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Jason woke up in an unfamiliar bed, groggy from a heavy night of drinking and suffering from a throbbing headache. But his discomfort was soothed by the memories that flooded back to him, of the events of the last evening and everything he had done with the girl whose naked body lay beside him.

One long, slim leg jutted out the side of the bed. Jason trailed a hand up it and moved the sheets aside to examine her beautiful round ass. He remembered how it looked when he took her from behind, how it jiggled as he slammed inside. He felt her soft skin, proud to add another name to his list.

But what was it? Stacy? Kasey? She was part of the cheer squad so he'd be able to find out later, but not right now. Jason was well-practiced at getting up and out of bed before his latest conquest stirred. It was all part of his plan: to go back to her place and then slip away before he had to deal with any regrets she might have. And so, even when hungover, he shuffled out of her bed before the hour hand of her alarm clock reached eight.

She flipped over and stretched to fill the empty space of the bed that he had just vacated. But apart from a little sigh and a purr-like snore, she was still deep asleep and Jason could take his time getting dressed.

He admired her luscious blonde hair and the teasing glimpse of her breasts under the loosely-crumpled sheets. He examined her like a judge and, after a moment, he decided to give her a nine out of ten rating, recording his thoughts in a notes page on his phone.

She was certainly one of the best he had had in recent months, and he'd be bragging about her to his friends. He might even try to hook up with her again. She could even earn herself another point. She had a rocking body, but he could only give her a nine after remembering her reluctance to blow him.

Once satisfied by his analysis, Jason made sure to pick up his wallet and keys and then he headed out, stepping over his used condom on the way out. The dormitories were quiet so he had no trouble sneaking away and getting to his room on the other side of campus, enjoying the fresh air that soothed his minor hangover.

But he had another reason to be up early: this morning was his first session with his new private tutor. It hadn't been his idea but he wasn't left with much of a choice. At a meeting with the dean of the college, whose surprisingly youthful appearance belied her authoritative tone, she went over his poor academic record and advised that he would need to commit more time to getting back on track.

Jason reluctantly agreed to the help. Even as the captain of the football team, he couldn't escape the requirements of his degree. So, once he had showered and changed back at his dorm, he went straight out again to the library where he had been asked to meet his tutor.

It was still quiet, before the rush of students, when he went up to one of the private soundproofed study rooms where the meeting had been arranged and opened the door.

"Jason, you're late," a girl said, looking up with fierce eyes from behind the desk. She had a bob of platinum-blonde hair and thick-rimmed glasses that she pushed up the bridge of her nose.

"I'm a busy guy," Jason grinned, not recognising the girl who he thought must be another student.

"Close the door and lock it," the girl said sternly.

"Whatever you say, ma'am." Jason did as she asked then threw his bag on the desk and sat down opposite her. "You know my name, what's yours?"

"Daisy," she said, unmoved by his brashness.

"Well, Daisy, I've got stuff to do so how about we wrap this thing up already, yeah? I'm sure you'd rather do whatever else you do for fun, playing on your calculator or whatever. And I can go have a snooze before hitting the bars tonight. I know I agreed to two hours a week with you, but you can tell the dean I was your willing student, can't you? It's a win-win situation for both of us."

For the first time, Daisy smiled. With her freckled face and knitted cardigan, she appeared quite innocent. But the change in her demeanour in response to Jason's proposal revealed something more disconcerting.

"You're completely free to go, of course," she said. "But I'm not one to lie. So, go on. Leave. I'll just have to tell the dean that you refused to cooperate, and she must have told you what would happen if you don't work with me? Your scholarship will be refused. You'll be kicked out. What will you do then, if you can't play football anymore? If you don't leave college with a degree?"

For once, Jason was left silent and staring at the floor.

"I know you're used to everything going your way, going through life with everything handed to you. But you ought to realise that I'm the one in charge here. And I want to help you, I do. So what will it be, Jason?"

After a moment, he answered: "Okay."

"Good. Because I want to help you, I do. But you need to let me."

Jason nodded again and Daisy finally seemed convinced about his attitude. She took out a textbook from her bag and began the lesson, focusing first on teaching algebra to the jock who, shaken by her minor threat, was attentive to start with. But twenty minutes in, when ink stained the side of his hand, he leaned back in his chair and examined the geeky girl who seemed fiercely uptight.

The cardigan, with a blouse underneath, hid any shape to her petite body. Her jeans and ankle boots showed a pair of skinny legs.

"So, Daisy, how do you like having fun?" Jason tried to put on his charm, oddly curious about the girl who would never usually be his type.

"Focus on the question, Jason."

"Come on, we need a break. And I'll learn better if I know a bit more about my tutor."

"Now isn't the time."

"Don't be like that. I'm just trying to be friendly. I'm not used to serious work like this. Last time I had a study session with a girl, let's just say we didn't get much studying done."

Daisy glared at him but he didn't relent.

"You know, you'd really benefit from letting loose a bit. And I know exactly what we could do to relieve some stress."

"Are you serious?" Daisy said, frowning. "Is that all you think about when you're with a girl, sex?"

Jason grinned and raised an eyebrow. "Well, you've been teaching me. I can teach you some things in return. What do you say?"

"Fine." Daisy sat back after a pause, looking challengingly at him. "Seems as you're so self-confident, take your clothes off. Show me what I'm missing."

Jason, never shy about showing off his body and thinking that he could easily get into this geeky girl's pants, eagerly stood up and stripped off his shirt. It wasn't true that he was entirely lazy: he spent hours in the gym nearly every day and the results were impressive. But Daisy remained seated with her arms crossed. She glanced briefly at his firm six pack, muscular pecs and broad shoulders, then gestured for him to continue.

Next, Jason removed his shoes, socks, and jeans, and his excitement was hardly contained by his tight boxers. Thoughts were running through his head about what this was all leading to. Was this quiet nerd a virgin? He imagined bending her over the desk and making her moan with delight. Or was she secretly a freak in the sheets? Maybe she loved giving head, and in a minute she'd get on her knees and suck him dry.

But Daisy had other ideas.

"Go on," she said, waiting for him to remove the final item of clothing.

Still full of confidence, Jason pulled his boxers down. His hard cock sprung free and Daisy just looked at it with a raised eyebrow.

"Is that it?" she asked.

"Sorry?"

"You don't need to be sorry. I just thought that with all your bravado you'd be packing something more...impressive."

"Hey, plenty of girls have enjoyed it. I've had no complaints."

Jason never liked to admit that his cock was, in truth, smaller than average. And until now, no one had made him feel so inadequate. But standing there in the dingy study room, completely naked and exposed to the scrutinising gaze of the clothed girl in front of him, he suddenly felt his confidence shrinking away along with the vigour of his erection.

Daisy only rolled her eyes and crossed one leg over the other.

"You really are impressed with yourself," she said. "Tell me, do you remember Beth Cooper?"

Jason recalled the name, vaguely able to picture the busty brunette he had fucked a couple of weeks ago. He remembered the way she moaned as he made her cum during missionary, while his hands fondled her wobbling tits.

"I do," he said. "She was practically squirting. You should have heard her. She must've cum like five times!"

"Beth's my friend," Daisy answered curtly. "She told me about you. And no, she didn't cum five times. She didn't even cum once. In fact, she couldn't wait for you to finish so that she could use her vibrator on herself."

"That can't be right," Jason muttered, wondering how he could possibly have misremembered. "Just ask any of the other girls."

"Like Edie Yates?"

"Who?"

"Blonde, great perky tits, fucked you in the night club last week? Remember?"

"I was pretty drunk..."

"Nevertheless, you were rock hard and she was kind enough to let you have sex with her. Do you know what she did when you were finished?"

"No..." Jason remembered his orgasm well as she rode him in a toilet cubicle. She had then disappeared off, never to be seen again, while he recovered.

"She went and hooked up with another guy who could actually satisfy her. She had three orgasms that night, none were with you."

"That's..."

"That's the truth." Daisy stood up while Jason's cock drooped. "You think you're some big hotshot, but you're not. You only get laid because you're the captain of the football team and, yes, you've got muscles. But that thing between your legs, it's cute at best. It's not impressive. From the sound of things, I'm wondering if you've given any woman pleasure with it."

Jason was silent. His cock was completely soft. Even though he stood over a foot taller than Daisy, he had never felt so small.

"Why aren't you hard anymore?" she asked, sitting on the desk right in front of him.

"I don't know..."

"Didn't you want to fuck me? Isn't that what you thought would happen?"

"Maybe..."

"Look at me, Jason. If you're so sure of your abilities, get hard for me. Now."

The jock looked at her, unsure. She had to repeat her instructions to make him start stroking. In his embarrassed and belittled circumstances, it began unsuccessfully with his soft cock refusing to come back to life. So he closed his eyes, trying to picture a hot girl naked, kissing him and rubbing her tits together and begging for him to fuck her.

"No," Daisy interrupted. "I said to look at me. You're doing this for me. If you can't even get hard, then you're even more pathetic than I thought."

Jason stared into her eyes as he furiously beat himself off. He imagined her lips around his cock, her cheeks bulging as she deepthroated him. Through sheer perseverance, his cock stirred back to life. And once it became more firm in his hand, it only became more pleasurable to stroke. Within moments, it was completely hard.

"That's more like it," Daisy said, amused by the strained look on his face and his heavy breathing. "Keep stroking. Go on. Does that feel good?"

"Yes," Jason panted, now enjoying the feeling.

"Good. Speed up then. Show me how well you can masturbate."

Daisy shifted on the desk and bit her lip, enjoying herself more than she had expected. Jason's hand was almost a blur and he gave himself over to the pleasure. His muscles bulged and clenched as he stroked faster and faster over the length of his shaft.

"Fuuuck," he moaned, feeling the heat of orgasm rising within him.

"Are you about to cum?"

"Mmm." Jason nodded, readying himself to shoot his load over Daisy's legs that hung over the side of the desk just below his cock.

"Then stop!" She almost yelled. "Stop!"

Jason wasn't prepared for that instruction, and he might have kept going until completion if she hadn't slapped his hand away from his pulsating cock.

"When I give you an order, you have to obey immediately," she said, suddenly smacking his balls to help make her point.

The jock groaned and keeled over as the frustration of the edge was met with a pain that shot through his stomach.

"What do you say?" Daisy asked.

"Sorry..." Jason tried to recover himself but he was struck again and he winced.

"Louder, bitch. And you can refer to me as 'miss' from now on."

"Yes, miss. Sorry, miss."

"Good. Get on your knees and put your hands behind your back."

Jason had learnt his lesson and immediately did as he was told. His cock had lost some of its hardness due to the slaps, but a glisten of precum was nevertheless visible on the tip.

"Excellent." Daisy hopped off the desk."Now, wait there."

She went back around to her notebook, tore out a page and wrote something down. Then she picked up Jason's boxers from the pile of his clothes and stuffed it in her bag.

"You don't need these," she said, smirking, before packing away the rest of her things. Finally, she passed the note over.

"That's my address. Come over this afternoon, at two, for the rest of our study session. You know I'll have to report you if you don't. Understood?"

"Yes..."

"Yes what?"

"Yes, miss."

"Good. And you're to remain kneeling for ten minutes after I leave. In that time, you will reflect on what has happened here today, what mistakes you have made in the past, and how you can make amends by submitting to me. Understood?"

"Yes, miss."

"Good. Then I'll see you later, my little bitch. And, I hope this goes without saying, but you will not cum or even touch your cock without my permission."

"Okay, miss."

"Perfect. So long, bitch!"

Daisy swung her foot under to give a light tap on his balls before exiting the room. The dull pain served as a reminder of her dominance over Jason, who remained on his knees as she had asked. He knew he could have disobeyed her. He could have stood up before the time was up. She wouldn't have known. He even thought about jerking off just to spite her. But there was a part of him that knew he shouldn't, couldn't, go against her word. He even enjoyed his session with her, even if he wouldn't admit to himself. And as he remained on his knees for the full ten minutes, his cock grew hard and throbbed as he imagined what she might do to him later that day.

*****

Jason's cock rubbed uncomfortably against the rough fabric of his jeans as he dashed across campus to fit in some lunch before seeing Daisy again. The friction encouraged his cock to swell, making matters even more frustrating for him.

He gobbled down some food then set off for the address Daisy had written down. She hadn't given him much time, especially as the location was quite a walk away from the college. Jason soon realised he had misjudged the distance and began to run when he saw he had only ten minutes to make it in time.

When he reached her address, an apartment in a modernised redbrick, he was buzzed in. Even with his athleticism, he was out of breath and grateful for the elevator ride up.

The clock in the hall struck two just as he jogged up the correct door and knocked.

"Come in," Daisy greeted, wearing the same as she had before. Her cardigan draped loosely down her body and her eye glittered attractively behind her glasses.

"Thank you, miss."

The geeky girl's apartment was tastefully furnished in a way that made the high-ceilinged space feel warm and homely.

"Wow," Jason said, still breathing heavily. "How did you afford this?"

"Academic scholarship. I was chosen as your tutor for a reason. Come on."

Daisy closed the door and led her guest over to a couch, where she sat down and ordered him to stand in front of her.

"Go and get undressed," she said. "You won't need your clothes."

Jason wasn't surprised by the command after their previous session, so he didn't delay in stripping naked for her.

"I see you're already excited," Daisy commented as he took off his boxers. "What exactly are you expecting might happen?"

"I don't know, miss," Jason answered truthfully, although he was hard from the hope of her touching him.

"Well I'm not letting you stroke again. I don't trust you after you nearly came last time."

The girl pulled out a pair of handcuffs that had been hidden behind a cushion, then she stood up and grabbed Jason's wrists. He let her put the cold metal securely around him and cuff his hands behind his back with a satisfying click. His cock only grew harder from the excitement.

"Do you want me to stroke you?" Daisy whispered in his ear sensually, her hand moving over his firm chest.

"Yes, miss." Jason's cock throbbed.

"Do you want me to suck you, to make you cum down my throat?" Her fingers glided over his abs and down to his thighs, avoiding the fiercely hot appendage desperate to be touched.

"Please, miss."

"No." A quick slap to his balls made the jock grimace and Daisy laughed. "You're too used to bringing yourself pleasure before considering others. Today, I'm going to change that."

Standing right in front of him, Daisy slipped her cardigan off. Jason expected her blouse to come next, but it didn't. Instead, she began to unbutton her jeans and pull them down, shortly followed by her socks. Her slim legs led up to a pair of attractive red-lace panties that Jason was surprised to see she owned.

"Kneel, bitch," Daisy ordered.

With her short stature, she was thrilled to see him drop down so willingly, his face now level with her waist.

"Have you ever had to use that tongue?" she asked as she pulled her panties down without further delay.

"No, miss," Jason admitted absentmindedly, his focus switching to the perfectly pink and smooth pussy now inches from his face. It looked so alluring and delicate, and already wet with arousal.

"Then it's time for you to learn." Daisy took a short step forward. "Make me cum."

With his hands firmly cuffed behind him, Jason could only use his mouth. Daisy shuffled even closer, almost planting herself on his waiting face. He stuck out his tongue and tasted her, finding it incredibly arousing to be given this chance to give her pleasure. He gently pushed between the pink lips, surprised by how wet had become just from the build-up. His tongue fluttered around, exploring every ripple and fold.

"That's good, slave," Daisy gasped at the stimulation, pleased to see he wasn't completely useless. "Find my clit. Up a bit. Yes. Oh fuck, yes, just there."

Jason leaned his head back to get a better angle as he targeted the spot that she so desired. He knew he had found judging by her response. Her breathing quickened and she began running her fingers through his hair.

"Keep going," she moaned. "Good slave. Oh god, keep going."

She held the back of his head, pulling him closer. His nose was pressed against her abdomen while his tongue worked harder. And the closer he felt her getting towards climax, the harder his cock pulsed and ached beneath her dripping pussy.

"Mmm mmm."

Daisy's legs were beginning to shake. She found herself almost unable to stand, propping herself up on her obedient servant.

"Just like that." Her voice was almost a whisper. "Don't fucking stop, slave. I'm...I'm...mmmmm."

Jason was held more firmly against her, his tongue still working hard. He was almost unable to breathe as her thighs clenched and squeezed around him. Daisy's orgasm shuddered through her body in explosions of pleasure. Her eyes were screwed shut and her mouth agape. Every little movement of Jason's tongue against her clit sent shots of pleasure rushing deep inside her, until she almost had too much and collapsed back onto the couch, feeling as if all energy had been expelled with her climax.

"Oh my god," she panted, feeling incredibly warm despite only being in her blouse. "Well done, slave."

"Thank you, miss." Jason's mouth was covered in saliva and her juices. But his cock was also leaking. A bead of precum dangled from the tip. He hadn't realised how turned on he had become.

"Fuck," Daisy grinned once she noticed his situation. "Looks like you enjoyed it too. I knew you'd appreciate me teaching you something new, and you were a natural."

She stood up again, examining her wet-mouthed, horny slave.

"To tell you the truth," she said, "I didn't think you'd do so well. I was expecting to need my fingers to finish myself off, and I could have spanked you as punishment. But...what do you say about getting a treat? I'm not a completely cruel mistress. I know even a little bitch like you deserves something nice when they've performed so well."

Jason nodded eagerly, his mind running wild with thoughts of what his reward could entail. "Yes please, miss."

"Stand up and come over here then."

Jason followed her over to a wooden support beam in the centre of the room. It was part of the original structure of the building, running floor to ceiling, and Daisy considered it one of the apartment's most useful features. She briefly unlocked her slave's cuffs, only to secure them again around the beam. Now that he was standing naked, his hands cuffed behind him, Jason's back was pressed against the hard wood and he couldn't move from his position. His cock, meanwhile, was still standing to attention and Daisy eyed it up with intrigue.

"You men really do think with your cocks, don't you. You don't care that you're bound and helpless and entirely at my mercy, all you want right now is for me to touch it. Isn't that right?"

"Yes, miss." Jason nodded, watching her circle him with a hand trailing over his bare skin.

"If you were free right now, out of your cuffs, what would you do?" Daisy stopped in front of him, her hand grazing over his patch of trimmed pubic hair before retreating as his cock bobbed helplessly.

"I'd fuck you, miss," Jason replied, drawn in by her allure. He looked down at her legs and her pink pussy, now covered slightly by the front of her blouse that fell loosely over her body. She began to unbutton it from the bottom, slow and teasingly.

"Is that so?" she said, exposing her navel as she started to pull the blouse open. "With that little thing of yours?"

"Yes, miss. I want to fuck you so bad."

Daisy grinned and shook her head. "That's not what you're here for, bitch. I don't want to fuck you, and you certainly don't get what you want. Haven't you learnt that already? No, you're here to do what I say, and to endure whatever happens, so you will stand there and stop thinking that you have any say in the matter."

Jason's disappointment at being shut down was suppressed as soon as Daisy finished unbuttoning her blouse, stripped it off, and showed him her amazing breasts.

Despite her petite frame, they were big and perky and didn't drop an inch. Jason never would have imagined she had such a great body under her relatively plain and conservative clothes.

She stood before him, completely naked apart from her glasses, and smiled at his dumbstruck face. Then with one hand she reached out and wrapped her fingers around his hard cock, completely enveloping it.

"Fuck," he sighed, thrilled at finally being touched.

"When you met me, did you think I was a novice? Some random virgin geek girl assigned to tutor you?"

Daisy stroked slowly over the length of his shaft and stepped closer so she could speak softly into his ear.

"I know you judge everyone at face value. So would you be surprised to hear how much fun I have on a night out? How many guys and girls do you think I've spent a night with? I have such a good fucking time. I make sure everyone enjoys themselves and you wouldn't believe how many times I make them cum. Then, if we all had a great time, we arrange to do it again. And that's why you don't impress me. That's why I don't want to fuck you. You treated girls like crap and even now you were expecting to bend me over and fuck me like I'm in awe of you and your puny cock."

She took her hand away and stepped back.

"I know you try to convince yourself otherwise, so let me show you what I mean."

Daisy walked back over to the pile of Jason's clothes. She rummaged through and pulled out his phone from the pocket of his jeans.

"Remember how I'm friends with Beth Cooper?" she asked as she returned to Jason, who nodded slowly. "Because she told me you wrote a note on your phone after your time together. You were drunk so you didn't even hide it from her. So shall we take a look?"

"Miss, please don't," Jason panicked, knowing how incriminating his records were.

"Are you already regretting what you did?"

"Yes, miss."

"Well, let's reinforce that regret. You're not going to get off lightly. You need to reflect back on your past self. And while you do, I don't want to hear you whining."

Daisy went back to grab her panties off the floor then she came over to Jason and shoved them in his mouth.

"Hold these for me," she said. "That's a good slave."

"Mmm." Jason could taste her wetness where it had soaked into her underwear. He could have tried to push the gag out with his tongue but he knew not to displease his mistress.

"Ah, found it." Daisy's face lit up as she scrolled through his phone, scanning over his history of sexual encounters. "You really ought to lock your phone, slave."

"Mmm," Jason moaned as she began to slowly stroke him again with one hand while scrolling down the notes on the screen with her other.

"Let's see. One from this morning? You don't even know her name and yet you fucked her and rated her like a piece of meat. So this Stacy or Kasey, you met her at a bar last night and went back to her place. Did you even say goodbye?"

Jason shook his head. With his cock in Daisy's deftly stroking hand, the events of last night and that morning felt like a lifetime ago. A little over twelve hours ago, he had been fucking that athletic blonde and cumming inside her. And now he was handcuffed, entirely at the mercy of this kinky, dominant nerd.

"You really are a bitch." Daisy stopped stroking only to spank his balls hard, before returning to pleasure his cock. "And you only marked her down from a ten because she didn't want to suck your little cock? How pathetic. Why would you think you deserved that anyway? If she had ever agreed to do that, it would have only been out of pity."

"Mmmmpphh." Jason struggled as he drew close to the edge of climax, but Daisy let go before he could reach it.

"Calm down, slave," she commanded. "Don't even think about cumming.

Once she was satisfied that he wouldn't accidentally go over the edge, she continued stroking with a light grip that drove him wild as she read out the next entry.

"Amber. Redhead. Cute. Sat next to me in lecture. Said she had a crush on me all semester. Went to hers. Got her to go down on me. Okay technique. Didn't swallow. Small tits. 5/10. Told her I didn't feel a connection."

Jason grunted as he reached the edge and Daisy immediately stifled his pleasure with a hard slap to his balls.

"You absolute pig," she said, appalled. "She had a crush on you and was willing to give you a blowjob so you just used her like that?"

"Mmmph." Jason squirmed as he received another slap.

"What's next?" Daisy kept stroking his leaking cock. "Britney. Big ass. Let me do anal. Really tight, really nice. She wanted me to make her cum but I had already finished. Went home instead of hearing her complain. 6/10."

Again, Jason was brought to the edge then struck on his exposed balls while his cock dripped precum.

"You're such a selfish bitch," Daisy remarked. "How many more have you got recorded? I want you to remember each one. Not the pleasure, not the thrill, but how horribly you treated these girls. Embrace that pain in your balls, slave, because it's their pain, their revenge."

Daisy kept reading through the notes, repeating her routine each time. She would bring him to the edge, which didn't take long with the horny, leaking state he was in, and then she would hit his balls however many times she deemed fit. By the time she had reached the end, the pain in Jason's abdomen was dull but fierce. But he was also harder than he had ever been before.

"Do you think you've learnt your lesson yet, bitch?" Daisy asked, rubbing the precum into his sensitive head.

"Mmm," Jason nodded, feeling defeated. Having his notes read out like that had been like a revelation, making him realise all the times he had mistreated these girls. But even as the memory of each encounter swirled around his head, his main attention was nevertheless focused on his incomparable need to cum.

"I know you could be lying," Daisy admitted, stroking again more firmly. "But I'll have to trust you for now. Besides, we'll have plenty of other sessions together to really test how much you've changed. For now, though, did you still want that treat I promised you?"

"Mmmph!" Jason nodded desperately as his cock throbbed in her soft hand.

"Okay then, slave. I'll let you cum." Daisy laughed as his face lit up with excitement and she sped up.

Jason stared at her wonderful, naked body as he felt the pressure rising in his cock. It pulsed angrily and seemed to beg for the release that seemed so close now. Daisy's simple grip just felt so good over his sensitive shaft and his legs began to tremble as every little sensation became centred around his cock. His hands clenched, straining against the cuffs. He almost felt as if he could break out of them. But he was too consumed by pleasure to try as he experienced the first wave begin to burst out.

"Enjoy what you can, bitch," Daisy said, suddenly releasing his cock.

"MMMMPPPHHH!!!"

Jason yelled through the gag as his cum poured out in a ruined orgasm. Each shot that should have been filled with so much pleasure was instead a pure, frustrating agony. And as she watched his cock twitching helplessly, Daisy slapped his balls over and over again, making each throb send a rush of pain through his stomach.

His cum continued to flow, dribbling out of the tip and down as a hot, white, sticky mess onto the floor between his feet. Only when it had stopped and the last of it dripped out did Daisy relent with her punishing blows, taking her hand away from his balls as they and his cock seemed to shrink from the abuse.

"Your reward was being able to cum," she said, looking at the mess he had made with a smug smile. "I didn't say it would feel good, and it's more than you deserve anyway. But I will tell you, slave, that you will come to appreciate this release, even if it doesn't feel so great now. Because I do have another little gift for you."

Jason no longer had any excitement about what she could be offering, even as she disappeared momentarily to another room. He was completely spent, drained of energy and cum. Any pleasure or satisfaction he had hoped for from his orgasm had been ruined, replaced by frustration and a dull throb emanating from his balls. And with all the arousal gone from his body, he was no longer curious about staying around for the hope of having more fun with Daisy.

Until she returned, barely able to contain a grin.

"I'm not satisfied that you've become a better person," she said, coming up to him with her hands behind her back. "If there is a real chance that you might learn some things from me, then I need complete control over you. So, now that your cock is nice and soft, I can put this on."

She revealed a chastity device and Jason eyed it with both panic and intrigue. It was pink and plastic and he didn't struggle as she slipped the base ring over his balls then stuffed his cock into the short tube.

"Oh that suits you so well," she said as she clicked the small padlock in place. "Don't you think?"

Jason nodded slowly, not really sure what to make of it.

"I'm going to release you in a moment," Daisy said as she bent over to wipe up the puddle of cum with a tissue. "And you're going to be a good chastity slave for me. You're not going fuck anyone, you're not going masturbate. You're just going to learn to enjoy having your little cock locked up where it belongs. Then, if you're lucky, I might even let you out when you see me next week."

Jason had almost forgotten that, despite everything else that had happened, Daisy was still meant to be tutoring him on a regular basis.

"And don't worry," she said, finally unlocking his handcuffs and letting him free. "I promise I'll actually teach you some math next time.

The End
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