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Saturday. I slowly woke up as more and more sunlight peeked through my dorm blinds. I blinked my eyes open, thinking I’d missed my alarm, but realized what day it was and tried to go back to sleep. I nuzzled my face into my domme’s breasts as I curled up against her side. I’d been sleeping amazing using her as a pillow. I felt her chest rise and fall as I synchronized my breath with hers, drifting back into my slumber.
I woke up again as Abigale got up, gently pushing me to the side and lifting herself off the bed. I looked over as she threw on a shirt, admiring her giant stature. Her bare back flexed as she stretched and lowered the shirt down. I was disappointed that she was putting on clothes, but she did leave for the dorm bathrooms without putting on panties.
I lay face down in the gap where she’d been on the bed, feeling for her lingering warmth. I breathed in her aroma. I’d gotten used to living with her for the past week. I loved my new life as a full-time sub, obeying the commands of Abigale and every woman on campus. I lived to please, to be used, to fulfill.
I heard the door open again, and I turned over.
“We’re going to the game today. Get ready,” Abigale said.
I’d heard about their games, but this would be my first time seeing one. It was football, but all the players were women. That alone wouldn’t be that weird, but Femdom U had their own ways of doing things. They had male subs on the sidelines ready to be used by the players and coaches, but that was really the only thing I knew for sure. I’d have to find the rest out myself.
I went to the dorm bathroom in just my underwear. The showers were running and I heard moaning from the different couples inside. I used the urinal out in the open, letting any dommes passing by see my dick. I was getting more comfortable around my dominant classmates, and how little they would sometimes wear around me. I saw my RA step out of the shower.
“Hey Sue,” I waved, still peeing.
“Hey Ben! Good morning. Going to the game today?” she asked. She used her towel to wipe down her body, not putting in any effort to hide. Then she wrapped the towel around her hair, leaving everything else exposed.
“Yep!”
“Oh, you’re in for a treat. You’re gonna love it.” She approached me and stood there with her arms at her sides, her nudity the most normal thing in the world. I stopped peeing as my dick rose. I tried to stuff it back into my underwear but it wouldn’t go down. I tucked it into the waist of my underwear, the head still poking out as I went to the sink.
“What’s so crazy about them?”
“It’s less that they’re crazy and more that they’re a celebration of everything th”e university stands for. Cheering on our athletes as they beat up the other team, the whole stadium going crazy- the feeling really gets you.” She followed me to the sink and smiled. “Are you going to any parties after?”
“I don’t know, how do I find the parties?”
“I feel like as your RA I shouldn’t tell you that. But you’ll figure it out. Abigale is smart too, she’ll take care of you.”
“Oh yeah, she’s the best.”
She looked down at the swollen head of my dick, then reached out and grabbed it gently, running her thumb across it. “She’s lucky.”
Then just like that, she dropped my dick and left. I was left with a swollen dick aching for release. I just hoped Abigale would let me have an early orgasm today.
I opened my door to find Abigale at our vanity mirror. She was carefully working on her makeup, applying eyeliner for her alternative look. She wore a black leather cupless bra, giving her breasts support while leaving her nipples exposed. Her perky nipples were on display, her silver ring piercings going well with her black and white outfit, matching our school colors. The bottom half of her outfit left just as little to the imagination: her plaid skirt barely hit the bottom curve of her ass, meaning any movement exposed her. I could’nt see yet if she was wearing panties, but I knew I would find out.
“Master?” I asked.
“Hmm?”
“May I please come before the game? I’ll be ready to come again later, I promise.”
“No, you can only come after mommy comes.”
“Master, do you want to come before the game?”
“No, I don’t need to.”
Oh my God. I couldn’t disobey, but I was really hoping for some relief. I guess I would just be watching the game the hard way.
I sighed and sat down. I looked at my closet, trying to figure out what to wear. I saw a university shopping bag set on the ground.
“Mommy got you something to wear to the game,” she said, still focused on the mirror.
I opened the bag it had a mesh football jersey and a pair of short running shorts with “Mommy’s boy” stamped across the butt.
“Thank you master!” I put on the jersey. It was a bit cropped, showing the bottom of my stomach. Then I slipped on the shorts and pulled them up- they were shorter than my underwear! They barely fit, pressing against my skin and showing off an outline of my dick that was only slightly helped by my underwear. Through the outline, I actually saw that my dick might have poked out if wore the shorts commando. I turned to show her the outfit reveal.
She finally stopped with her makeup and turned to look at me. “Oh no, you can’t go out like that. Your underwear is showing. You’re not decent.”
“If I take off the underwear, my dick will show.”
“Take it off then. I don’t mind a little dick slip.” She turned to keep getting ready.
I pulled down my shorts and underwear, now bottomless in front of her. I grabbed the shorts and pulled them up. I moved around my junk in my shorts: if I let my dick hang down, then the outline was pretty striking and head would poke out the bottom. When I repositioned my dick to tuck it into my waistband- the head still poked out, but the outline wasn’t nearly as bad. God, I had to touch myself to move it and that made it even harder. I needed this erection to go away soon.
Abigale finished up her makeup and opened the door. She extended her hand back and I grabbed on as she led the way. We walked through the hallway, my steps moving my dick up and down against the waistband of my shorts, practically jerking myself off. I looked ahead at Abigale and her ass hanging out of her skirt. That didn’t help, so I looked up and tried to focus on her back. I watched her bra straps move, remembering that they were cupped on the other side. That didn’t help either. I just stared at the ceiling, letting Abigale guide me as we made it into the elevator.
…
I heard the crowd approaching as we walked through campus. We turned the corner and suddenly the street was filled with activity: music playing, cornhole, grills, beers, all the typical tailgating activities- just the Femdom U version of them. Girls wore jerseys with no numbers on them because they were cropped to above their tits. Most of them wore shorts and skirts, but from what I could tell, no one wore panties. And when I say most wore shorts or skirts, I mean a few went bottomless. Women led all the activities- a naked cook wearing only an apron was on the grill, girls handed out beers, and girls played cornhole, tossing the bean bags in one hand while playing with their subs’ dicks like fidget toys in the other.
My dick had gone down during our walk to the stadium, but this scene shot it right back up. It had fallen below my waistband and was now tenting my tiny shorts, threatening to sneak out the bottom. My hand had gotten sweaty hanging onto Abigale’s hand, and I could no longer look up without getting blinded by the sun. I tried to focus on the floor, but I was too close to Abigale to avoid seeing her ass. Plus, below that, her calves were really nicely shaped and…
“Put your subs to the test! Can he survive the blowjob queen?” a girl shouted from a booth.
My head shot around. It was tempting but I really didn’t need this right now. There’s no way Abigale would let me come.
“Win front row seats if he lasts one minute!” the girl shouted again.
Abigale turned around. “You can do that. Win it for me.”
I gulped. I didn’t know that I could.
“My sub will win,” Abigale said. She pulled me forward.
“Well, step right up! Let’s see it!” she said. She looked down at my crotch.
I sighed and lowered my shorts. My dick sprung out, bobbing up and down for her. The “blowjob queen” was actually pretty well-covered, dressed in a tube top and yoga pants. She had big tits that held up the tube top no problem. Her shoulders were tanned, but looking at her tits, I couldn’t tell where the tan ended. She pulled out a button and hovered her hand over it.
“Time doesn’t start until I start sucking. The clock will buzz at one minute. Orgasms instantly disqualify you. Ready?”
I nodded. She took her hand off the button without pressing it. Instead, she pulled down her tube top and raised up her hanging boobs, slobbering over her own nipples. The sight was like a shot straight to my dick.
“Hey, that’s cheating!” I protested.
“I haven’t started the blowjob yet,” she replied.
I tried looking away, but she just moved to meet my gaze. She was mesmerizing, and I wanted to keep watching the show, but Abigale’s firm hand gripped my ass, reminding me she was watching. I closed my eyes to avoid the blowjob queen altogether.
“Ugh, you’re no fun!” she said. I heard her slam the button, then felt her suck in my dick.
I wanted to come right away. I’d been holding on for so long, and she had this crazy ability to envelop and pleasure every inch of my dick. She really knew what she was doing. She was able to take me to the back of her throat pretty quickly, and she worked her tongue in a spiral around the head of my dick. Her hands got to work too, fondling my balls and touching my inner thighs and hips, making sure my dick was in the perfect position for her.
I didn’t know whether it was better to close my eyes or open them. Every time I opened my eyes, the sight of her drooling over my dick and her wet tits hanging below me threatened to get me closer to the edge, but closing my eyes and letting my imagination wander could be even more erotic. The sensation was so good that closing my eyes let me focus on it more, but I couldn’t do that. I needed to last the minute.
I decided instead to watch the clock. It was a big sports buzzer with red LED numbers. It wasn’t arousing to look at but it might have made things worse, because now every second felt even longer. I saw the clock hit 30 seconds and I swore every second got slower. Who knows, maybe she rigged the clock to do that, but it was probably just my anxiety. I felt an orgasm building- I mean really building- as we hit 40 seconds. I panicked and tried to think the grossest thoughts I could- but my mind went blank. I didn’t want this to end. I tensed my whole body, trying to divert blood flow away from my dick. That helped a bit, but she still had me.
The clock hit 50 seconds. I might actually do it. She started working me overtime, gripping my dick with both hands and twisting in opposite directions. My body was tensing up again, but because I was actually about to come. I tried to “hold it in”- but that was impossible. I just closed my eyes. I didn’t want to see the clock. Either I would make it or I wouldn’t. I felt the cum building up. I was gonna come. I opened my mouth and took a sharp inhale.
BUZZ. The timer went off. The blowjob queen dropped my dick out of her mouth. I breathed a huge sigh. I couldn’t believe I made it. I stood there for a second with my shorts down, not wanting to touch my dick. I felt like the slightest touch would finish the job. I stared at the ground, letting myself calm down and my dick semi-return to normal. Abigale rubbed my back.
“Good job, sweetie,” she whispered, then kissed me on the cheek. “We’ll take our new tickets.”
I looked down at the blowjob queen, who was sitting down, defeated. She raised up the tickets. She’d pulled up her tube top, but the top was now covered in her own saliva.
“Here,” she said shortly. Abigale took the tickets.
I finally pulled my shorts up, being extra delicate. I let my dick tent them again- there was much less friction this way, and I didn’t care if people saw anymore. I just got a blowjob in front of maybe a thousand people passing me by. What’s a few thousand more?
We flashed our tickets to security and went straight to our section. I kept following Abigale all the way to the front. We got the best seats in the house: 50 yard line, front row, right above the home team’s sideline. The field was empty as we waited for the game to start.
The marching band blasted and fire shot out from the stadium tunnel. The announcer yelled as players started running out. The crowd erupted. Star players exited the tunnel one by one, the announcer calling out their names as fans cheered. It was a packed stadium- the whole crowd was in black and white, here to cheer on the home team.
I heard some especially rowdy fans next to me and turned to look at them. They were all shirtless, covered in body paint to spell out FEMDOM U. And they were all women of course, downing beers and shouting, cursing out the other team and looking for people to fight. Their tits bounced as they jumped and jeered.
But the last name to be called, the last player to exit the tunnel: Riley Rust. 6 foot tall, ripped, the star quarterback entered the field to the loudest applause yet. All players wore the same uniform that college mens’ league wore. This was still a professional game after all.
We won the kickoff and chose to receive. The crowd chanted as the ball flew through the air, and our team ran it back.
Now that we were on offense, Rust took the field. She easily commanded the players, the clear leader on the field. She led the team forward a few yards at a time. Nothing flashy, just consistent gains. We’d made it about halfway up the field when Rust stepped back and the receivers went long. She was right on the 50 yard line, as close as possible to me. I tried to find her eyes through the helmet, watching her choose who to throw it to. Her eyes darted between the possibilities, then chose a receiver downfield as she drilled a bullet down the sidelines. The pass looked good, straight to the hands of her receiver. But the receiver bobbled it, sent it up in the air, and the defense grabbed it! Shouts of disappointment filled the air as the defense ran the ball back. We tackled them out of bounds, ending their return.
Cheerleaders came out to the sidelines as our defense took the field. I watched Rust sit down on the sidelines and take her helmet off. She just stared down at the ground. She’d done nothing wrong, but I really hoped this didn’t get in her head. Then I felt a cheerleader grabbing my arm.
“Hey! Come down!” she yelled.
I looked at Abigale, and she nodded her approval. I climbed down to the field, walking past the cheerleaders as they did their routines. The uniforms looked pretty normal, but when they sent a girl flying into the air, I could tell as she did her flips that she wasn’t wearing any panties. The cheerleader that had chosen tugged me along, breaking me from my distraction.
I followed her into the home team sidelines. Shit, what was I doing here? I looked back at the stadium, the thousands of people filling everywhere I looked. What did they want me for?
“Riley!” the cheerleader shouted. Riley turned to look back at me. “Found a stud for you!”
She nodded and started to undo her pants.
“Wait, what’s happening?”
“Drop your pants and sit on the bench, your team needs you,” the cheerleader ordered.
I did as I was told. I watched Rust peel down her pants, bending over and mooning me. She kept her pants hanging around her ankles. She grabbed a bottle of lube and lowered herself onto me.
I didn’t need any more preparation than that. I was rock hard and honestly ready to come again. Rust didn’t tell me not to come at least, but I still wanted to last for her.
She inserted my dick into her and bounced on me. Once again, my dick was aching for release. I looked around; no one on the sideline batted an eye. I couldn’t believe this athlete was fucking me. I watched the game play out on the field; our team tackled a runner right up against our sideline, coming close to hitting me and Rust, but she didn’t flinch. She just kept bouncing away. I looked down at her ass. Her whole body was ripped and strong, already sweaty just from that first drive. Her triceps even rippled for me. I was going to come. I’d just been building up too much for too long. It was too early, but I couldn’t hold it anymore.
“I’m sorry I’m gonna-” I started before I just started coming. Cum shot up into her pussy. She kept bouncing, taking it without a word. She must be used to guys coming pretty quickly, which makes sense. I took deep breaths as I shot my last ropes. She slowed her bouncing, then got up when I was done. The cheerleader came over again and handed me some wipes.
“Clean her up, then finger her until she’s back on,” the cheerleader ordered.
I cleaned my cum out of her pussy. She bent forward as I worked her from behind. Once I was done, I reached back in with just my hand. I worked my two fingers into her, curling them towards her clit. I kept my fingers in as I worked them back and forth. I held her hip with my free hand, admiring her athletic ass in my hand. I felt her thighs closing in against my fingers, grinding back against me. I thought I heard a small moan, but from what I could see, she was completely straight-faced.
I looked back at the field. I’d completely lost track of the game. 3rd and long. If the defense stopped them here, Rust would be back on offense soon. I kept working my magic, knowing I was getting her closer. The ball was snapped and the other quarterback stepped back in the pocket. She looked at her different receiver options, then shot the ball over the middle of the field in a high arc. She’d fucked up- the receiver was in double coverage, and our defense was ready for it. I watched a defender jump up, reaching with the ends of her fingers to snatch the ball. She came down with it and the stadium exploded. The other defender blocked the receiver and the interceptor took off down the field with her new possession. I kept fingering Rust- if the defender was tackled, Rust would have to take the field right away. I saw her eyes locked in on the game, but her hand was now pressing into her clit, helping me get her there in time. She started to let out real moans now, only audible to me in the booming noise of the stadium. I held her close. The defender was sprinting down the sideline- the 50, the 40, the 30! But the other team was closing in around her, forcing her out. She got swarmed and tackled out of bounds. The crowd cheered her name. Now our offense was on. Rust was almost there, but her teammates were putting on their helmets around her, calling her to come with them. I just needed one more second. The clock was stopped. I kept up my pace, my fingers now getting sore. I felt her body tense around me as she bucked her hips. She was coming. She wordlessly pushed my hand out as she pulled up her pants, still in the middle of her orgasm. I watched her put on her helmet and walk out with her team, her legs shaking as she finished the orgasm I gave her. She stopped for a second to recover, then ran onto the field- her normal self again.
The cheerleader came back to me and grabbed my hand.
“Thank you for your service. You can return to your seat now,” she ordered.
I got up and went back toward my seat with Abigale.
“You and your domme are invited to our post-game party. Invite only.” She handed me a card. She put her hands together to give me a boost back into the stands. “See you then.”
I climbed into my seat. Abigale was silent.
“I saw that. Did she give you permission?”
“Please, I couldn’t last any longer.”
“You may need to be punished.”
“I got us into a party. Here.” I handed her the card. Her eyes went wide.
“I can lessen your punishment. No chastity, but I need to spank you. Right now”
I breathed a sigh of relief. I pulled down my shorts again and lay on her lap, my naked bottom half on her bare thighs. She trapped my dick between her legs and rubbed her hand on my ass to warm me up. I looked out at the field- Rust just nailed a pass and the refs moved the chains for the first down.
SMACK. I couldn’t help but smile. I hoped my orgasm got Rust back on her game. SMACK. That was starting to hurt now. Abigale dug into my ass with her sharp nails before the next slap. SMACK. My ass was stinging. SMACK. SMACK. SMACK.
I finally slid off her lap and tried to get back on my seat. I winced from the pain, but I wasn’t going to complain. Abigale saw me.
“Do you want to sit on mommy’s lap?”
I nodded.
She pulled me up. My shorts were still around my ankles. She wrapped her arms around my waist and pulled my back against her, hiking her skirt up and pressing my back into her exposed, pierced nipples. She gripped my inner thighs with both hands, then wrapped her hands around my dick and balls.
I watched Rust fire a pass in a perfect spiral straight to the endzone. The pass was caught right at the out of bounds, but I watched the receiver step one foot in as she flew out. Everyone around us got up and cheered, but Abigale and I stayed sitting. She gave my dick a few pumps, then kissed me on the cheek.
“Good boy.”
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