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BOOK ONE

Whipped in Chastity

Chapter 1

Femdom Bundle

Copyright 2015 Brooke Dubois

Includes: Whipped in Chastity, Punished in Chastity, Displayed in Chastity

Please note that this is a work of erotica which contains explicit descriptions of sexual acts including a femdom menage, male chastity, strap-on sex, harsh whipping, and complete submission. If you don't enjoy the idea of a man realizing just what it means to submit to a truly dominant woman and to experience her merciless form of punishments and humiliation, this story is not for you! All sexual acts are consensual. Enjoy ;) 

Book One: Whipped in Chastity 

Oliver could feel his heart pounding like a drum and he was breathing hard in fear. Two weeks ago, he had started an online relationship with a domme who had turned his life upside down. It had started out when he stumbled on her website and when he realized she lived nearby he had sent an email to her. This quickly turned into video chatting sessions where he spilled out his darkest, deep desires to be whipped, spanked, and used by a dominant woman. She had made him beg for the chance to be her sub, made him strip on camera and stroke his cock for her while she watched. A few days after he had messaged her, a package came to his door. She had sent him a chastity device and made him put it on while on webcam and lock it up while she held the key mockingly in front of him. Then, she had cut contact with him. For two weeks he had become more and more desperate, searching on the web for ways to cut the device off without damaging himself but he was much too afraid. The two weeks had been torturous. He had never gone more than a few days without orgasm and now all he could think of was cumming. When he had finally received an email from her after an entire two weeks spent locked up and in torturous desperation, he had opened it instantly and felt cum leaking out of his cock from the desire the words created inside of him.

Subject: Hello my little slut

From: Domme Marissa

Content: Why hello Oliver. By now you must be ever so frightened that you would never get to cum again. Haven’t I been so awfully cruel, making you wait so long without even hearing from me? That’s exactly what you asked me to be. That’s exactly what you told me you needed, that you needed a strong, dominating woman to take charge of you. Are you enjoying being taken charge of? Are you enjoying having all control stripped from you, and feeling the need to cum constantly on your mind? I love making a dirty little slut like you beg. If you want any chance of cumming in the next month, you’ll be at 4905 Brookside Drive within the hour. Don’t be late. 

Fear coursed through his veins mixed with intense, overwhelming lust at the words. The truth was, Oliver did not know what he wanted anymore. He had never expected this, to be locked up and then forgotten. The thing was, as soon as he came he lost all desire to be dominated. With his cock locked up, he was never free of the urgent need to be humiliated, used, and played with. The loss of contact right as he started exploring his submissive side was driving him even crazy. He craved her attention but most of all he needed badly to cum. He had driven to the address quickly and now stood in front of the door, his breath quick and fearful as he raised his hand and knocked.

The door opened instantly and the woman he had only seen on webcam greeted him. She was far more imposing in real life. She was clad in leather, with tight pants that hugged her body and a small leather jacket that barely covered her. Oliver’s eyes went to her cleavage instantly as he realized she was wearing only a black bra.

“Get your filthy eyes up, slut.”

Oliver gasped and raised his eyes. She stood even in height to him in her high heels and her eyes were so dark they looked almost like pools of oil as they stared deep into him with open contempt.

“Sorry Mari-”

“Mistress or goddess. You don’t deserve to use my real name. Get your ass in here, you worthless little insect. Already you fuck up twice by staring at my body and trying to use my name. Maybe I should kick you out and leave you to try to get that cage off your cock yourself.” 

Oliver walked inside and felt absolute terror at the thought of having to go to find a way to get the metal cage off his cock. His dick was already pulsing in its cage, trying to fight against the tight confines. The way she was speaking to him with dripping contempt only made him more turned on. 

“Please mistress, please have mercy. I need to cum so badly.”

“Oh do you? I decide if you get to cum. If you don’t serve me perfectly, I might just have to keep you caged up for another month.”

Oliver shuddered at the thought. The two weeks in chastity had been the most difficult time of his life. He could no longer focus on anything but the need to cum. It was constantly on his mind like the thought of water to a man lost in the desert. In person, his domme was so sexy and beautiful that he could already feel his balls tightening, trying to cum hard and he could not believe how intensely horny she was making him. 

“Yes mistress, you decide.” As he said the words he felt humiliated by the fact that he did not even get to control his own orgasms anymore. 

“Go downstairs.” She pointed to a door and he opened it and walked down the narrow stairs. It was pitch black and he walked slowly and carefully, finally making his way to the bottom. The lights suddenly turned on and his jaw dropped. Oliver realized he was way in over his head and that his urge to be dominated had been a huge mistake.

He was in a bdsm dungeon. Everything was black and there was a wall of whips, chains, and devices that he did not know the name of. One of the walls was a full mirror. In the middle of the room was something he had never seen before. It looked like a cross between a weight bench and medieval stocks. The voice from behind him snapped him to attention.

“Strip. Now!”

He turned and saw his mistress staring at him with anger in her eyes. He quickly ripped off his clothes until he was standing naked and embarrassed in front of her. He could tell his cock was humiliatingly leaking precum.

“You dirty little whore, you’re already leaking cum all over the place. Get on that, now!” She pointed to the device in the middle of the room.

He walked to it quickly and saw that it was a long bench on four feet. There was a cushioned middle where he knelt on, his cock pressed against the material in its cage. The front of the bench had a raised place for his head and he put his head down, sliding it through the hole with his hands behind him. It felt like he was in medieval stocks, on display for the town to throw rotten fruit and laugh at him. He felt his mistress securing his feet in place in some sort of straps he could not see but he could feel that they were painfully tight and restricted his movement. Next she handcuffed his hands behind his back and then cinched tight a strap around his waist. He struggled but could not move. He was looking into the full mirror and saw just how helpless he was as he watched his mistress walk to the row of whips and devices and seem to hesitate, deciding which to grab. He also noticed on the wall a collection of large, thick strap-ons and plugs and his eyes widened at how huge they were. 

As she browsed the selection, she talked. 

“Now some mistresses like to gag their sluts. Not me. I want to hear every moan of desire, every scream of pain, and every little whimper that comes out of your pitiful mouth.”

With those words, she selected a sturdy looking whip with one long black cord. Oliver trembled in fear as she took it out, letting it trail on the ground as she walked towards him. His cock pulsed and ached with pent up desire and he could only think of cumming as precum dripped out of his cock like a facet. 

He was forced to watch in the mirror as she positioned herself behind him and brought the whip up in her hand, an expression of pure malice on her face. Oliver wanted to look away but could not tear his eyes from her as prepared to punish him harshly. Oliver gritted his teeth together as she swung it down and it slapped against his ass in burning agony. He screamed in pain and shook in fear and agony, tears welling up in his eyes. It was so much more painful than he had expected. His posterior burned in fiery pain and he hyperventilated in fear and pain. 

“Hurts worse than you’d think, doesn’t it? Not as fun as jerking off pathetically to videos of women turning their slaves into crying, begging messes? Remember how you begged me when you applied to be my slave, how you told me you need to be treated harshly, how you needed to be put in your place and taught to serve? How you begged me to whip you until you cried and begged for mercy? I told you that I’d do it all, if you were worthy. Having second thoughts?”

Oliver had never been in such pain before. But even stronger than his pain was his pent up need to cum. Two weeks without even being able to touch his trapped cock had driven him insane and the feeling of being in her total control was overwhelming. His brain could not even piece together thoughts as he watched her prepare to give him another harsh whip.

“No mistress no second thoughts I just want to serve,” he moaned out and she brought the whip down on his ass, expertly hitting the other cheek and sending new waves of pain through him.

“Good, because I’m going to turn your sexy ass red.”

She whipped him over and over, alternating between his left and right cheek as he screamed in pain, his ass on fire from the burning agony of it. Oliver could barely think from the overwhelming pain as she whipped him mercilessly. He was forced to watch through his blurry, teared vision at the mirror in front of him and he could do nothing to escape each swing of the whip on his ass. He fought against his bonds but could barely move and he could feel his cock pulsing and fighting against its chastity device as it leaked precum onto the bench and dripped down on the floor. Finally, she stopped, and the only sound in the room was her heavy breathing from the exertion of punishing his ass and his quiet sobs of pain and desire.

“You did better than I expected, slut. Take a look.” She walked to the wall and put away the whip, grabbing a handheld mirror. She walked behind him again and Oliver had the strange feeling of being in a barbershop as the barber shows off the back of his head for approval. What he saw made his eyes widen. His ass was covered in red whip marks, each agonizingly burning in pain. She put the mirror down and started to massage his ass, her touch painful yet soothing. Pride surged through him as he realized he had managed to get through the painful punishment, but fear was still there for what would come next. She had a look of cruel pleasure on his face that made him tremble as she rubbed his sore, aching buttocks. 

He moaned in pleasure as she slid her finger into his untouched asshole. She had expertly avoided the sensitive hole with her whip and now slid her finger unlubed and inside of him, loving the tightness of his hole resisting against her finger. She loved how his asshole tried to resist intrusion but could do nothing to stop her finger from sliding in. The way he was moaning in confused pleasure and desire turned her on just as much as his cries of pain. 

Oliver had never felt so humiliated and turned on at the same time. He was trapped, unable to move, while his mistress played with his asshole and he could do nothing to resist. His cock twitched and pulsed as she slid her finger in and out of his hole, and his moans sounded so slutty and desperate to his ears that his cheeks turned red with embarrassment but he could not stop.

“Look at you, you little whore. Moaning like a bitch for my finger in your arse. I wonder what sounds I can make come out of you when I fuck you with by big, vibrating strap-on?”

Oliver gasped and moaned at the words. He watched in a mixture of eagerness and fear as she pulled her finger from his ass and walked to the wall again, grabbing a harness which she secured around her waist and then looking up and down a row of dildos of varying sizes. 

“I’m feeling kind today,” she said, selecting an 8 inch black strap-on and securing it in the harness. “Since you’ve never been fucked up the ass before, I’ll only make you take 8 inches. Once I train that ass of yours you will feel much thicker, larger strap-ons destroying your little hole.”

Oliver could not believe that all 8 inches would fit inside of him. The strap-on was thick and veiny and he could only imagine what it would do to him. He had played with his ass with a single finger before, but nothing larger had ever gone inside of him. He was thankful when he saw her grab a bottle of lube but as she walked behind him he was quivering in fear. This was the most terrifying and erotic situation he had ever been in and he could see the pool of his pre-cum dripping onto the floor. He needed to cum so badly. He watched her lube up her fingers and then gasped in bliss as he felt her cool fingers sliding into him, painfully stretching him as two fingers slid into his virgin ass. She expertly stretched him and electric waves of pleasure flowed through him as she played with his ass. His cock was painfully hard against its confines and he was moaning loudly, the pleasure and his need overwhelming the harsh pain that was emanating from his abused buttocks. 

“I love making you moan like a slut.”

Oliver was unable to control the slutty sounds coming out of his mouth. They escaped in gasping breaths as the enormity of the situation was sinking in. He could not even form words.

“Tell me, my little whore, tell me how bad you want to cum.” She punctuated her words by sliding her fingers in and out of his hole.

“So bad mistress I’ve never gone so long without cumming please mistress please let me cum.” He begged pitifully, all of his pride lost in his need to cum.

“I am going to let you cum…” 

Oliver gasped in gratitude. “Oh thank you mistress, thank you, I need so badly to have my cock uncaged from this device.”

Oliver felt his hopes sink as she laughed loudly at him, toying his ass with her fingers and stretching him out. 

“Who said anything about uncaging your cock? You’re my slave, and you don’t deserve to get hard. From now on, you only cum one way. From the pleasure in your slutty, whore asshole. I’m going to make you cum by fucking your ass and you’re going to feel how overwhelming an anal orgasm is.”

With that she pulled her fingers out of his asshole and positioned her strap-on head against his stretched hole. She had lubed the strap-on up but knew this was going to be a painful fit for him. Instead of gently letting him adjust to it, she quickly pushed herself into him, hearing his gasp of pain as she pushed the rubber cock-head deep into his resisting asshole. 

Oliver tried to fight to keep the cock-head from invading his ass but no matter how much he tried to tighten his ass she forced it deeper and deeper inside him. It hurt so badly that he started to cry again, but there was also a deep pleasure that made him feel even more horny than before. He could not believe he was getting fucked by a strap-on. This was his dirtiest fantasy come to life, and it was so much more intense in real life. 

“Good bitch,” moaned his mistress as she watched his asshole gobble up inch after inch of her rubber cock. She decided it was time for her to have pleasure and she pressed the vibrating feature, feeling the vibration against her clit and watching the entire rubber cock start to vibrate quickly as she plunged it deeper and deeper inside of him.

Oliver could not handle the sudden pleasure that was overwhelming him. He was gasping and panting in bliss and need as the strap-on started to pulse and vibrate rapidly deep inside of him. He watched himself in the mirror and saw the look of pleasure on his mistress’ face as she started to fuck him hard with the vibrating strap-on. Even watching porn he had never seen such a look of pure, slutty pleasure on any woman’s face like the one that he had on his own as he took the huge strap-on deep in his ass. He could see himself drooling in pleasure and desire and it turned him on even more to be debased and humiliated. His cock was pulsing in desire, fighting against its cage but unable to fully harden in the chastity device. 

“I’m balls deep in your whore ass,” she said as she forced all 8 inches deep inside of him, causing him to scream in pain and pleasure. She left the strap-on buried in him, wanting him to clear his head enough to realize he had taken all 8 inches into his no longer virgin ass.

Oliver was shaking in pleasure and he was utterly humiliated by the fact that he was being fucked by her instead of him doing the fucking. He realized the his cock was going to stay caged and trapped for as long as she wanted and as she pulled the rubber vibrating cock from his ass he tried desperately to tighten his asshole, embarrassed at how easily she slid the entire length back inside of him. She started to fuck him hard, pounding her rubber cock in and out of him, loving the sight of his asshole gobbling up all 8 inches at a time. 

Oliver screamed as he watched her raise her hand and spank his ass right on the whip marks. The pain and pleasure was pure torture as he was brought to the verge of orgasm but could do nothing to stroke his cock and get release. His balls were full and felt like they were on fire with the deep aching need to cum and he watched as the pool of pre-cum kept growing larger and larger on the floor as his cock leaked streams of the liquid. He felt himself getting closer and closer to cumming.

“Please mistress please may I cum,” he begged, and she spanked him even harder.

“Oh, you’re going to cum. You’re going to cum all over the place from getting your ass fucked by my big fat strap-on you fucking whore.”

She started to cum from the feeling of the vibrator on her clit and the experience of dominating him. She loved nothing more than breaking in a new slut and taking a man’s anal virginity. Oliver felt his cock pulsing and shooting out cum. It was the strangest feeling in the world. Instead of a quick, pulsing orgasm, it was like wave after wave of pleasure as he moaned like a slut, his cock spilling out cum onto the bench and dripping down on the floor. She kept fucking him harder and harder, gripping his hips and driving all 8 inches deep inside of him. 

“You fucking slut look at you cumming from getting fucked up your whore arse!”

She was in pure pleasure as she came fucking him hard and watching his whole body shaking from the never ending orgasm as two weeks of cum drained out of his caged cock. She knew that there was much more to come and she started to fuck him slowly, milking streams of cum from his cock as he moaned like a whore. Oliver still did not feel satisfied until he groaned deeply as he felt a huge torrent of cum slide out of his cock, the vibrations in his asshole from her strap-on forcing every last drop out of him. He went limp from the pleasure, unable to move as she forced the strap-on completely up his ass and turned the vibrating feature to full blast, and the pleasure was so intense he almost blacked out. Finally, she turned it off and pulled her strap-on out of him quickly, then spread his asscheeks and looked at how wide his no longer tight ass was gaping. 

She was in the afterglow of her orgasm and was watching his face in the mirror, seeing the vacant look of luxurious satisfaction of a satisfied slut. This was where she would make him choose.

“Now, my little slut, you have a decision to make. I can keep your cock caged up and you will stink of cum until you next see me, or I can uncage you and you can have a nice, hot shower and get cleaned up.”

Oliver was grateful for the chance to finally clean his aching, satisfied cock.

“Mistress, please unlock my cock so I can shower.”

“Sure. There is only one condition… you clean up that filthy mess you made… with your tongue.”

She started undoing the straps but left the handcuffs on, pulling him to his fee. He could feel the pool of cum on his feet, so much of the sticky, messy liquid that he could not even comprehend how it had all been contained in his balls. Oliver looked down at the huge pool of cum on the bench with horror. There was no way he was going to be able to lick it all up.

“Do I… Do I have to lick it all up, mistress?”

“Your choice. If you can’t get it all down, no nice hot shower for you.”

He got to his knees, his hands still handcuffed behind him and bent forward, trying not to fall. He started to slurp up the cum on the bench, his cheeks bright red from humiliation. It tasted salty but it was the amount of it that was making him nauseous. He could not believe what he was doing. As he licked and swallowed up mouthfuls of cum she laughed cruelly.

“You fucking slut, I can’t believe you’re licking up all that cum. Don’t stop, keep going you dirty little whore.”

Oliver had never felt so humiliated and ashamed in his life. He was utterly degraded as he licked up the seemingly endless amount of cum on the ground while she watched him, watching how red and whipped his ass was and how he could barely keep his balance as he licked up the pool of the white liquid. She walked behind him and lightly pushed him forward, watching him fall forward and his face splashed in the cum. She pulled him up and laughed at the sight of his face covered in the sticky white liquid. She was satisfied that she had taken every last bit of his dignity as he struggled to get up, his ass burning with pain and his mouth slimy from his own seed.

She took the key to his device and unleashed him, slowly pulling it off from his soft cock.

“That’s enough, I’m feeling generous.” She undid the handcuffs as well and he got to his feet shakily, barely able to walk. The intense anal orgasm made his knees shake as he tried to walk forward. She lead him upstairs to the bathroom and let him enter the shower and then left him there, wanting to let him have time with his thoughts. She knew the experience had been incredibly intense for him and he needed time to think about whether he wanted to continue with her dominance. She had enjoyed breaking him in and from the look of pure, slutty satisfaction on his face she would be very surprised if he did not want to keep being her slave. 

Oliver washed himself slowly, exulting in the heat of the shower. He yelped as it washed down on his sore ass, the water excruciating on his whipped ass cheeks. He knew that he would not be sitting down without a pillow for a while. He could not believe what had just happened. It was his dirtiest, deepest fantasies come to life and it had been the most intense and satisfying experience of his life. He washed his sore, aching cock, and no matter how much he scrubbed it remained completely soft, spent and used up. He let the waves of heat wash over his body and he realized just how satisfied he was. 

He washed up and grabbed a towel, opening the door to see his mistress there, changed completely into a comfortable looking red dress. When she was not clad head to toe in leather, she looked almost gentle and there was none of the cruelty left in her eyes. She had two cups of tea in her hands and motioned for him to follow her into the kitchen. 

They sat, Oliver on the chair which had a large, comfy cushion for this exact purpose. He eased himself down slowly and grimaced as he sat. They looked at each other and sipped their tea before she put the chastity device onto the table.

“Now, Oliver, you have a choice to make. That was just the beginning of what I can do to you. If you put that device back on your cock, things are going to get even more intense for you. But you can choose. You can walk out of here and never see me again. You can go back to your old life, jerking off to videos of exactly what you just experienced downstairs. Or, you can see just how deep this rabbit hole goes.”

Oliver sipped the tea and looked at the device which had controlled his life. It had been the hardest two weeks of his life his ass was still on fire from the whipping he had received. It was hard to decide. Imagining being in chastity for another two weeks was too hard to bear. 

“How… how long will you keep me caged up this time if I put it on?”

She smiled slightly. “Well, that’s up to me to decide, isn’t it?”

Oliver swallowed and could not believe what he was doing as he reached forward and grabbed the device. A huge smile came on his mistresses face as he stood, letting the towel fall to his feet and he secured the device around his limp penis before he could have second thoughts. She stood and walked forward, looking him straight in the eyes as she locked the device in place with a satisfying click. 

“Mmm, you have no idea what you just did, my little slut. You’ll be very, very lucky if I let you cum before a month is done. And don’t you even think about fucking yourself with toys and making yourself cum. Only I get to fuck that sweet little ass of yours, understand?”

Oliver felt terror surge through him as he instantly regretted locking himself voluntarily back into chastity. He had no idea why he had been so stupid to have done so but as he looked into her cruel eyes he shuddered in desire, already feeling his cock twitch in need again. 

“Yes mistress, I understand.”

“Good slut. Now sit back down, let’s enjoy this tea.”

They sat back down and drank, getting to know each other and when they finished she lead him out, watching him leave and smiling at the thought of having a new submissive to train and abuse. Oliver drove home shaking, trying to wrap his mind around what had just happened and what his new life had in store for him. He was not sure if he could handle it. 


BOOK TWO

Punished in Chastity

Chapter 2

Book Two: Punished in Chastity 

It took three days before Oliver could sit on his poor red bottom without pain, and just as long before each step stopped reminding him of the fact he had taken a massive strap-on up his ass. The 8 inch of vibrating rubber cock pounding his virgin ass had been the most tortuously pleasurable experience of his life as Domme Marissa had whipped him, humiliated him, and made him cum harder than ever before. She had made him understand just how badly he needed to be dominated and used by fucking him up the ass with her thick, vibrating strap-on. Even worse had been after he had cum. As the feelings of pleasure of his orgasm had faded, the new humiliation of having to lick up every drop of the mess he had made had filled him with shame. He worried every second that he had made a horrible mistake by letting her cage him in chastity again.

Each night he tossed and turned, wondering when she would contact him again. He could barely sleep, images of his first time being dominated filling his mind as he moaned and writhed, wishing he could uncage his cock. He cursed himself for agreeing to be locked up again, the terrifying words she had said echoing in his mind as soon as he had let her lock him back up: 

“Mmm, you have no idea what you just did, my little slut. You’ll be very, very lucky if I let you cum before a month is done.” 

Remembering going an entire two weeks without relief was torturous, and he considered briefly showing up at her door and knocking, begging to be let out. This was after only three days without being able to touch himself, his cock begging to be released throughout the day, straining against its metal prison. The feeling of not even having control of his own orgasms, of giving up the keys to his pleasure to a woman he barely knew what terrifying. Even more terrifying was the feeling that she could read his mind, that she could go deep inside of him and tease out every dirty, shameful desire that he had tried to hide from himself for years. He would have went to her door and begged if he was not so afraid of what she might do. He cursed himself for not having the courage to go, or even the courage to send her an email, hoping beyond hope that she would contact him and say that his chastity would be over soon. Each day his need grew. He remembered his intense anal orgasm and considered trying to replicate it, imagining fucking himself with a dildo and cumming while still locked in chastity, but he did not dare to disobey her direct order. She had told him that he must absolutely not touch himself and any way.

He waited the first three days as patiently as he could, but finally decided to email her. 

“Mistress, I want you so bad. What you showed me… what I experienced in your dungeon was incredible and like nothing I had ever imagined. Please, I know you said I might not cum for a month but… even more than cumming, I need your domination. I need your words, your orders, your pleasure. Let me please you Mistress, you are my Goddess.”

Within minutes, a reply came back. Seeing her email come made his heart pound and his cock twitch in its tight cage. 

“Good slut. Finally, you are not thinking of your own pleasure. If you had asked me to cum, I would have thrown away the key. You’re ready for your next round of training. Come to my house this Friday at 7pm. Do not be late.”

A shiver ran down his entire body as he read the words, his trapped cock pulsing and throbbing in his tight chastity device. It was starting to feel as though it was a part of his body. He had only had it off for a brief period in the last two weeks and he bit his lip nervously, hoping desperately that she would make him cum on Friday. It was only Monday night and he knew it would be a long week. No matter how hard it got, no matter how desperate he became, Oliver promised himself he would not ask to cum. It was his Mistress’s decision, and hers alone, and the feeling of being in her total and complete power was thrilling. He felt sick and twisted, not understand his own need to be controlled, humiliated and dominated but knowing that he needed it more than anything else. It was a need so deep that it was like needing to breath or eat. Knowing that he was in her power, that she could cum whenever she wanted while he was forced to wait was intoxicating.

The week passed agonizingly slowly. Every day that passed made him more desperate to be dominated and used mercilessly. The fourth night, he nervously looked at femdom porn on the Internet, knowing that it was naughty but also knowing that Mistress Marissa had not explicitly forbidden him from doing so. He watched as submissive men were whipped, punished, and fucked by massive strap-ons and groaned in absolute need, trying to feel his cock through the chastity and slipping a finger up his ass before he pulled it out as if it was on fire, fear coursing through his veins. It was a slip-up that he wished he had not done. He felt deep, aching shame at having disobeyed her. He knew that his Mistress would find out what he had done, and that the punishment would be brutal, but it felt so good to toy himself as he watched dominant women mercilessly dominating their submissive men. Oliver was distracted at work, sleepless in bed and constantly half hard as his ignored cock strained against the chastity device. When Friday finally arrived, he felt a combination of fear and complete lust that made his head swim as he drove to her house, his cock begging for attention in his pants.

Knocking on the door sent fear through his heart, but the need between his legs made him form his hand into a fist and hit it against the door. There was no answer for nearly twenty seconds, and just as he was about to knock again he heard the voice of Mistress Marissa from inside.

“Hello my little slut, have you come to play?”

Oliver swallowed, feeling nervous at being addressed by his Mistress. He knew just how cruel she could be and the fact that she did not let him inside immediately stressed him out. Would she sent him away, locked in his chastity device? Was this all a trick?

“Yes Goddess,” he said, trying to hide the fear in his voice.

“In your email you said you needed me and what I do to you. Is that true?”

“Yes Mistress, I need you... more than I understand. Please, may I come in?”

“Get undressed.”

Oliver gasped, looking up and down the street. The harshness in her voice made his caged cock pulse even harder. It was just before 7pm and already getting dark on the empty street, but the house next door had its lights on and he worried that they would see him. Panic coursed through his veins as he stood in front of her door, wishing desperately she would just open it and let him in.

“You said you needed my orders, slut. Well that is my order. Either get undressed, or get the hell off my steps. That means now, slut!”

Oliver bit his lip, tears coming to his eyes as he realized what he was about to do. First he unlaced his shoes and pulled them off with his socks, shaking his head and not believing what was just about to happen. He pulled off his shirt quickly, the cold breeze making his nipples harden and stand up. With a quick look up and down the street he took a deep breath, steeling himself and confirming the road was empty before ripping off his pants and standing in the cold in his boxers, his cock pulsing desperately in its cruel cage.

“All of it.” Her voice was dripping with desire, and he could tell she was enjoying seeing him humiliated and afraid, almost completely naked on her front porch. It was her deepest pleasure to make men do whatever she said, to embarrass and humiliate themselves at her command.

“Please Mistress, please let me in,” begged Oliver, a tear coming down his eye. He was completely terrified of being seen. His cock pulsed in his chastity device endlessly, making his mind hazy with lust and the desire to be inside and serving her every need. He felt sick and twisted, not believing what he was willing to do in order to gain his relief and to experience her cruel brand of training.

“Are you disobeying me, my little slut? If you want to come in, you need to be completely naked except for that cock of yours trapped in its chastity device, just like it should be. Get dressed and walk away, because if I let you in, I’m going to be very, very angry that you disobeyed me, whore. I don’t think you can handle what I am going to do to you.”

A groan of pure need escaped Oliver’s lips and he pulled his boxers off, standing naked except for his chastity device which his cock strained against. Utter humiliation and fear filled him as he waited, knowing she was enjoying his discomfort until finally the door opened. 

She was even sexier than he remembered. He red lips were curled in the slightest of smiles, and she wore a jaunty policeman’s cap. A tight black and white corset pushed her tits up and he struggled not to look at them, knowing he did not deserve to see anything but her feet as he looked down demurely, waiting for her to let him in. She was wearing blank panties, sheer stockings and garters on her legs, the perfect picture of the dominatrix of his dirtiest fantasies. But this was no fantasy. Jacking off to femdom porn had been so easy and safe, but in her presence he felt nervous and small, completely inferior to her beauty and power. Her tall heels made her stand even higher than him, and he looked at their cruel arches, a symbol of her dominance. He wanted nothing more than to burst into her warm home but he knew that he needed to wait for her command. He stood their like a trained dog waiting for an order.

“Come in,” she said after a pause that felt like it lasted forever, and he walked in, his heart pounding as he remembered the first time he had walked into her house. The fear he had felt of not knowing what she would do to him paled in comparison to the fear he felt now that he was walking willingly into her sadism. The way she had whipped him and humiliated him had been almost too intense to handle, and he was terrified just as much as he was horny to see what she would do to him tonight. She had whipped him mercilessly, fucked him with a huge strap-on until he came harder than he ever had before, and then made him lick every drop of his seed off of her dungeon floor before he could leave. He shuddered with lust in her presence, wanting desperately to do whatever she liked. Though he did not dare look her in the eyes, from his periphery vision he could see the cruel smile growing on her face as she looked at her newest slave. Mistress Marissa loved nothing more than to make inexperienced men confront their innermost submissive desires and to experience humiliation and degradation like they never knew they needed.

“Aren’t you a naughty little slut, waiting before following my order to strip. You look so fucking pathetic standing there with your cock all caged up. Turn around, bitch.”

Oliver turned, and before he could react she had her hand groping his ass, her mouth close to his ear as she whispered in it.

“You’ve played with this asshole, haven’t you? You’ve been a bad, bad boy, I can tell.”

Oliver wanted to cry in fear as his heart pounded, his cock straining against the merciless steel of the chastity device. He was so horny he could barely think.

“Just once Mistress, just once,” he said, his voice pure fear.

“Did you fuck yourself with a toy, slut?”

She slid her finger straight up his ass, pushing past his resisting hole easily as he yelled in surprise.

“No Mistress, just my finger… while I watched femdom porn,” he moaned. She could feel his heartbeat pounding as she slid her finger up his ass, delighting in the feel of his tight hole squeezing against her finger. She could not wait to stretch his ass out with her massive strap-on once again, and if Oliver had known then and there what she had planned for him he might have ran away out of fear.

“Naughty, naughty slut. First you finger your asshole, which is MY property, and then you pause before obeying… go to the dungeon and wait for me.”

She pulled her finger from his ass, making him feel empty and in need and pushed him towards the stairs to the dungeon. She gave him a hard slap on his ass, making him jolt and quickly go downstairs, walking as quickly as he could down the stairs in the pitch blackness. 

He waited in the darkness, quivering and shaking. She had made him cry and beg the first time she had punished him in the BDSM dungeon, and this time he knew she would be far, far more cruel. This time he deserved everything she would do to him. He almost wanted to be punished, knowing that he was a naughty slut. Each step down into the darkness of her personal sexroom and bondage dungeon that he had been in just once before was hesitant and made his cock twitch even harder in its cage as he remembered taking his first strap-on cock up his ass in this very room while he was completely helpless and restrained. He finally got down the steps into the room and blinked, trying to adjust his eyes to the darkness.

The lights flicked on and he gasped as he realized he was not alone. Two women, one with long straight blond hair and the other with light brown curls, both wearing the same lingerie, garters and corsets as his Mistress were standing there, holding whips in their hands. Each was wearing a long strap-on, and both flashed the same predatory smile at him. He stood frozen like a deer in the headlights, his heart pounding as he remembered how intense his last experience had been with only one woman. He could not believe that there would be three dommes tormenting and using him, and his cock swelled painfully in his chastity device, begging to be freed.

“Isn’t he beautiful,” came the voice of Mistress Marissa from behind him. Oliver had not even heard her coming down the stairs, but her slap on his rump made him walk hesitantly towards the two women. They did not move an inch as they inspected him, their eyes traveling up and down his naked body. He tried to cover his caged cock with his hands but knew how ridiculous it was as they ate him up with their eyes, imagining what they would do to him.

“You’ve picked a good little slut. Let’s see that ass,” said the blond dominatrix, and he turned by instinct, exposing his ass to her. It was like instinct to expose himself to beautiful, dominant women, and being in their gaze was like a drug to him. She laughed as she saw the handprint Domme Marissa had left.

“I’m going to turn that ass red, slut,” said the blond woman, making Oliver’s knees quiver. He looked at his Mistress, wishing he had never let her put him in chastity, his cock pulsing in his dirty need as he realized he was way out of his comfort zone. The dungeon was slightly different than the last time he was in it. There was one wall completely covered in sex toys, whips, chains and massive dildos, and the other walls were black, drinking up the light. The difference between this time and the last was that there was no bench in the middle of the room, and a recent addition to one of the walls was a massive mirror and handcuffs built into the wall. Whoever was handcuffed to that mirrored wall would be forced to watch themselves getting punished, whipped, and fucked, not able to escape the reality that they were a whore as they watched themselves in the mirror. He looked at himself, naked and afraid, shivering in desire and fear in the room with the three dominant women and the sight was almost too much to handle. They were too beautiful, like creatures from another planet in their power and sexual presence. Every inch of their bodies made his mouth water in lust and their kinky costumes made him feel as though he was living out a deep, deep fantasy. He knew that he was their plaything, and that they enjoyed nothing more than turning a man into their whore. Their strap-ons were pointed right at him, and he bit his lip nervously, imagining them fucking him one after the other.

“Slut, meet my two friends, Mistress Zara and Mistress Louise. You’re not leaving until you satisfy all of us. And don’t you even think about that caged little cock of yours… tonight, you’re getting punished, and punished hard. You won’t be cumming all night.”

Oliver looked at the two women. Zara was blond and tall, with hard eyes and Louise had light brown, curly hair and a sweeter expression on her face, which only made the whip dangling in her hand and the thick strap-on bobbing between her legs more lewd. Louse looked like the type of woman who would be more likely to volunteer at a soup kitchen than dominate men, but seeing her kind eyes staring at him like he was a piece of meat only made Oliver feel sluttier.

“Get on the mirrored wall,” said Mistress Marissa, pushing him towards one of the black walls. The wall had handcuffs built into it, and he knew he was going to be restrained and completely helpless in front of the three women. He let himself be moved, not even resisting as his cock leaked precum. He could not believe that all three of the dominant women were going to have their fun with him, and all he could think about was his absolute need for release. His cock ached between his legs, begging to be let out, but he knew that he was going to be locked up for the entire night and it only drove him more insane with desire. Knowing that he was going to get no pleasure and that he was only in the dungeon in order to be a sexslave for the three gorgeous dommes made him feel like a slut, and he felt like he was in a trance as he pressed his hands against the wall, completely naked in front of the clothed women. 

“What a sexy ass,” said Mistress Louise, making Oliver tingle in pride. He longed to be objectified and viewed, and being completely and utterly naked in front of the dominant women made him feel all the more submissive. He arched his ass up in the air, making Mistress Louise laugh. He could see himself in the mirrored wall, see the three dommes looking at him with a mixture of lust and eagerness and the sight of himself helpless and about to be restrained in front of them made him even hornier.

“What an eager little slut,” said Mistress Marissa, and she put his hands in the handcuffs which were attached to the wall. Each hand had a separate cuff, metal and tight around his wrists. He knew that the pain of the handcuffs was nothing in comparison to what they were going to do to his ass and he stopped himself from crying out as she tightened them around his wrists. The three of them looked at him, smiling wolfish grins and looking as if they were about to dine on a particularly delicious steak. Oliver’s cock dripped precum, and he bit his lip in frustrated desire, wanting them to touch him, grope him, use his body for their own pleasure. They were tall, athletic and perfect women, women that would have made him turn his head and stare if he had seen them on the street, and now they were looking at him with utter lust.

Mistress Zara, the tall blond dominatrix with the cruelest smile walked up to him and he watched helpless in the mirror as she raised the whip and brought it down brutally hard against his ass. Her full breasts heaved as she powerful whipped him. He could not believe such a beautiful, pure looking woman could do such a thing. He could do nothing to escape the pain and he flinched as the crack of the whip filled the room, echoing off the walls with his cry of pain. 

“Oh fuck,” he yelled, pulling against the handcuffs but unable to move. He regretted ever coming here, regretted touching his asshole and looking at porn.

Mistress Marissa grabbed his chin, forcing him to turn his head and look her in the eyes as tears of pain streamed out of his.

“This is what you need, slut. You know it just as well as I do. But I want to hear you say it. I’m going to give you one last chance, slut. I can uncuff you right now and send you on your way - or the three of us can fuck that ass raw with our massive strap-ons, whip you until you are bright red, and make you moan like the whore you are. What do you want, Oliver? Tell me what you need, you little slut.”

Pain and lust crowded in Oliver’s mind, making him confused and hazy as he looked deep into his Mistress’s eyes through his tears. His ass was already on fire with pain. He had never been whipped so hard before and he knew that Mistress Zara was sadistic and wanted to hurt him, degrade him, and make him beg for mercy. His cock pounded against the metal of his chastity device, and lust filled his brain. He tried to say that he wanted to be let free, that he wanted her to take him out of chastity and undo the handcuffs but the words would not leave his mouth. Deep down, he knew what he needed.

“Mistress, I’ll do anything to serve you. Just please, please ask Mistress Zara to be gentle. My ass is on fire…”

“No. You don’t tell us what to do. You surrender unconditionally, or not at all. And if you do surrender, my friends are going to be very, very cruel. You fingered your ass when I told you explicitly that you could not give yourself any pleasure. You watched other dommes fucking their toys on the Internet, instead of waiting patiently. And instead of following my order to strip without question, you tried to weasel your way out of it. You need to be taught a very, very firm lesson in obeying. So what will it be, slut? Will it be harsh punishment and no pleasure, or will you leave now and jerk off pathetically at home? This is your last chance to get out of this, slut.”

Oliver tried to look away from her hard, cruel eyes, but the fire in them as she looked at him as though he was the sexiest thing she had ever seen was intoxicating. He felt like he was desirable and sexy, like he was meant to be a toy for this beautiful, powerful woman. The fact that she was proud enough of him to show him off to her friends, that would let a sadistic dominatrix do whatever she wanted to his poor, inexperienced ass without asking him made him shiver in lust. He felt as though he finally had found his place and no matter how hard he tried to resist he could not stop the words from flowing out of his mouth.

“Oh Goddess, do anything you want to me, I’ll do anything…”

As soon as he had said the words, Mistress Zara brought her whip down on his ass again, right on his right cheek. The surprise and shock of it made him scream, causing her to laugh cruelly.

“You don’t know what you just agreed to, slut. I heard you’ve been a naughty, naughty boy and you need to be punished.”

Mistress Louise’s mocking, sultry voice washed over him through the haze of pain. “Oh, that naughty little slut couldn’t resist fingering his ass while watching porn, could he? I can see why he couldn’t resist… that tight little hole would drive anyone wild. Do you like knowing I’m going to slide every inch of this strap-on down your ass, slut? Do you like knowing I’m going to fill you up and give you what you need?”

“Oh Goddess, yes, yes,” moaned Oliver, wanting desperately for her to slide her strap-on up his ass. He could remember the overwhelming pleasure that Mistress Marissa had filled him with when she used her vibrating strap-on on his virgin ass for the first time and he wanted more than anything to feel it again. He had been dreaming of this all week.

“Well first you have to earn it,” said Mistress Zara, who Oliver was beginning to hate. He could tell that Mistress Louise enjoyed more than anything to objectify him and make him feel like a slut, while Mistress Zara enjoyed nothing more than making him cry out in pain. He had thought that his own Mistress Marissa was crueler than anyone he had ever met but when he compared her cruelty to the glee in Mistress Zara’s eyes when she looked at the red marks she had caused on his white ass, Mistress Marissa was a saint. 

Zara brought her whip down on his ass over and over until his legs almost went limp, his ass on fire with the pain. Oliver could barely keep himself upright as pain washed over him continuously, the horrific abuse making his cock throb with need. Tears streamed down his face. He was helpless as he watched her lift her arm and bring it down over and over again, her whip slapping against his ass cheeks with loud cracking noises as she turned his white ass red. She was marking him as her own property, punishing him not because he had toyed with his asshole but because she loved seeing him in pain. Heat filled her loins as she roughly punished him, getting wetter and wetter from the feeling of being responsible for his pain. He screamed out in pain at each brutal strike, making her laugh cruelly and gasp in pleasure, her nipples hard as rocks underneath the tight corset, her breasts heaving seductively in the mirror.

“You deserve this, you little whore. You disobeyed your mistress, toying that pretty little ass of yours while watching porn, and now you’re getting the punishment you earned. Was it worth fucking your little asshole with your finger, slut?”

Her words made his cock pound in need, dripping pre-cum lewdly on the ground. He was barely able to hold himself up as he watched in the mirror as the beautiful blond dominatrix destroyed his ass with her whip. He felt like a disobedient, naughty student who was caught red handed, and he knew that he deserved the pain and no pleasure. Knowing how powerful his need to submit and obey, knowing how shameful his desires to be a naughty whore for dominant women, he felt like he deserved any punishment that was meted out on his perverted ass. He could see the wild lust in Mistress Zara’s eyes as she brought her whip down on his ass in a frenzy and it excited him in ways he did not understand but the pain grew until he could handle it no more.

“Please Mistress Zara, please stop I can’t take anymore,” he begged, feeling complete pain overwhelming him. He was crying non-stop, gasping the words out between gasping breaths. The more it hurt, the more his cock throbbed in its cage, pulsing and pressing against the cold steel of the chastity device. 

“I’ll stop when I’m ready, bitch,” said Mistress Zara, pausing only because her arm was getting tired. She smiled grimly as she looked down at the sobbing, desperate man naked in front of her, watching his trapped cock in the mirror and feeling intense satisfaction that he was completely helpless while she could have any pleasure she wanted.

“Oh, save some of that ass for me,” said Mistress Louise, and Oliver felt a surge of hope flow through his pain filled mind.

“Of course,” said Mistress Zara, hanging her whip on the wall with slight regret. She had been looking forward to pushing Oliver into the depths of punishment, but also wanted her friend to enjoy herself before he was driven mad with pain. Oliver sighed in relief between tears, hoping beyond hope that his ordeal with Mistress Zara was over. He groaned as he watched her take an even larger strap-on off the wall, switching her eight inch rubber cock with a jet black one that must have been a foot long, looking like a prize winning eggplant at a farmer’s market. He could not believe that even the massive head could fit inside of him. It looked like it was thicker than a can of soda.

“Bet you thought I was done with you, didn’t you,” she said mockingly, stroking her massive strap-on as Mistress Louise rubbed her whip up and down his red ass, making him shiver as each strand slid over his painfully whipped ass. The sensations were magnified by his overwhelming lust. Each color seemed brighter in his need, and the three sexy women turned him on so much it hurt. He could see his own Mistress Marissa looking at him with absolute lust, and felt sexier than ever. He was worried that both Mistress Louise and Mistress Marissa were going to want to whip him more, and as tears dripped down his face he could only try his best to stand on shaking legs. If he fell, he would be held up by the handcuffs connected to the wall and he could only imagine the disappointment in his Mistress Marissa’s face if he failed to take the punishment he deserved.

Mistress Louise dropped the whip with a laugh as sweet as spring water and rubbed her hand soothingly up and down his red, aching ass. She spat on her finger and started to toy with his asshole, sending waves of pleasure through him as his cock pulsed relentlessly in his chastity device. A low, slutty moan escaped Oliver’s lips as he imagined the feeling of being filled by the three strap-ons one after another and the slutty sounds coming out of his lips made Mistress Louise smile. Her voice was like a soothing balm.

“Oh you naughty, naughty little slut. Such a perfect, sexy ass you have. Do you like my finger sliding up it?”

“Mistress Louise I love it, I love your finger sliding up my asshole,” he moaned as she teased him with the first digit of her index finger, making him want more and more. She could feel his heartbeat as she slid the second digit of her finger up his ass and she loved knowing that she was one of the first to make him feel such pleasure.

“Does it give you lots of pleasure, slut?”

“So much, so much.” Oliver’s ass was still pounding in pain but he could focus only on the pleasure, wishing more than anything that she would slide her finger deeper into his waiting asshole.

“But you don’t deserve pleasure, do you slut?” Her voice suddenly turned hard, and she pulled her finger from his ass and spanked him. He yelped as her hand came down on his red, bare bottom and jerked against his bonds. 

“Naughty boys deserve to be spanked, and you’ve been very, very naughty, haven’t you? Answer me, you little whore.”

He watched her hand slowly raise up and shivered in fear, not knowing if he could endure much more.

“I deserve to be spanked Mistress, but please, please…”

“Please what, slut?”

Oliver sighed, gritting his teeth as he tried to make himself say the words. He had the horrible realization that the more he begged for mercy, the more they would punish him. He had been naughty, he knew it. He felt sick that he had disobeyed his Mistress and disappointed her in front of her friends. 

“Please, please teach me a lesson. I deserve to be punished, Mistress, I deserve it for not being able to resist my desires. I’m such a slut, Mistress Louise, I need to be taught my place.”

Mistress Marissa, who had been watching, her pussy dripping wet as she watched her submissive being abused and punished by her most cruel friend stopped a smile of pride from creeping to her face. She spoke, finally.

“And if I say you deserve to be whipped more by Mistress Zara? Or if I think you should spend the weekend at her mansion, learning a harsh lesson in discipline?”

Oliver gasped, tears flowing down his face as he imagined an entire weekend alone with Mistress Zara, without anyone to protect him. He wanted to beg for mercy, to ask for forgiveness, to ask to be punished in any way if only he would not have to spend a weekend with the sadistic blond dominatrix. Instead, he forced himself to ask for what he deserved.

“Mistress, if it means making this up to you… then anything. Anything you want. I exist to serve you, Mistress.”

“God, he’s really coming along. How many sessions have you trained him?”

“Just one,” said Marissa, and Oliver could hear the pride in her voice. 

“Well Oliver, it sounds like you’ve learned your lesson… and now you’re going to get what you deserve. We’re going to fuck you one after another… and if you dare, if you fucking dare cum, I swear I will let Mistress Zara have you all weekend.”

Oliver shivered, his body responding to her words. He arched his sore, aching ass up and Mistress Laura squeezed and groped his cheeks, gently swirling her finger around the entrance to his eager asshole.

“I’m going to pound the cum out of you, bitch boy,” said Mistress Zara, lubing up her massive strap-on.

“Not yet. That thing will split him in half - let us fuck him with the 8-inchers first,” said Mistress Paula, grabbing a bottle of lube and stroking it up and down her thick rubber cock. Oliver felt his nipples hardening in desire, his breath sharp and fast as a low groan escaped him, a groan of absolute, pure need. He wanted to feel the strap-on sliding in and out of him, wanting to surrender absolutely to the three dominatrixes and let them use him however they liked. He was their object of pleasure, their fucktoy to be used however they liked. 

Mistress Paula pushed the lubed head of her strap-on against his asshole, watching in lust as he pushed back against her rubber cock eagerly. She loved nothing more than the sight of a naked, eager man just begging to be fucked, and she teased him with the tip of the strap-on, making him moan and writhe, struggling against his handcuffs. Oliver could barely think. All he wanted was to be filled completely and utterly by the thick rubber dick that was pressing against his hole. He felt naughty, slutty, and like a sextoy, to be used however the three women wanted.

“Beg for it,” whispered Mistress Paula, pushing the head of her strap-on just slightly into his waiting hole, watching as it stretched open. 

“Oh please, please fuck my slutty ass with your big strap-on,” begged Oliver, humiliating himself completely for the rubber cock. He needed it more than anything. It was slick with lube and he could feel it pushing into him tortuously slow. In the mirror he could see Mistress Marissa and Mistress Zara lubing up their strap-ons, eager to fuck him as well and the sight of the three beautiful women around him while he was helpless, arching his ass for them and just waiting to be fucked made him whimper in pleasure. 

“I don’t think you want it enough,” teased Mistress Paula, not letting the entire head of her thick strap-on enter his hole. She wanted to make him shred every last ounce of pride for it, wanted him to beg like the whore she knew he was. She loved his absolute desperation and felt power surging through her as she looked down at the thick rubber cock poised to take his red, sore ass.

“Oh Goddess fuck my slutty ass with your big dick,” moaned Oliver, pushing back as much as he could, pulling against his bonds.

Mistress Paula grabbed his hips and slowly worked her rubber dick back and forth, watching as his ass was stretched around her thickness. It hurt Oliver to be stretched but Mistress Paula pressed her rubber dick just far enough inside of him to be right at the limit of what he could endure, letting him accommodate himself to the feeling of being filled once again. The pain was mixed with a deep, irresistible pleasure that made his entire body quiver as she started to pleasure him deeper and deeper in his ass. His cock was pounding and dripping lewdly, ignored between his legs. His moans of desperate pleasure were music to Mistress Paula’s ears as she started to fuck him harder and harder, delighting in the view of his ass stretching to take her deep. She took one hand off of his hip and turned on the vibrating feature of her strap-on, feeling the entire rubber cock vibrating and the small vibrator right against her clit whirring to life. She moaned, her lust and the vibrating strap-on driving Oliver wild. His cock was dripping pre-cum in a steady stream, a week’s buildup of his white seed trying desperately to escape as his cock pressed painfully against the steel chastity device. Oliver felt his absolute need to cum overwhelming him but he stopped himself from begging to be uncaged. He knew that tonight he would not be allowed any relief and the thought of being caged while the three dommes came with their vibrating strap-ons deep up his ass made him feel even more pitiful and helpless. 

Mistress Paula slowly pushed her rubber cock deeper and deeper inside of him, delighting in the slutty moans that came out of his mouth as she pressed herself deeper within him. 

“This is too fucking hot,” moaned Mistress Paula as she watched Oliver’s pleasure filled face in the mirror as she slid every last inch of the strap-on deep inside of his ass. The vibrator was buzzing against her clit, driving her wild and within two more thrusts she was cumming as the waves of her orgasm overwhelmed her. She had never seen a slut so eager to be filled by her strap-on before and the willing whore that Oliver had turned into drove her wild as she fucked him hard, driving her strap-on deep inside of him. Oliver could feel himself getting nearer and nearer to cumming, the vibrating strap-on rubbing against something deep inside of him that sent him into a frenzy, feeling himself getting fucked hard like a whore. He resisted the pleasure as much as he could as he felt the rubber cock stretching him out, pain and pleasure washing over him as he felt pure panic swelling up in him as he neared orgasm. The thought of spending a weekend as Mistress Zara’s slave was too horrible to imagine and he gritted his teeth, trying to do anything but focus on the pleasure, trying not to look at the three beautiful women who were staring right at him. He had never known any women that loved being fucked up the ass as much as he did and he felt like he was twice as slutty as any woman he had ever met, twice as desperate to be filled, fucked, and used. When Mistress Paula pulled her strap-on from him, his gaping asshole felt empty and in need of more. The pain of his whipped ass returned as soon as the pleasure left and he wanted desperately for his Mistress to fuck him. 

He watched in the mirror as she lazily walked to him, stroking her already vibrating strap-on with her lubed up hand. It was just as long as Mistress Paula’s but was even thicker, and as the massive head pressed against his stretched asshole he groaned. His eyes widened as she pushed the rubber cock into his ass painfully hard, forcing inch after inch into him as he groaned in pain and pleasure.

“You like that when I fuck you hard?”

Oliver could not even form words as the thickness stretched him wide open, pain and pleasure shooting through his body as he tried his best to handle the incredibly thick strap-on that was being forced into him. His eyes focused on the foot long black cock that was between Mistress Zara’s legs, and the cruel smirk on her face as Mistress Zara watched his body quiver made fear course through him. Mistress Marissa grabbed his hips and thrust the vibrating cock deep inside of him, balls deep in one long, hard thrust that made him squeal in pain. She drove herself deep inside of him, pushing him against the mirror. Oliver felt his legs giving out but she was strong enough to force him against the mirror, kept upright only by her body and the 8 inch, thick vibrating strap-on that was completely inside of him. Her mouth was right at his ear as she pressed herself deep inside of him, enjoying the feeling of the vibrator against her clit.

“I bet that feels good, having my massive rubber cock deep up your ass, vibrating against your prostrate,” she whispered in his ear, making him moan in lust. He wanted to respond but only drool came out of his mouth as he felt his balls tightening, wanting to be unleashed. His orgasm was building up and fear coursed through his body as he started to become overwhelmed by pleasure and need. His fear of being punished started to wane in comparison with his absolute need to cum and guilt flooded him as the vibrating rubber cock brought him painfully close to the edge.

“But you don’t have my permission to cum, slut!” With the harsh words she grabbed his balls, squeezing hard. Oliver screamed out in pain, almost blacking out from the pain. His cock swelled hard against the chastity device but the need to cum lessened ever so slightly in the pain as she twisted and pulled. Finally she let go and started to fuck his ass hard, slamming the massive cock deeper and deeper inside of him. Oliver felt tears streaming down his face as screams of pain and pleasure escaped his lips each time she slammed the huge, thick cock into his ass, triggering something deep inside of him. The pleasure of dominating him so painfully was too erotic for Mistress Marissa to handle as the vibrator buzzed against her clit and she came hard, fucking her slut up the ass, pressing him against the wall as her powerful orgasm washed over her. When she was finished she pulled her cock from his ass and he collapsed, held up only by his handcuffs. Oliver did not know if he could handle anymore. 

“You’ve been too hard on him, this is only his second time,” said Mistress Paula, looking at the quivering, shaking submissive man who was limp against his bonds, ready to accept whatever punishment he earned.

“Nothing is too harsh for a naughty slut,” said Mistress Zara cruelly, walking towards him. Oliver groaned and struggled to escape the brutal dominatrix, his testicles sore and aching, his ass on fire with pain and stretched out more than her ever thought possible. He felt a tiny surge of hope as his Mistress Marissa held out his hand, stopping Mistress Zara.

“Wait.”

She walked up to Oliver and undid the handcuffs, and he fell in a heap on the floor, kissing her stiletto shoes.

“Oh thank you Mistress, thank you,” he moaned in gratitude, hoping beyond hope that his ordeal was over.

“You’ve been a very good slut, Oliver,” she said, making him look up with hope.

“Thank you Mistress, thank you for training me.”

“I consider that your… mistakes have been adequately punished. Now I need to ask you… do you want to please me? Do you want to make me proud?”

Oliver spoke without thought, responding by instinct. “Yes Mistress, yes.”

“Then you can please me by taking every inch of Mistress Zara’s cock up your ass. I need you to be trained for a very… special event that we have coming up. Can you do that for me, Oliver? Can you be a perfect little slut? Why don’t you show me by getting on all fours and arching that sexy ass up in the air?”

Oliver struggled to get on all fours, his legs quivering and he presented himself, arching his sore ass as high up as he could. He could feel their eyes on him and it drove him wild as his cock dripped and pulsed in its cage. He was directly in front of the mirror and groaned, his eyes wild as Mistress Zara got on her knees behind him. He had seen women getting fucked doggystyle in porn but now he was the bitch, about to be completely and utterly dominated by a sadistic dominatrix.

“You’re all mine now, slut,” said Mistress Zara, pressing the thick head of her black strap-on against his stretched, aching hole. Oliver struggled to stay on all fours as she spanked him, bringing her hand down right where he was sorest.

“I’d use a whip on you, but Mistress Marissa is far more generous than I and has decided your punishment is over… but good sluts like to be spanked, don’t they? It’s not a punishment at all, is it?”

“No Mistress,” Oliver managed to say through clenched teeth as she brought her hand down once more with a resounding slap. Then she grabbed his hips and started to work the foot long strap-on into him. It was so thick he though he would be split in two as she stretched him out lewdly, forcing him to watch in the mirror as he was pegged. 

Oliver barely recognized himself in the mirror. His face was bright red, covered in tears and drool dripped from his mouth as she forced the first inch of the thick rubber cock deep inside of him. It was bigger than an eggplant and just as dark, pressing into him mercilessly as she worked her cock deep inside of him. He could see his pitiful, caged cock trapped between his legs, a long stream of pre-cum dripping down to the floor. A guttural, primitive groan came out of his mouth as he felt inch after inch of the thick strap-on stretching him, filling him, and powering deep inside of him, the pain and pleasure mixing until he did not know where one began and the other stopped. Seeing himself in the mirror, on all fours while a powerful dominatrix fucked him with a strap-on while two others watched was unbelievable and to all three of the women’s surprise he started to press back against the foot long rubber cock, taking it deeper and deeper inside of him.

“God, that’s an eager slut,” said Mistress Paula with wonder in her eyes. She had never seen a man so submissive and she had no idea where her friend Mistress Marissa had found such a desperate creature. Oliver could not comprehend what he was doing as he pressed back against the thick rubber strap-on, the feelings overwhelming him as his need to cum kept growing and growing. Mistress Zara laughed and stayed still, watching him fuck himself on her rubber cock contemptuously until she decided that it was time to see how much he could take. She gripped his hips so hard that hand prints formed and drove her strap-on into him, fucking him harder and harder, each thrust plunging the rubber cock deeper and deeper into his resisting asshole. He was so stretched and open that none of the women could believe it but the more he was filled the more his cock dripped pre-cum onto the floor and the deeper and more whorish the sounds that came out of his mouth sounded. Oliver watched himself in the mirror with wide eyes as he became a complete whore for her massive black strap-on, feeling as if he was exactly where he belonged.

“Oh my God Mistress Zara, fuck me, fuck my slutty ass,” he begged, and she pounded him into submission, fucking him with the lubed strap-on deeper and deeper.

“There’s no way he can take it all,” said Mistress Marissa with awe in her voice, and Oliver heard the words and wanted more than anything to please his Mistress. He felt the pain of his sore, whipped ass, the pain of his stretched asshole, the pain of being fucked hard all pushed to the background as he focused only on the absolute pleasure of being fucked hard and the pleasure of doing exactly what his Mistress wanted. He pushed back against the massive strap-on, feeling it sliding so deep inside of him that it felt like it was in his stomach as Mistress Paula gasped.

“It’s all the way in!”

“I know how to break a bitch in,” said Mistress Zara triumphantly, looking down at the very base of the foot long black strap-on dildo that was now completely buried into the submissive Oliver’s ass. She was surprised that he had managed to take every inch and she reached down and turned on the vibrating function, moaning as the pleasure of the vibrator on her clit drove her wild. She had resisted turning it on for as long as she could, wanting to make Oliver cum from her rough fucking so that he would be forced into her servitude for the weekend, but now she needed to feel the pleasure and would never deny herself. Oliver moaned like a bitch in heat as the massive dildo vibrated deep inside of him, his whole body shaking in the deep pleasure. He was on the verge of orgasm but knew that he could no have relief without being forced to spend a weekend with the most sadistic woman he had ever met. 

“Fuck yourself on my cock,” growled Mistress Zara, her voice full of heat. 

Oliver pulled away from the cock, feeling it slowly leaving his ass as it tightened in the absence. He let it almost come all the way out of his ass before slowly sliding it back in, feeling it stretching him open once again. His ass was resisting the invasion of the incredibly large strap-on but he wanted so badly to please his Mistress by providing a show so utterly depraved and humiliating that the sadistic domme would succumb to her orgasm.

“Oh God it hurts so bad,” he moaned, playing up the pain of it, knowing that Mistress Zara would grow drunk of his torment. He started to moan in pain as he fucked himself harder and harder, secretly loving the feeling of being completely filled and stretched. Mistress Zara could not resist and started to fuck him harder and harder, wanting to force him to cum painfully from her massive strap-on and as his shrieks of pain increased she stared right at him in the mirror, looking into his pain and pleasure filled eyes and no longer being able to resist the vibrator against her clit. She moaned in pleasure as her orgasm washed over her, wave after wave of pleasure filling her as she long-dicked Oliver, forcing the entire foot long rubber cock in and out of him until her orgasm was finally finished and she pulled the strap-on out of him with regret. She had wanted to make him cum and her inability made her angry, but she knew that now he had finished his punishment completely. She got up and left, stomping up the stairs as the two remaining dominatrixes cooed over their slut.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” said Mistress Marissa, unable to believe what she had just witnessed. She had known that Oliver had the makings of a perfect whore for her strap-on the first time she had spoken to him, but even she had not understood the depths of his sluttiness.

“Such a good slut,” said Mistress Paula, reaching over and spreading his asshole, looking at the massive gape. Mistress Marissa could not resist taking a photo of Oliver on all fours, arching his gaping asshole up while looking in the mirror and she grabbed a camera and took a picture. Oliver could not believe he let her take a picture of him in such a compromising position, knowing that she could send it to any of his friends if she wanted to completely and utterly expose him. He knew the horrible truth. It would be worth it, to have his old life disappear if only his deep, submissive desires could be fulfilled. He wanted so badly to cum, his caged cock pounding in its confines.

“What do you think Paula? Is he ready to be presented to our little group?”

They talked as if Oliver was not there, and through his pleasure and pain addled mind he could barely make out the words. The need to cum was overwhelming him but the three women were completely satisfied, not wanting anything more while he ached for release and pleasure. He had no idea what they could possibly mean by him being “ready to be presented,” and all he could think about was the aching pain in his ass and the need in his loins.

“Oh, he might just win you first prize…”


BOOK THREE

Displayed in Chastity

Chapter 3

Book Three: Displayed in Chastity 

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. 

End

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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