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Femdom University

Ben’s First Day

Welp, here I was. First day at Femdom University. The name was a bit much, but as one of the most prestigious colleges in the world, they could get away with it. Even with their strict and abnormal rules, application rates were high and acceptance rates were low.
But I was one of the lucky few. Femdom alumni went on to become CEOs, investors, and world leaders. I was ready to do whatever it takes.
I knew it would be tough, but I didn’t know exactly how tough. As I stepped onto campus, I caught my first real glimpse of the place. A green, open place with giant statues of beautiful women in front of the scattered buildings. It was in a college town, with all the essentials for a student within walking distance on campus. I was there bright and early, so campus was pretty empty. I wanted to make a good first impression no matter where I went.
As I approached the dorm, I kept looking around to take in the view. The university was very secretive, not allowing any photos or outside guests, even prospective students. I opened the door, hoping I was making the right decision with my life.
I saw a blonde, fit woman in a University t-shirt sitting at reception and walked up to her with a smile.
“Wow, first one of the day. Aren’t you bright-eyed and bushy-tailed. Name?” she asked.
“Ben Johnson”
“Hi, Mr. Johnson, let me get you checked in here… oh! I’m actually your RA. Sue, nice to meet you.” She extended her hand and I shook it. She reached for a plastic card.
“Here is your keycard,” she continued. “Well, it’s actually your dom’s keycard. Once she arrives, she’ll have complete control over you. Where you go, what you wear, everything.”
I raised my eyebrows. So much of the University was secret that I didn’t know what was a rumor and what was real. I guess this was real.
“I’ll go into more detail at our welcome meeting, but for now you should know that every woman on campus has complete control over every man. Your dom has primary control over you, though staff and professors can override her, and female students can control you with her permission.
With her permission. Wow.
“Why don’t you get settled in and wait for Abigale, your dom. I’m sure she’ll use your help when she gets here.”
“Thank you.” I smiled and nodded at her.
I took a couple of trips to bring my stuff up to my room. The room was small- barely bigger than my room at home, but this one was meant for two people. The furniture was noticeably bigger and nicer on one side of the room. I was tempted, but I assumed that was for my dom. I hadn’t slept much last night so I could wake up early, and moving my stuff was tiring, so I laid down on my bed to rest my eyes for a second…
BANG BANG BANG. I shot up. Someone was at the door. I jumped off my bed and swung the door open.
Standing in the doorway was a tall, goth woman. Hair long and dyed black, patchwork tattoos across her body, multiple ear piercings, septum piercing, and probably more that I couldn’t see yet. She wore a black tank top and short skirt with fishnets. I would’ve traced the outlines of her curves with my eyes, but I couldn’t stare at her right now. I knew this was Abigale, and I was already fucking up.
“Abigale, it’s nice to meet you.” I extended my hand up to her. “Sorry I got here early for you but I accidentally fell asl-“
She ignored my hand. “Master. Call me master.”
I gulped. “Yes, master. What can I do for you?”
“Grab my stuff,” she ordered. She dropped her car keys in my hand and walked into the room. I turned and stared at her. “RA meeting in 30 minutes. Go!!”
I sped out. I guess I’d just have to figure out which car was hers, where she’d parked… that’s okay. I could do this. I was top of my class in high school, and I’d be top of my class here. I’d figure it out.
I found her car and popped the trunk. It was completely full. I grabbed as much as I could, closed the trunk, and ran. When I got back to the dorm, there was a line for the elevator, so I took everything up the stairs. I dropped the first batch off at her room, then booked it down the stairs again.
I finally got everything. I was sweaty and exhausted. Abigale was lying on her bed. She glanced up from her phone and looked at me.
“Ew, you’re gross. Go shower.”
“Okay,” I said, catching my breath. I grabbed my towel and soap.
“RA meeting in 5 minutes. Don’t be late.”
Shit. I sped down the hall to the shower. I didn’t have time to grab my clothes. I’d just have to throw something on when I got back.
I found an empty shower stall and cleaned up as best and quickly as I could. Once I was done, I dryed off with my towel and tied it around my waist. I was about to sprint back to my room when I realized I wanted to keep my towel on and not fling it off while running. I sped-walked down the hall, past a few other residents that were probably already heading to the RA meeting. I worried about making a bad first impression on them, about being half-naked in public, but they were more interested in each other than a random guy in a towel. Everyone was paired up- male and female roommates, aka doms and subs. I weaved between them as I reached my room.
I was about to open the door when it swung open. I tried to go in but Abigale blocked my path.
“You’re too late. We’re going to the meeting now.”
“But-“
“You’ll just have to wear your towel.” She closed the door and began down the hallway. I sighed. This would just have to do. I remembered that she controlled what I could wear.
We gathered into a community room. The residents from the whole floor were there. There weren’t enough seats, so people piled up onto the chairs and sat on the ground. I looked around the room- I could tell the guys were in various states of acceptance towards the new rules. You could tell each of the women owned each of the men, but there were some men that were comfortable with it and some who were squirming in their seats. Maybe those guys wouldn’t make it.
Abigale found a spot on the floor and sat down. There weren’t any spots next to her. She gestured her hand over her lap. Okay, I guess I would have to sit there.
I sat down on her lap. Her thighs were soft but muscular, supporting me no problem. I pulled my towel up, worried that it would slip off. But then I saw something. I did a double-take.
A guy was walking through the crowd fully naked except for a collar around his neck. The collar was connected to a leash carried by his dom, a woman in high heels and full dominatrix getup. The rest of the students looked like they fit at a normal college, but this is what I feared Femdom U might be like. And I couldn’t believe it was real.
While that guy seemed fine with his nudity, I heard a SMACK as a new couple approached. This guy was naked too, but he was shaking like a dog in a thunderstorm. His dom followed behind him dressed in lingerie.
“Alright guys, welcome to Femdom Univeristy!” Sue announced. The women cheered loudly, while the men looked at their doms for permission to cheer. The ones that got approval then cheered.
“I’m gonna go over what to expect here, what the rules are, and then you guys can get to exploring the University for yourselves! Okay, the school motto is ‘Power and Discipline.’ Power to the women, discipline to the men. Our unusual methods have high success rates in getting you to the career you want and deserve,” Sue said.
SMACK. The lingerie dom had her sub over her lap, disciplining him for who-knows-what.
“I think it’s best to start the rules with the dress code because it informs our overall philosophy. Students here can wear whatever the women want, even if that means nothing at all. While men can wear clothes, they may be asked to strip at any time,” Sue continued.
As crazy as this all was, it was also arousing. My dick slowly started to rise as I shifted in Abigale’s lap.
“As well as control over men, women have complete control over themselves. You may see some topless or naked women here, and that’s because they have nothing to fear. Without the threat of men, you’ll find life quite comfortable here,” Sue said.
I saw some of the women nod in approval. The whole crowd was attractive, and Sue’s suggestion really made my mind wander. As I looked at the women seated around me, I hoped that the next time I saw them they would be nude.
“Next, we recommend that all students come at least once a day, though men may only come with the permission of a woman. You may fuck and  come anywhere the woman likes. Public sex is not just allowed, but encouraged.”
Wow, could they really check when I came? I guess it’d be better to not push my luck.
“I’m passing out packets with a more detailed list of rules, but for now- enjoy yourselves! Get to know the campus!
I grabbed a packet from Sue. Everyone started getting up and leaving. I got up off Abigale’s lap and started heading back to our room.
“Where do you think you’re going?” she asked.
“Oh, I thought we were going back to our room.”
“You can’t go anywhere without my permission.”
“My mistake, master. May I go to our room?”
“No. I want to explore the campus. Let’s take Sue’s advice.”
“But-“ I gestured at my towel.
“Be grateful I allow you to wear anything at all.”
“Thank you master.” I stared at the floor and absentmindedly followed her out of the building.
We stepped out onto the concrete. I wasn’t wearing any shoes. Thankfully the heat of the day had died down a bit so my feet weren’t burning, but it was still painful to walk across the hard, textured surface.
I followed her slow, leisurely pace. The campus was still relatively empty. We only saw other students who were exploring campus too. Professors wouldn’t come until tomorrow. We passed by fountains, walked through an old library, and got the lay of the land. Once Abigale was satisfied, we returned back to the dorm.
She laid back on her bed, her feet hanging over the side. I went to get dressed.
“My feet are sore from all that walking. Massage them.”
I guarantee my feet were more sore, but I wasn’t allowed to complain. I stayed in my towel and went over to her bed. I put a pillow on the ground and got on my knees so I could finally get off my feet. I untied her shoes and pulled each one gently, then peeled each sock off her foot. I set down her shoes and socks neatly to the side. I started with one foot, working both hands into it. I heard her let out a sigh of relief. It felt good to make her feel good. I kept pressing into her foot, working it from heel to toe.
“Are you satisfied, master?” I asked once I was done.
“Yes,” she said. She got up from the bed and headed to the door. “I’m taking a shower.”
I nodded, then went to finally get dressed.
“No,” she said. “Come with me.”
We went back to the showers I’d used earlier. I hadn’t gotten a good look at them since I was in a rush, but they were located in the only bathroom in our part of the floor. I was the only one in there before, but as we approached it I realized something was different- the sign just said “bathroom,” no gender.
We entered to see a couple of showers running. We walked past the shower stalls to see that most people just left their curtains open. Naked men washed naked women, soaping up their bodies. In one stall, a guy actually had to keep his normal clothes on and wash his master while his clothes got soaked. I didn’t stare, but the nudity made my dick start to grow again.
We found an empty stall. Abigale began to strip. She didn’t close the curtain. I decided I should prep the shower.
“How would you like the water, master?”
“Hot. But not too hot.”
Shit. I turned on the hot water and the stall started to steam. I felt it with my hand- it burned at the touch. I turned it down a tad- freezing cold. I looked over at Abigale. She was down to her underwear. I gulped as I turned the shower up the slightest amount. Thank fuck, it was perfect.
I looked up to see her drop her panties and stand up. She was fully naked. I stood there stunned by her perfect form. I locked eyes with her nipple piercings.
“You going to shower in that towel?” she asked.
I shook my head. I grabbed the top of my towel, shaking at the naked woman standing over me. I pulled one end, unwrapping the towel as she stared at me. My boner popped up as I revealed myself to her.
She stepped forward and I stepped to the side as she entered the water. She stood still as it ran over her body. I watched the stream fall down her big, wet tits down onto her stomach, where she had a belly button piercing. Then down to her trimmed bush, her thighs, then to her feet.
I realized she was waiting for me. I grabbed her soap and squeezed some into my hand. I started at her shoulders, going from her neck outwards. Then I moved down her chest, approaching her tits. I teased down the slope of her breasts, then stroked the sides of each breast before scooping under them. I finally got to her nipples and couldn’t help but give them a squeeze.
I felt an iron grip on my dick. I froze.
“Washing only,” she warned. She released her grip.
I let out my breath, my heart beating out of my chest. I carefully scrubbed the rest of her body, paying no special attention to one area over another.
When she was done, I shut off the water and grabbed her towel. She raised her arms as I dried her off, then wrapped the towel around her.
We got back to our room and she actually allowed me to put on my clothes. I grabbed pajamas and dressed. I looked over at her; she had ditched her towel and was lying naked on her bed. She laid on her back and spread her legs.
“Come here.” She patted the bed in front of her pussy.
I climbed the foot of the bed. I positioned my head over her pussy.
“Eat me. It helps me sleep.”
I got to work. I licked her slit, lining the lips of her pussy with my tongue. I kissed her inner thighs and just around her pussy, waiting for her juices to build. I ran my tongue closer to the entrance of her pussy, then ran it up to find where her clit was hiding. When I hit it, I felt her shudder. She dug her hands into my hair and scratched my head. I surrounded her clit with my mouth and started gently sucking. I felt her body shudder as she dug her nails into my scalp. I kept playing with her, giving her more and more pleasure. I kept my tongue slow and broad as I ran it across her clit. I paused for a second to catch my breath and she pulled me back in, demanding more. I kept at it as she came, her body tensing and then relaxing around my mouth.
I was happy to serve, but at this point my dick was hard as a rock and denting my pants. Abigale had just pushed me off the bed when I was done.
“Master?”
“Hmm?”
“May I please come?”
“No, not today. Maybe tomorrow.”
I wanted to groan but knew I couldn’t express my disapproval. I silently went to my bed, pulling the covers over me. I laid face down, my dick pressing into the mattress. I wanted to hump my bed until I came, but I knew there would be hell to pay. I just had to go to sleep and hope she would relieve me soon.
…
I woke up to morning wood. It was worse than last night. I’m not sure how much longer I could go like this.
Abigale was getting ready. She must have an earlier class than me.
“Master, can I please come?”
“If you’re good today, maybe tonight. I have to get going.” She left.
I was alone in the room. No one would know if I came. Probably. But if I was going to be top of my class, I needed to avoid disciplinary action. I had to obey her.
I got dressed and ready for the day. Abigale didn’t give me specific instructions, so I just did what I hoped she’d approve of. I grabbed my backpack and headed to class.
…
I found a seat in my lecture hall. I was here early, even before the professor. I sat at the very front, hopeful that this professor would remember me out of all her students. I saw another guy sit down next to me and turned to him.
“Hey, pretty crazy so far,” I said.
He nodded. I saw him write down something in his notes, then showed it to me: “Sorry, my dom doesn’t let me talk.”
Wow. I guess I had it easy.
I watched the lecture hall slowly fill up, then get very full as the class was about to start. I was looking through the women’s outfits for anything that stood out. Some women wore short crop tops or short shorts, but no toplessness or nudity like Sue promised. I guess that was for the better right now anyway- I didn’t think my dick could handle much more.
I checked my watch- 9:00 AM. I saw a special door swing open by the lecture podium and our professor step out. She was maybe in her late 30s with bangs and a bob haircut. Brunette. And she was wearing a suit with… her tits fully out. Her suit jacket was buttoned, but she wore nothing underneath and had pulled her big tits through the opening so that they sat on top of her jacket. My dick shot up again.
“Good morning class. So glad to have you all here on your first day. Usually people don’t skip class until later,” she said. The class laughed. “I’ll be going over the syllabus and showing you what this semester will look like. But first order of business, I thought I’d show you what my particular teaching style is like. As you can probably tell, I like my tits.” She gestured toward her chest. The class laughed again. “I like having them out, and I like having them sucked. This can prove distracting to students at first, but I like to get everyone acclimated from the first day so that I can teach you to the best of my abilities.”
I couldn’t focus on anything. I was just staring at her big, milky tits. I was salivating at the thought of sucking on them. I didn’t care that I couldn’t come, I needed her tits.
“You, and you, come suck on me for today. You’ll get some up-close and personal instruction.” She pointed at me and the guy next to me.
My heart was racing. I would make an impression on my professor. I just had to suck her nipple properly.
We joined her at the lecture podium. She had two stools for us. I took her left breast, the other guy took her right. I opened my mouth and sucked in her tit. I closed my eyes as I slobbered over her. I licked around her areola, savoring the taste of her in my mouth. I heard her talking again, though I couldn’t focus on anything she was saying. I was in heaven. I heard her let out soft moans as I went. My dick was rubbing against my pants, and I shifted my legs to wrap around her leg. I was softly humping her while sucking her nipple. The pleasure was so immense, but I was going slowly enough that I thought I could control it. Until I couldn’t anymore. All of a sudden, I felt the pleasure spike as I blew a load from my dick into my pants. I immediately moved my crotch off of her leg.
Fuck, did she feel that? She continued lecturing like nothing had happened. I pulled my face off her tit for a second to check the damage- my pants were wet but none of it had gotten on her. She grabbed my face and pulled me back onto her tit. I closed my eyes, trying to forget what had just happened. The relief was incredible, but I had come without Abigale’s permission. I came because of a professor though, and professors outrank students- maybe she’d accept that. I just hoped I could clean myself up before she noticed.
I ran back to my dorm after class, hoping nobody saw the stain on my pants. I dropped my pants as soon as I got to my room, then grabbed my shower stuff to go clean off. I wiped my dick in the shower, relieved that it was soft again and hoping that I could get another orgasm later today. The thought made me start to grow again and I gave myself a few strokes.
I got dressed and returned to my room. When I opened the door, I saw Abigale standing on my side of the room, picking up my wet shorts.
“What’s this?” she asked.
“I had to, my professor-”
“No,” she cut me off. “I don’t want to hear it. You came without my permission. Strip.”
I gulped. I unbuckled my belt and pulled down my shorts. She stared me down as I took off my clothes.
“You need to be punished.”




Benevolent Femdom

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.”




Femdom Game Day

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 the 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.”




Femdom Frat Party

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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