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CHAPTER ONE The Dominatrix Challenge


CHAPTER ONE

The Dominatrix Challenge

Displayed in Chastity 

Copyright 2015 Brooke Dubois

Please note that this is a work of erotica which contains explicit descriptions of sexual acts including rough femdom, male chastity, strap-on sex, harsh whipping, and complete submission. If you don't enjoy the idea of a man being used in front of a crowd of dommes and forced to experience merciless punishments and humiliation, this story is not for you! This is the third in my series "Femdom Slave" but can be read as a standalone story. Enjoy ;)

After he had satisfied all three of the dominatrixes cruel desires, Oliver's Mistress sent him home, his cock twitching and throbbing, ignored in its cage. His ass ached for an entire week as he grew more and more desperate, but he did not dare to even touch his asshole or try to get out of chastity. He resisted every dirty urge to watch femdom porn, waiting for his Mistress to finally reach out to him. The longer he went without cumming the more he needed absolutely to serve his Mistress and being fucked by three dominatrixes in a row without being allowed his own release had made him even more desperate. Every day his urge to cum grew until it dominated his every waking thought, and finally after two weeks without being able to get any relief he saw her email appear in his inbox.

"Hello my little slut" read the title, and he clicked it open eagerly, hoping beyond hope that this night would be the end to his two weeks of torment. 

"I'm so proud of you for lasting this long without an orgasm. Two weeks is hard for any man, but you need to be desperate and willing to please. You need my control, my punishments, and my orders. You know this, Oliver. 

Tonight is not the end of your torment, my little slave. I am sending this email to tell you that you are going to be taking lots of cold showers. Do not touch your slutty little asshole, do not look at any filthy images on the Internet, and if you ever start to falter, just remember that every day you remain in chastity is another day that you are pleasing me. You do want to please me, don't you my little slut? Not the next Friday but the one after it, I will be coming to pick you up. On that day, you may earn your release - or you may stay in chastity for another month if you do not please me enough. 

You've been such a good little slut, my whore. Here is a reward that may just make it harder for you to last."

Reading the words made fear and lust flow through Oliver's body. He could not imagine how he would feel after another two weeks in chastity. Already his thoughts were sluggish and slow, and all he could think about was the deep need in his balls to shoot his load, to finally have relief from the ever-present horniness that was filling his brain. He clicked the link to the attached file feverishly and groaned as a video opened and he saw himself in her dungeon, replaying the events of two weeks ago. His eyes were fixed on the screen as he was whipped, punished, and fucked by the three dommes one after another while locked in chastity.

Every night for the next two weeks Oliver watched the video, growing increasingly desperate to cum. He wanted so badly to go to the fetish shop and buy a massive dildo to make himself cum while in chastity, but he did not dare disobey his Mistress. He took icy cold showers three times a day, the only time when his lust could be quelled in the slightest but the rest of the day was spent in misery, imagining his Mistress Marissa fucking him up the ass, whipping him, and spanking him while he was in handcuffs or strapped down on a table, unable to resist. 

Finally, the Friday that his Mistress had mentioned in the email arrived. His phone rang and he answered instantly, moaning in lust as the sultry heat of his Mistress's voice slid into his ears like molten silver.

"Hello my little slut, how are you tonight?"

"Oh Goddess I'm so fucking horny," he moaned, not caring how desperate he sounded. His life was pure torture after a month locked in chastity, unable to cum and all he could think about was the pounding need in his loins. His cock was constantly half hard, pushing against the cruel steel of the chastity device painfully, struggling to grow fully hard. 

"I bet you are, after an entire month not being allowed to cum. Have you been watching that little video I sent you?"

"Every night, Mistress. Oh God, it's so fucking hot."

"Well I have good news for you, slut. Remember when my friend said you would win first place? Well we have a little... event tonight. Come down to the front door."

She hung up, and he stood, biting his lip nervously. The words that they had said had been resonating in his mind constantly. 

"Oh, he might just win you first prize..." Those had been the words Domme Paula had used when his Mistress had asked if he was ready to be presented. What did they mean? What was going to happen to him tonight?

He quickly grabbed a jacket and rushed down the stairs of his condo, and saw a black Jaguar that had been parked in Mistress Marissa's driveway every time he had visited there. He opened the passenger door and gasped when he laid eyes on her.

"Well come in, slut... don't keep me waiting," she said, enjoying his stare. She was wearing the outfit she had worn the first time she had fucked him with her strap-on, a tiny leather jacket, a black pushup bra and bright red lipstick and eyeshadow that made her look like a succubus. A jaunty leather cap rested on her head, and her thick braid fell down past her elbows. If she had been any other woman, Oliver would have thought about grabbing the braid while fucking her doggystyle, but he knew that with her it would be him on his knees, arching his ass up and presenting himself to her wills. 

He got into the car, closing the door behind him when she sped off almost violently, making him jolt in his seat. His cock pounded and pressed against the steel of the chastity device from being in her presence and he could not help but stare at her perfect cleavage, wishing he could pull off her clothes and lick her nipples hard.

"Where are we going?" His voice was nervous and excited, anticipating the events of the night.

"You'll see soon enough. Mmm, you sound so eager, my little toy."

A moan escaped his lips as his entire body tingled with desire at her words. After an entire month spent locked in chastity Oliver was desperate for any kind of stimulation she would give him and her sultry, humiliating words made his need grow even more. His cock pressed painfully against the device, and as much as he tried to keep his mouth shut, he could not.

"Please Mistress, it's been a whole month, please may -"

"Shush, slut. If you want to cum, you have to earn it. We have a very special event tonight... and you might just earn your release, if you please me enough. I want you eager and ready to do anything I ask. Will you do anything and everything, my little slut? Will you do whatever is asked of you, no matter how degrading?"

"Yes Mistress," said Oliver without thought. He desired so badly to please her with every fiber of his being. He could barely think for his lust but he noticed that they were gradually getting into the nicest part of town, until they pulled up to a massive mansion and a butler ushered their car around the back. Mistress Marissa stopped the car and they both got out.

"My first order - go in through that door, strip completely, and when I call your name, do what I say."

"What? What is in the door? What do you mean - AH!"

Oliver screamed out as his Mistress grabbed his testicles through his pants, squeezing hard. His full balls were so sensitive that the pain verged on strange pleasure as he felt the first stimulation in what felt like forever.

"You do not question me, slut."

With that she pushed him towards a small set of doors in the back of the mansion, and he went through the nervously, not knowing what would be on the other side. Oliver opened the door, expecting something bizarre, and shrugged as he saw what looked like a small change room with a mirror. Looking at himself, he could not help but realize that to anyone on the street, he would look completely normal. No one would know that the bulge in his pants was the chastity device that had stopped him from orgasming in an entire month. Once the clothes were off, everything changed. He stripped naked, biting his lip as he saw how slutty he looked with his cock in a cage, completely locked up. Already precum was leaking from the device, his pent up need apparent to anyone who saw him. There was an even larger set of doors in front of him and his adrenaline pumped as he heard a buzz of noise from beyond them. He pressed his ear against the door, and he could hear the buzz of a crowd, sounding like people at some sort of sports game. Fear and shame filled him as he imagined an entire crowd of people seeing him, exposed and slutty, his true, hidden self on display.

The voice of his Mistress came on a loudspeaker in the room, and his heart pounded in anticipation.

"Hello my little slut. I'm so proud of your progress and I could not resist showing you off to all of my friends... there is going to be a little competition, and I plan on winning. It means a lot to me that you get first place, do you understand me, my little toy? Please me, Oliver, please me. It is your only purpose - to obey me. Now go through those doors and discover your darkest, slutty little needs. Remember how good it felt when all three of us watched you getting fucked one after another? This is going to be so intense you cannot handle it."

Oliver felt his heart pound and his breath quicken as his cock surged powerfully against the chastity device. He took a deep breath, scared of what lay beyond the doors but his need to please her overwhelmed him. He pushed them open and a wave of sound hit him.

Oliver went through the doors, and gasped as he walked onto a massive stage wearing only the chastity device around his cock. He was blinded by flashing lights as he looked out on a massive room, filled with over a hundred women dressed in dominatrix outfits, all with their eyes focused on him. The stage had two other men on it, both wearing chastity devices and nothing else, and three chairs with massive dildo's aiming straight up, coming right out the middle of the chairs. In the light they glistened darkly, pure black and covered in oil. They must have been over a foot long, and Oliver imagined one of them sliding further up his ass than ever before. The thickness of them was incredible. Humiliation and shame washed over him as the huge crowd wolf whistled and cheered as he walked onto the stage, fear coursing through his veins as he tried to cover himself with his hands. His cock pounded in humiliation at hundreds of women knowing what a slut he was, taking pictures and videotaping him desperate and in need. He wanted so badly to cum after a month in chastity and each breeze on his body felt intensely pleasurable. This was his darkest, deepest fantasy, to be on display in front of hundreds of dominant women, and as a sultry voice came on the loudspeaker he shivered in lust.

"Look at this little slut, trying to cover himself up. Let's see how shy he is when he is trying to fit that massive foot long dildo up his ass! Let's have a warm welcome for our third and final contestant at the Dominatrix games... Oliver, who has been submissive to our very own Mistress Marissa for only 6 weeks! She tells me he has not cum in a month, and will be very eager to please... because he is only allowed out of chastity if he comes in first place! Let's hear it for Oliver!"

The crowd went wild, cheering and filling the room with noise. Oliver realized with horror that when his Mistress had asked her dominatrix friends Mistress Zara and Mistress Louise if he was ready to be "presented to their little group," it meant competing in some lewd competition in front of hundreds of beautiful women, all watching him... and the two other competitors that he would have to beat to win first place. The other two men looked slightly like him, with slim builds and of below average height, and he wondered if he had been born with these sick desires or when they had arisen at some strange point in his life. The truth of the matter was that no matter how hard he tried to deny it, his cock was pulsing and aching in the chastity device and he was more turned on than ever as he looked out at the crowd of beautiful dominatrixes, staring at him as he stood helpless and afraid on the stage. 

Each of the other men were standing in front of their chairs, and he walked in front of the third, lust filling his veins as he looked out at the crowd of hungry women, all staring at him like he was a new toy to be played with. He knew this was all of his Mistress's peers, the women that she wanted to respect her and an iron determination to come in first place filled him. The more humiliated and afraid he felt, the more turned on he got as his nipples hardened and his heart pounded, his cock aching with pure need. All he could think about was the need to do whatever his Mistress wanted and the even greater need to finally earn his release after an entire month in chastity.

The woman's voice came on the loudspeaker again, sending shivers down his spine.

"The first challenge, as we all know, is the infamous chair of pleasure! Whichever one of these sluts gets the dildo furthest up their asses wins within our five minute time limit. Alright sluts, three! Two! One! Begin!"

Oliver gritted his teeth. He was completely and utterly naked in front of a huge crowd of women and he started to sit down on the thick head of the dildo, pulling apart his ass cheeks. Humiliation filled him as he realized he was debasing himself in front of a crowd, their eyes devouring him as he felt the enormous head of the lubed dildo pressing against his asshole. It was even thicker than the foot long black strap-on that Mistress Zara had destroyed his ass with and he had no idea how it would fit. Pain filled him as the head slowly pushed into his resisting asshole, and his cock throbbed in need as a low, deep moan escaped his mouth. The entire situation was too erotic for him to handle and the dominatrixes cheered as he slowly pushed the massive cockhead of the dildo into his resisting asshole. He looked up and saw a massive TV screen showing up close the dildo penetrating his ass and with renewed need he forced himself to take it deeper and deeper until finally the entire head of the massive toy pushed past the outer ring and with a low, deep moan that was somehow picked up by a hidden microphone and projected out into the stands so that all of the spectators could hear he let the massive toy slowly enter him.

"And taking an early need is Mistress Marissa's little slut Oliver! But oh look, Mistress Domina's little whore Andrew has gotten the head in and he needs more and more!"

Oliver looked to his right and saw with panic that the next submissive man had the dildo even deeper inside of him and he pushed down as hard as he could, pain shooting through him as his ass stretched obscenely to accommodate the toy. It was pressing something inside of him but it was too big for him to handle and all he could feel was the sensation of his asshole being stretched apart wider than ever before. His face burned red with humiliation as he tried to take the huge toy deeper and deeper into himself while the crowd laughed and cheered, enjoying his humiliation. Minute after minute stretched on but the toy was too huge for him to handle and he could barely get another centimeter in no matter how hard he pushed down against it. He looked at the clock and saw with fear that there was less than two minutes left in the first round of the contest and tried desperately to take another inch of the massive toy into him but as tears fell down his face he saw clearly that he could not compete with the submissive man to his right who had nearly the entire foot of the dildo deep inside of him. 

"Alright everyone, lets have a countdown! 10! 9! 8..."

Oliver tried desperately to take more of the dildo up his ass but as the time ran out and a buzzer sound he quickly pulled himself off of the rubber toy, standing up falling to his knees in pain. It had been too large for him. His ass throbbed with pain but his cock kept leaking, weeping pre-cum after an entire month of chastity. The crowd was cheering for the man on his right and laughing at his pain.

"And it looks like Mistress Domina is off to an early lead! She has won this contest four years in a row, and looks to have the sluttiest little whore in the scene right now. Alright, lets get ready for the next event!"

Men came out and quickly removed the chairs and rolled in something that made Oliver's heart pound with fear. The devices that the men replaced the chairs with looked right out of medieval England. Three wooden stocks like they used to use to punish prisoners in the medieval period were rolled onto the stage, and Oliver felt a deep shame that he had failed his Mistress by being unable to take the massive strap-on deep enough inside of his ass. All he wanted to do was to win this second contest, and hope that he could come back to make his Mistress proud. 

Mistress Marissa walked on the stage with a whip, smiling at him and walked up to him while two other dommes walked up to the other submissive men. She whispered in his ear as he stayed on his knees on the floor, trying to deal with the pain in his asshole.

"Don't worry my sweet little slut, I know you tried your best. All I want is to wipe that smirk off of Mistress Domina for once in her life... just do your very best in the next two events. This one is going to hurt, my little whore. I need you to get on your feet now and put your hands and arms into the stocks. Remember, you can take this punishment for me. The more it hurts, the more you are pleasing me my little toy, and you do want to please me more than anything in the world."

Mistress Marissa helped Oliver to his feet and shakily he let himself be lead to the stocks. She leaned his neck against the wood and his hands fit snugly in the holes, and then she brought down the top half of the device, trapping him securely. He could barely move an inch and being naked and exposed in front of the crowd made his cock pulse even harder, pressing against the cruel steel device that trapped his cock. The TV screen in front of him showed the three submissive men with their asses completely exposed to the crowd, who jeered and cheered in lust. He could not imagine how hungry these women were to watch him be dominated in front of them. The voice of the announcer called out once again.

"My personal favorite event... five minutes of hell! Each domme is going to give their sub a nice, harsh whipping, and then the crowd will decide who wins! So far Mistress Domina's toy is in the lead, and if either of the other two dommes want to take first place, they need a win here. Now remember - if a submissive says to stop, it's all over for the pair! Let's see how much they can push their slave's limits without going over it. Begin!"

Oliver gritted his teeth as he watched his Mistress rub his ass with a soothing hand in the massive projector screen.

"This is going to hurt, my little slut."

She brought the whip up with flair, pausing in the air while the TV screen cut to Oliver's scared face, and he heard the slap of the whip on his ass and screamed out in pain. The sounds of whipping and screams of pain came from each of the three men in the stocks as their Mistresses' dominated and punished them in front of a crowd. Oliver felt tears coming to his eyes as his Mistress whipped him over and over, alternating between his ass cheeks, barely missing his sensitive asshole. He placed incredible trust in Mistress Marissa to avoid his testicles and asshole but fear still coursed through him as he imagined how badly it would hurt if she missed. Waves of pain flowed through him as he shrieked, his cock pounding in need as he was punished in front of a whole crowd of dominant women. Knowing that their eyes were fixed on his ass made him even hornier than before but the absolute pain of being whipped over and over filled his mind as he watched in the TV screen as his ass turned completely red. Mistress Marissa was like a painter, her whip turning his ass from white to red as she brought the leather thongs of the tool down on him harder and harder, getting as close to his asshole and balls as humanly possible without hitting them in her quest to turn his ass completely red. Mistress Marissa was whipping him much harder than any of the other two dommes, bringing the whip down with a vengeance. He could see the need in her eyes and the absolute desire to win the contest in front of all the other women filling her cruel gaze, along with a deep desire that excited him more than anything. Oliver knew that his Mistress became incredibly turned on by punishing him and as he strained against the stocks he tried desperately not to beg her to stop. He knew that if he could just hold on, they could win. He focused on how naughty he was, how much of a slut he was to enjoy the gaze of complete strangers as his ass was destroyed by a whip and knowing that he was a dirty slut made him want to be punished even harder than he could handle. Tears streamed down his face as Oliver tried desperately not to yell out to stop. The pain became utterly sweet, each tingle and sensation of agony somehow blissful as he pleased his Mistress. His cock ached even more, his balls so full of need that he was drooling as tears streamed down his face. He was crying in front of hundreds of women but the humiliation of being exposed and whips only made his need grow as he was dominated harder than every before in front of a crowd of women.

Oliver bit his lip hard, trying not to cry out in pain but his yells filled the room as she turned his ass completely red, whipping him harder and harder. He was completely helpless to resist, his hands tightly held by the wooden stocks and his head between the third hole, tight around his neck. His ass, balls, and caged cock were completely on display to the hundreds of voyeurs as he was whipped over and over and he did not even hear the announcer counting down when his ordeal finally stopped, leaving him limp and crying. It had been the hardest thing in the world for him to not cry out for the punishment to stop and only his absolute need to submit to his Mistress had stopped him. She walked around the stocks and kissed him on the lips for the first time, running her hand through his sweat soaked hair and then murmuring into his ear.

"Such a good little slut, you did so well my little pet, so well," she whispered to him, soothing his aching body. His ass was completely on fire from the pain but knowing that he had pleased his Mistress made it all worth it.

"The loudest applause takes it! Lets start with Mistress Lana's sub!"

The crowd cheered loudly as the massive TV screen showed the first sub, his ass lined with harsh red marks. Finally it died down.

"And now, Mistress Domina's slut!"

The crowd went wild, cheering as the camera zoomed in on her sub's ruined ass. It was almost completely red and Oliver felt naked fear coursing through his veins at the thought of losing. He wanted more than anything to make his Mistress proud.

"And finally, Mistress Marissa's little whore!"

The cheer that arose was deafening and washed over Oliver like a tsunami. Hearing the entire crowd of beautiful dominatrixes screaming for him made his cock throb in absolute, pure need as the camera showed his completely red, almost bleeding ass. Tears were still flowing down his face but the applause and cheers seemed to last forever, and he felt as if he had just one a world championship in front of a crowd of hundreds of millions. His absolute lust filled his brain as the announcer spoke again.

"That is the sexiest fucking ass I've ever seen! First place to Mistress Marissa and her little toy Oliver!"

Oliver felt pride surge through him, knowing he was now tied with Mistress Domina's entrant to the competition. 

"Now these sluts are staying right where they are for our final challenge - it's now between just Mistress Marissa and Mistress Domina's subs! Whoever wins this round gets first place in this years Dominatrix challenge. This last challenge is a lot of fun for us to watch... God, I'm wet already just thinking about it. Each of these subs are going to get fucked in the ass by their Mistress while we watch, and whichever one cums the most from their anal orgasm wins... as long as they can drink every last drop of their cum! There is no time limit on this one ladies - God, look at those whipped asses just begging to be fucked."

Oliver felt his heart pounding even harder as he watched his Mistress walk to the side of the stage and grab a thick, 9 inch strap-on. It curved slightly downward and he knew that she had picked it so that it would stimulate his prostrate with each thrust as he was completely helpless to resist. 

She lubed the strap-on up and the walked behind him, caressing his whipped ass gently with her hand. He knew that she enjoyed nothing more than fucking him hard and his cock pounded in its chastity device, begging for release that he would finally get. He could remember how good his first anal orgasm had felt and after an entire month in chastity could not even imagine what sensations would flow through his body as he was forced to cum in front of hundreds of beautiful women by being fucked in the most humiliating way possible. He could feel their eyes on him as his Mistress pressed the thick tip of the strap-on against his hole, which had been stretched by the massive dildo but still tried to resist as she ever so slowly pressed her rubber cock inside of him. He was used to her fucking him roughly but this time it seemed almost sensual, as if for the first time she was fucking him not for her own pleasure but his. Oliver moaned as he felt the head of the rubber cock, slick with lube teasing his asshole, barely pushing into him as he tried to push back. He was completely immobile in the stocks, his ass still burning with pain but the pleasure of feeling the cockhead teasing his asshole filling his mind.

"Oh Goddess, fuck me, fuck me," he moaned, and the TV screen suddenly showed the crowd. Many of the dominatrixes watching had started to toy with themselves, some with vibrators and some with their fingers and the knowledge that hundreds of gorgeous, dominant women were pleasuring themselves to the sight of him moaning to be fucked by a massive strap-on was too much to handle.

"Like this, bitch?"

She pushed hard, sliding the head of the strap-on past his resisting asshole and into him and the low groan of pleasure that escaped his lips was music to her ears. She loved making him moan like a slut and it was exhilarating to fuck him in front of an audience. She could taste victory and was planning on draining every single drop of cum inside of her slut's full balls, expertly fucking him until he came in chastity.

Oliver knew that it would feel incredibly different than when he masturbated to cum like this. Cumming in chastity was almost like a pure release, endless flows of his cum would stream from his cock until she had drained him of his seed. Knowing that he would have to lick up every drop in front of the entire audience excited him in a way he could not comprehend. His cheeks were bright red with shame as he begged to be fucked in front of a crowd, but all he cared about was the intense pleasure of her rubber cock sliding into him. Mistress Marissa slowly pushed her rubber cock deeper and deeper into his ass, loving the way he groaned with deep pleasure the more she slid it inside of him. Oliver had never seen any woman as eager to be fucked up the ass as himself and knowing that he was demeaning himself in front of a crowd was so humiliatingly erotic that he felt close to cumming already. 

Finally she slid the strap-on dildo balls deep inside of him, letting him get used to the feeling of the massive rubber cock stretching him in the sweetest of pains. The downwards curve of the strap-on made the head of the dildo rub against his prostrate as she started to fuck him slowly, wanting to build up his pleasure until he could not handle it. Oliver moaned like a whore as the crowd of women masturbated watching him getting fucked by his Mistress.

"Such a sexy fucking slut," moaned Domme Marissa, more turned on that ever before in her life as she fucked him with slow, sensuous thrusts, watching the entire nine inch length of the strap-on disappear into his asshole which stretched desperately to accommodate her girth. The sounds of his little whimpers of pleasure as she filled him up made her nipples harden obscenely and she was sopping wet, wanting to fuck him hard but restraining herself in order to build up his desperation. Oliver could not even form words anymore. The sounds coming out of his mouth were whorish and slutty, moans of absolute pleasure and he could not even think as she fucked him slowly but powerfully, the intensity of her thrusts increasing with each time she slid the length of her rubber cock inside of him. His cock was dripping like a facet, and he knew that every single drop that escaped would be down his throat at the end of the night. While Mistress Domina was fucking her slut ruthlessly until he came hard, Mistress Marissa was taking her time, wanting to tease her sub until Oliver was in such a world of pleasure that he could not comprehend it. Once Mistress Domina's slut had came every last drop, the entire crowd turned their attention on Oliver, watching as his ass stretched obscenely to accommodate the massive rubber cock and the hidden microphones on the stage capture Oliver's moan, amplifying them and projecting them over the crowd. Oliver knew that women were cumming watching him getting fucked and it made his cock throb even harder against the steel of the cage. All he wanted to do was to orgasm. The absolute need of an entire month in chastity had addled his brain and all he could focus on was the pleasure of the strap-on deep inside of his, the waves of need building and building but the fact that he was locked in chastity stopping him from cumming quickly. If he had been uncaged he would have came from a breeze on his cock after a month of chastity but the cruel steel of the device prevented him from getting hard and stopped him from cumming easily.

Mistress Marissa could deny herself no longer. She reached down and turned the vibrating feature of the strap-on onto high right away, making Oliver cry out in lust in front of the crowd. She could feel the vibrations against her clit and she knew she could not last long. Watching the entire length of the rubber cock disappearing into Oliver's ass was like a drug to her as she succumbed to her desires and started to fuck him harder and harder, letting the length of the cock almost completely leave his asshole before slamming it into him again. The feeling of being powerfully long dicked was intense as the vibrating cock filled Oliver so deep he could not understand and his balls swelled with need, wanting to be unleashed. Cum was dripping from his caged cock forming a ever growing pool on the floor and already more cum than he would normally have orgasmed before he started being locked in chastity had built up in a white pool on the ground. Knowing that he was going to have to lap it up like a dog in front of an entire stadium of dominant women made him moan like a whore as his Mistress fucked him harder and harder, grabbing his hips and fucking his whipped ass with all of her strength. Mistress Marissa gasped as she started to cum, the vibrator right against her clit and causing sensations too powerful to handle to wash over her but she did not turn the vibrating feature off or even to a lower setting no matter how sensitive she became. She wanted more than anything to make her bitch cum buckets in front of all her peers. She moaned out in pleasure and Oliver heard her in the throes of passion and the absolute pressure in his body built up like floodwater behind a dam until finally he could not resist any longer. He screamed out in pleasure as his caged cock shot out huge torrents of cum, a feeling of intense, absolute pleasure and relief as if he had his first sip of water after a week without flooding over him. He could not believe how much he came as she continued to fuck him, harder and harder, deep inside of his ass in front of the entire audience of dommes as he screamed and moaned like a whore, being fucked like a bitch in heat. Oliver had never felt so humiliated, so sexy, and so whorish ever before in his life as he was forced to cum in front of the entire crowd, and it felt as if his orgasm lasted forever until finally the waves of relief and pleasure slowed and Mistress Marissa turned off the vibrating feature, leaving the rubber cock deep in his ass and leaning forward against him.

"Oh God Oliver, you came so fucking much," she said in awe, looking at the massive pool of cum on the ground. It was twice the size of the slut that Mistress Domina had fucked had managed to cum.

She opened the stocks as he panted, freeing him from his prison and he fell to his knees in front of his huge puddle of cum, his entire body shaking from the release. The TV screen showed his face which looked wild and blank. The relief made his entire body tingle and warmth flooded over him from the sensation of finally, after a month in chastity, cumming.

He started to slurp up his own cum in front of the crowd which cheered him on. The announcer's voice filled his ears as he licked up his huge, salty load.

"Have you ever seen anyone cum that much? Holy hell, he's drinking it up like he's starving! Look at his tongue lapping up that cum like he's a dog, a bitch for his Mistress. He knows that if he drinks up every drop, he's going to win first place. What a dirty little cumdrinking whore!"

Oliver slurped up the cum, his mouth filled with it as he drank up the pool of his seed until finally every last drop was inside his stomach and the floor glistened with his saliva. The crowd went wild, screaming and cheering and Mistress Marissa helped him to his feet and then raised his arm in victory.

"And this year, Mistress Marissa and her toy Oliver take first place!"

As the blinding flashes of the cameras and the wave of the crowd washed over him, Oliver realized there was no turning back. He had just been whipped and fucked in front of a crowd, and he knew the dirty, dirty truth.

He was a slut for his Mistress. He needed to be degraded, humiliated, and used. 

The End

End of Part Three

Miss part 1? Find it at:

http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00PKLJBKY

If you enjoyed this story, you will love my top rated femdom bundle, Caged in Chastity: the complete trilogy: The trilogy of a husband's imposed chastity to his dominant wife! It can be found at:

http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00OHRUQY2
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If you enjoy Interracial Femdom, Check out

Femdom Chastity Bundle: The Complete "Caged by his Ebony Girlfriend" trilogy

http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00P46BRTS/
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Please check out my author page for more femdom, kinky male chastity, orgasm control, cuckolding, and dirty, naughty sex!

http://www.amazon.com/Brooke-Dubois/e/B00N78A2EG/

If you would like to be notified of when sequels are set to be published and upcoming freebies, please sign up for my femdom mailing list at the following url . Whenever I put up a femdom story for free for a single day, you will get the inside scoop beforehand so you don't miss it! 

Sign up at: http://eepurl.com/9jms9

As always, thank you for your support! You're the reason I am able to keep on writing about dirty, naughty sex ;) I'd be very grateful if you enjoyed the story if you can write a review! :)

Thanks!!!!!!! Brooke Dubois
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