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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. 

End

Stay tuned for the next stories in this series :) 

If you enjoyed this story, you will love 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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