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 Day
One

Teacher sat on the edge of her desk. Her heels
accentuated the beauty of, not only her feet and legs, but also her
whole body.

I was incredibly nervous to start my second
week in training, but knew that I had what it took, as long as
things didn't get too much harder than the previous week.

I liked my instructor. Besides being
beautiful, she also seemed to be slightly caring and fair towards
me. Not as much so as my nurse, but still. Only Vanessa seemed to
be unnecessarily cruel.

Even the seemingly nympho-maniacal
receptionist acted like she had a tender spot for me... as long as
I submissively gave her whatever she wanted on her visits.

Teacher uncrossed her legs and for a moment
my glance lingered on the translucent, satin between them. My
rigidly caged manhood tingled as I imagined filling my gorgeous
instructor's tight femininity.

"I'm proud of you for making it into your
second week, student. You are out performing the average student.
As I'm sure you read in your course syllabus, this week things are
going to get a little more advanced. You're going to be focused on
learning to give physical pleasure instead of merely causing it
through your chaste submission and denial.

"However, we're also adding a new element to
the course. Most people don't know, but we offer training to female
students sometimes. Their course program is quite different as you
can imagine, but the practice entails a lot of the same techniques;
namely pleasure deprivation.

"As part of the course, you will be paired
with a female student. She will live with you in your dorm room and
be completely under your supervision, when not in class.
Technically, you will be her superior; her dominant and she will be
your submissive pet. This is solidified by the fact that you will
be given the key to her precious chastity belt.

"Of course, you will still be securely
fastened in your own chastity cage when you're with her. I know,
this might be difficult for you to deal with, but that's where you
can learn so much. By not having access to your own sexuality, you
will not be able to take advantage of your female student, but
since you will have the key to unlock and please her, you can feel
the power of being in control. A lot of responsibility for you,
isn't it?

"She will be under strict chastity control
during all of her classes, so the only time she can potentially
enjoy any sexual gratification, is from you. This will probably
cause her to be extremely affectionate and loving towards you, she
may even convince you that she loves you. However, with your power,
comes the responsibility of keeping her in line. You must not let
her control you. That is one of your major tests.

"Now, you may unlock and play with her as
much as you want; you may reward her with releases, or let her
masturbate, but you are not to spoil her. She is not permitted to
orgasm under your supervision. I hope you understand this. She has
to learn control as well. And that will be your other job. When the
key is suddenly put in your hands, your perspective changes a lot,
I assure you.

"She'll be brought in to meet you shortly.
She's just being given her new schedule and getting a checkup with
the nurse. So in the meantime, let's go over your 'week 2'
schedule."

Miss approached me, almost imposingly as I
tried not to tremble in my cold, stiff chair.

"Submission," she announced, resting her
hands on my desk. "The difference between true respect and
placation. Do you know the difference?"

She leaned forward, pushing her lace-covered
breasts inches from my face. She smelled as heavenly as ever.
Again, the locked cock between my legs pulsed with desperate
energy, but it had nowhere to go, so it just sat and built in my
groin.

"Focus, student," Teacher warned. "If you are
still finding yourself distracted by the female form, you are going
to have a hard time getting through the weeks ahead."

"Sorry, miss," I apologized, lowering my
gaze. "I'm unsure of the exact difference."

"If you just serve someone and give them what
they want so they will not punish you, you are simply placating
them. This is not submission. This is not what we are trying to
engrain in you here.

"Now, if a woman has your true respect, you
will want to serve her on a much deeper, complete level. You will
want to rub her feet any hour of the day, because you know it will
make her feel good and you want to give her that. Right?

"Think of a pet. A dog may serve its master
simply out of fear, but that's not companionship. That's not love
or affection; it's survival. If a dog knows it will be hit and
beaten if it misbehaves, it will learn to stop misbehaving, but
that adherence cannot be mistaken for respect.

"Now, a master that treats its animal with
respect will slowly gain the deep respect from the pet as well. The
animal will become so enamored by the affection and rewards its
master bestows upon it, even just a small rub on the belly will be
appreciated like it was the greatest thing in the world.

"Here at the school, I want you find the
respect, deep in your body and soul, to want to please me and
eventually all women. I don't take this task lightly. It will take
time.

"This is why you will be put in the position
of a dominant this week. Hopefully after that experience, you will
have a better understanding of how much work it is, to treat subs
properly. The way they want to be treated and the way they need to
be treated."

A firm, terrifying knock broke against the
classroom door.

Teacher paused and tilted her head
gracefully. "That must be your new friend," she smirked, standing
up and adjusting her nylons. "Come in!"

The old, heavy wood door clanked open and
Vanessa walked through it. A horrible, anxious feeling invaded my
chest and belly. Just the sight of the cruel, young woman made me
want to hide. I knew being angry with her was only going to cause
me to act out or worsen my situation here at the school. I had no
choice but to submit further and try to behave as best as I could
in her presence.

Perhaps I'd misjudged her in some way and
she's only doing what she thought was best for me.

Behind her, led by a thin, chain leash,
entered a slightly younger, mousey-looking blonde girl. She wore a
short, grey skirt, white, frilly socks in black, strapped heels and
a tiny white blouse, buttoned just in front of her small breasts.
Her head was tilted downward, but I noticed she was holding some
sort of metal object in her mouth. She carried herself very humbly
as she was directed to kneel in front of my instructor.

"Good girl," Teacher praised, inspecting the
young woman in front of her. "Behind you is the student you will be
staying with this week. But, we'll let you two get formally
introduced later tonight."

Teacher reached out her elegant hand and
caressed the side of the girl's face.

"Her belt has been checked over by the
nurse," Vanessa reported, standing over the girl dominantly.
"Everything is still in perfect condition and she's ready to
continue her training. However, miss, her plug has been out for
over an hour, so I'd suggest it be re-inserted right away. I
wouldn't want her to get too relaxed."

"Very well," Teacher sighed.

I sat and watched from my uncomfortable desk
as Vanessa got the submissive girl to stand up. She bent her over
my instructor's desk and carefully lifted the young woman's skirt
onto her back.

Underneath, covering the girl's waist and
crotch, was a titanium nano-band chastity belt. I'd never seen one
in real life. It was incredibly slim fitting and restrictive. It
was very tight to her skin, leaving no way for the girl to touch
herself. However, the metal belt split around her anus, leaving it
exposed.

I felt bad for the girl already, as Vanessa
reached her hand to the girl's mouth.

"Your plug, student," Vanessa ordered.

The girl spread her jaw open and allowed the
heavy, metal plug to be pulled from her lips.

Drool escaped the girl's mouth, and a little
drizzled down the side of the plug as well. It was slightly large
looking and very intimidating to me. What was Vanessa going to
do?

"Relax," Vanessa instructed, making sure the
plug had enough saliva on it to allow its insertion. She carefully
placed the wet tip in between the girl's spread bum cheeks. "Open
up for me now."

Vanessa put pressure on the plug and I
watched the girl squirm slightly as the rigid metal slowly pushed
inside her tight ring. Teacher stroked the girl's hair gently as
she watched.

"If I can't get this in, you'll be spending
the rest of the day stretching that hole with objects a lot wider
than this," Vanessa threatened. Her voice lit with twisted
enthusiasm.

Leaning with some more force, Vanessa urged
the plug in deeper. The chaste girl whimpered quietly as the metal
device invaded her young asshole.

Finally, the plug slipped inside, causing the
sub to groan meekly.

"Good girl," Teacher praised, lovingly.

Vanessa then moved a small, metal latch on
the back of the belt so that it covered the flat base of the plug.
She clicked it in place and locked it there, firmly securing the
rigid metal inside.

"Stand up," Vanessa urged, impatiently.

The chaste girl followed instructions,
wincing as she straightened her back. I couldn't imagine the
discomfort she must have been feeling with something like that
locked in her body. I wanted to help her out, but knew I couldn't.
Not at that moment, anyways.

"Alright, I'm going to take her to her next
class now," Vanessa explained, casually to my instructor. Before
she left, she turned to me, tugging gently on the girl's leash.
"She will arrive at your room sometime tonight, once she's done all
of her work for the day."

"You're going to treat this student with the
utmost respect," Teacher added, sounding sterner than usual.

"If he has any complaints about your
behavior," Vanessa threatened, holding the girl by the chin. "Any
complaints at all... your plug will be doubling in size. Is that
understood?"

"Yes, Miss," the girl whispered, meekly. Her
thin lips curled adorably as she kept her eyes low and submissive.
She obviously knew how to behave and seemed much more experienced
in training than I was.

"Very well. Come on," Vanessa ordered,
pulling on the leash.

The chaste submissive lowered her head as she
followed Vanessa into the hall. Her little buckled heels clacked
quietly as she walked out of the room. The short, grey skirt barely
covered the plug, deeply lodged in her small behind. I couldn't
believe she was going to be staying with me in my room... that I
was somehow supposed to be in charge of her.

I had no idea what was going to happen, or
how I'd possibly behave around her. How was I supposed to
behave?

"Alright," Teacher said, pacing the room
confidently. "It's time for your first lesson of the week. Much of
your class sessions and homework these next few days will be
heavily focused on giving oral pleasure. Stand up, student."

Nervously, I got out from behind my small,
metal desk and onto my feet. The hard wood floor felt colder than
usual. My caged penis seemed like it weighed 10 pounds, hanging
between my legs. Just being in the presence of my gorgeous teacher
made me shiver with desire. I'm sure that's one of the reasons she
got this job and dressed the way she did.

"Get on your knees in front of me."

I followed my Teacher's instructions as
obediently as I could, humbly bending my legs and lowering myself
down in front of her. I folded my arms behind my back and ensured
my eyes remained low. The sight of the red nail polish on her toes
through her dark nylons aroused urges deep inside me.

This beautiful woman was everything to me
right now. She controlled and guided me and I knew that if I was
able to do my best and stay in her good books, she would protect me
through this hard, difficult course.

She didn't know it, or maybe she did, but I
felt like I would do anything for her to ensure my own survival. If
she wanted me to live at her feet, I would have. I would kiss her
and lick her and please her in any way she desired, as long as I
could get through this and not be punished further.

"Good boy," Teacher praised, her voice soft.
"From now on, when I ask you to 'present yourself', I want you to
get into this position. Understood?"

I nodded, urging myself to remember this
request.

"Your job here and in the future is to learn,
serve and please. Not to enjoy, not to be praised or taken care of.
The more you conform to this role, the more you will succeed.

"However, an extremely important factor in
being a chaste submissive, is being able to please a woman orally
when asked. It's a great privilege for a submissive to get to
indulge in, and one they must never take for granted. Like any
privilege, the right can be taken away if one is not properly
appreciative, or capable.

"There are so many ways a woman can pleasure
herself these days. Toys, devices, sex, her own fingers... but if
she craves the feeling of a careful, adept tongue plunging into her
most private area, then you must make sure you do a good job.

"Understand? Good. Now, I bet you were very
eager to get a chance to prove yourself to me during your first
week, weren't you? Hmm? I know there were many classes where,
during the long sessions of lectures and studying you imagined
laying me down and licking my cunt, isn't that right?

"It's okay, student. It's only normal to have
these fantasies, and much more naughty ones. However, it's
important you don't let them get too deep into your head. They are
just fantasies and they will only come to pass if you prove that
you are above your body's pathetic urges and your simple-minded
male brain.

"Not to say men can't be extremely
intelligent and talented; just that they are also far too overly
focused on getting their dick's off. Remove my panties,
student."

I felt my face go white as I tried to lift my
arms to her waist. They shook with nervous energy as my fingers
slid just under Teacher's skirt. I steadied myself as best I could,
as I knew I might not get another chance to impress her.

My body reacted as one might expect. As soon
as my hands found the elegant waistband of her panties, my mouth
became dry and my cock tried to swell up inside its cage. I knew
what erotic bounty awaited me under the fine, black material
beneath my instructor's skirt, and it intimidated me.

Trembling, I gently began to tug and slide
down Teacher's underwear. Before they were off her crotch, I could
smell her perfume. It was hauntingly enticing. My testicles ached
as the head of my penis pressed itself frustratingly into the rigid
metal tip of my chastity device.

I watched my hands bring the material to her
knees and then down her gorgeous nylon legs. One foot at a time, I
carefully maneuvered the panties off her elegant heels until they
were completely free from her body.

"Good, student," she praised. "Fold them
nicely and place them on my desk please."

I quickly complied, carefully collapsing the
material in my hands as neatly as I could. The warmth from
Teacher's privates still coursed through the underwear. My knees
became even more uncomfortable as I shifted my weight to place the
panties on the high, wood desk.

"Very good." Her voice was so wonderful and
nerve-wracking at the same time. This beautiful woman held my
entire future, sanity and sexuality in the palm of her hand. Yet,
it didn't feel like she took that lightly at all. I knew she cared
about me, whether or not she ever showed it.

I wanted to please her. I wanted to thank her
for being reasonable in this strict, cold, cruel college.

Still, just inches away from her moist, pink
femininity, I waited for instructions as the pulsing in my going
intensified.

Teacher lifted her skirt so the full view of
her delicate folds was visible to me. A small dappling of short,
dark hair sat just above her sweet hole. It was erotic and
feminine.

"On your knees is the perfect position to use
your mouth on a woman's aroused, excited cunt. It puts you beneath
her, between her legs, at mouth level with the privilege she's
giving you.

"Are you ready? If I asked you to, right now,
would you be able to slide that tongue into my pussy lips? Would
you be able to focus enough in order to find my clitoris and
manipulate it properly? Or would you be too distracted by the
texture of my labia as they swell and drip around your mouth?

"Would the rush of new and erotic flavors
dominate your senses so strongly you become incapable of carrying
out your task?

"Once you are given the opportunity to please
a woman's most private area with your mouth, you are not to think
of yourself at all. Only
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