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CHAPTER ONE

Naughty Sluts Need to be Punished

Punished in Chastity 

Copyright 2015 Brooke Dubois

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 being forced to satisfy three cruel, sadistic dominatrixes and experience merciless punishments and humiliation, this story is not for you! This is the second in a series but can be read as a standalone story. Enjoy ;)

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 http://eepurl.com/9jms9. 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! 

Chapter One: Naughty Sluts Need to be Punished

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.


CHAPTER TWO

Three Massive Strap-ons

Chapter two: Three Massive Strap-ons

"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..."

End of Part 2

Part three coming soon! Miss part 1, Whipped in Chastity? Find it at:

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

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

http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00OHRUQY2

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! I always focus on series with a positive review :)

Thanks!!!!!!! Brooke Dubois
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