties jiggled as she laughed at something the DJ said.
Then like an angel coming down from heaven, she descended the stage into the crowd. Everyone pushed up to get close to her, desperate to be in her presence. She cut effortlessly through the party, making her way directly towards… me.
She stopped right in front of me, reaching out her hand to caress my face.
“You were nice earlier. Come with me,” she said. She stretched out her hand, expecting Abigale to hand over my leash.
“This is my sub,” Abigale defended. “You have no right to take him. You’re just a student.”
The two women stepped forward, standing chest to chest. Rust may be a giant athlete, but Abigale was a pretty dominant woman herself. The crowd waited in anticipation to see what the women would do.
“Rust is our guest of honor. And this is our party. We can take whatever subs we want,” a naked, masked sorority girl stepped up to say.
“You’re just a student too,” Abigale defended, standing her ground.
A few more football players approached. The athletes were all dressed like Rust and stood there with their arms crossed underneath their tits. But Abigale still wasn’t backing down.
“Give him up,” a player said.
“Make me,” Abigale replied.
Just then, a familiar face stumbled in front of us. It was my RA Sue- she was naked and clearly already wasted. Makeup smeared across her face and body paint smeared across her body. She’d clearly just been fucking some subs.
“I’m a- I’m a staff. And I say-“ Sue got out before nearly tipping over. “I say this sub and domme are both property of Femdom U football for the night!”
Abigale’s eyes shot daggers at Sue. The RA didn’t know what she was doing but since she was a staff member, we still had to obey. Rust approached Abigale and shoved her tongue down her throat in a long, forceful kiss. The quarterback squeezed my domme’s tits and twisted her nipples before pulling away.
“Tie them up,” Rust ordered.
The crowd went wild. The sorority girls obeyed, using my leash to wind around us and force us into a back-to-back, standing position. The girls yanked down Abigale’s skirt, leaving it dangling around her ankles.
Dozens of hands reached out to touch us, grabbing and groping and pinching all over our bodies. I could feel the crowd smearing Abigale’s perfectly curated body paint onto me. I heard the crowd chanting “Dunk! Dunk! Dunk!” before my back was splashed with ice cold water.
Abigale must have gotten soaked. I assumed it was to wash off her body paint and humiliate her even more. I felt her body shivering against mine, our goosebumps rubbing together.
A few football players stepped up to take control of us. Their strong hands gripped my body- stroking my dick, spreading my thighs, squeezing my chest and arms, then fingers explored my face, went into my mouth and around my neck. I felt Abigale’s bare back rub against mine as the other football players did the same to her, exploring her body and blasting her pussy with their fingers. She gave into the pleasure, obeying the commands of her superiors. We were following the rules of the system. Rules that we had knowingly signed up for.
And it felt so good. Several football players started using their tongues to explore my body, licking around my shaft, up my neck, and around my nipples. I didn’t even know that a domme licking my nipples was something I wanted to happen. But they licked and sucked the pleasure out of me. I couldn’t hold it any longer. I cried out, letting my cum loose on the team. The football players wrestled each other, vying for a spot in front of my cum. They jerked my pulsing dick from side to side, trying to get it on them.
I felt Abigale’s hands grip the sides of my thighs as she came as well. She bent over as much as she could in the restraints, her bottom pressing into me as she shuddered with pleasure. We both collapsed, falling to the ground sweaty and exhausted.
A sorority girl approached to undo the leash. I caught my breath as she unwound it from us. The football players lifted us back up so that we were standing again.
“Turn them around!” the DJ yelled.
The team spun us around to face each other and shoved us together. Because of our height difference, my face was shoved directly into Abigale’s chest. My face was now covered in her half-washed-off body paint. I turned my head to the side to try to breathe better but I was still squished against her ample breasts.
A sorority girl tied us up again. The players made sure our arms were wrapped around each other and one even grabbed my dick to position it. She gave it a few pumps to get it growing again, then inserted it into Abigale’s pussy. We were now stuck together with me inside her.
I heard the crowd cheering again but I couldn’t see why.
“Ladies and gentlemen, the dildo of destiny! 12 inches of hard glory!” the DJ announced. I hoped that was for Abigale.
“And doing the honors tonight is Riley Rust! Fuck that sub up!” the DJ continued.
Oh fuck. I couldn’t take 12 inches. I’d never taken a dildo to the ass before at all.
The crowd started chanting: “Fuck the sub up! Fuck the sub up! Fuck the sub up!” I gulped in anticipation.
Rust approached my ass and slowly groped it with her hands, analyzing her prey. She spread my cheeks and circled my asshole, teasing my entrance. I wasn’t sure how this was going to feel, but my dick rose, getting bigger and harder inside of Abigale. I took deep breaths when I could, even though my face was still pressed against Abigale’s bare chest, her smooth skin my only comfort.
Then Rust jammed the dildo inside me. Pain and pleasure shot through me and I instantly came, embarrassing myself and my domme all over again and making a mess all over her. I heard and felt the crowd laughing even as I couldn’t see them. I didn’t know how much of the dildo had made it inside of me, but clearly not all of it because Rust suddenly twisted and pressed even more into me. I squeaked in pain and she bent over laughing, resting her arm on my shoulder.
“I like you,” she whispered into my ear.
She disappeared. I wasn’t sure if our punishment was over yet when I heard smacks on Abigale’s ass. I could feel the girls moving her ass around like they did mine, preparing her for the buttfucking of her life.
I knew they’d penetrated her when she lurched forward with a shriek. Even my mighty domme couldn’t stop herself from reacting to the pain. She took sharp, jagged breaths as she recovered from the pain. I was still inside her as they rammed her again, leaving her a shaking, quivering mess.
I didn’t know exactly how she was feeling about all this, but it was at least embarrassing. I wanted to do whatever I could to make her feel better.
“Mommy, you’re so strong,” I told her.
She didn’t react.
I reached my tongue out, pulling in her nearby nipple. I started sucking on her breast, just the way she liked it.
I felt her embrace soften. Instead of the stiff hug she’d been tied up to give me, she started rubbing my back.
I kept sucking away, feeding from her like a starving child. I wanted to at least give her back her dominance over me.
I heard soft moans from her as she lowered her mouth by my ear. The craziness of the party started up again as they forgot about us, but I was still close enough to hear her.
The occasional girl would come by and grope us, but we were otherwise left alone. I just nuzzled into her chest as we leaned into each other for support.
Even though we’d tried our best, we were still on the verge of collapse. We were both grateful when a sorority girl finally untied us. She gave us permission to go and we left immediately, ears still pulsing from the music. We didn’t bother finding our clothes, instead walking through campus naked all the way to our dorm. She held my hand with interlaced fingers. As terrible as tonight must have been for her, I think it brought us closer.
She collapsed into her bed as soon as we got to our room, not bothering to clean herself up at all. That would be my job in the morning. Without being asked, I got her a cold cup of water and dimmed the lights. She drank it wordlessly, setting it back down after finishing it immediately.
I curled up against her side as she laid on her back.
“You’re such a good mommy,” I said, planting kisses across her torso. “I love you mommy.”
She played with my hair as she stared up at the ceiling.
“Mommy will make this right,” she said. “Mommy will take care of this.”
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