
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Key to Her Pleasure

The metal cage around Marcus's cock felt heavier tonight than it had for the past three months. Three months of denial. Three months of watching Veronica's smile grow more wicked with each passing day. Three months of his balls aching for release that wouldn't come.

"Are you comfortable, pet?" Veronica's voice drifted from the bathroom, where she'd been getting ready for the past hour. Marcus shifted in the wooden chair she'd instructed him to sit in—naked except for his cage and the leather collar around his neck.

"Yes, Mistress," he lied. The discomfort was the point. They both knew it.

The bathroom door opened, and Marcus felt his breath catch. Veronica emerged in a black lace bodysuit that cupped her full breasts perfectly, the material so sheer he could see her hardened nipples pressing against the fabric. Her long red hair cascaded down her back, and her lips were painted a deep crimson that matched her stiletto heels—the ones she knew he feared and craved in equal measure.

"Liar," she purred, the tiny silver key to his chastity device dangling from a chain between her breasts. "But I appreciate the effort."

She crossed the room, each click of her heels against the hardwood sending a jolt of anticipation through Marcus's body. His cock strained uselessly against its confines.

"Tonight's going to be special," she said, running her fingernails through his hair before gripping it tightly. "Do you know why?"

Marcus swallowed hard. "Is it—is it because of our anniversary, Mistress?"

Veronica laughed, the sound both melodic and cruel. "Oh, you remembered. Good boy. But that's only part of it." She released his hair and walked to the window, pulling back the curtain slightly. "I've invited someone to help us celebrate."

Marcus's heart pounded against his ribs. They'd talked about this fantasy for months—her fucking another man while he watched, helpless and denied—but he hadn't expected it tonight. The doorbell rang, and Veronica's smile widened.

"Perfect timing. Don't move."

She sauntered to the door, her ass swaying hypnotically with each step. Marcus heard the door open, followed by low murmurs and a deep, masculine laugh. His stomach clenched with jealousy and arousal in equal measure.

Veronica returned to the bedroom, leading a tall, muscular man by the hand. He had dark features, a five o'clock shadow, and the confident posture of someone who knew exactly how good-looking he was.

"Marcus, this is Damien. Damien, this is my pet. He's been locked up for three months now, haven't you, darling?"

Marcus nodded, unable to speak as he watched Damien's eyes travel over Veronica's body with undisguised hunger.

"Three months?" Damien whistled. "No wonder you look ready to explode, man. Your girlfriend told me all about your... arrangement." He stepped closer to Veronica, placing a large hand on her hip. "She also told me how much you want to watch her get properly fucked."

Veronica turned to Damien, pressing her body against his. "He does. He dreams about it." She looked back at Marcus. "Don't you?"

"Yes, Mistress," Marcus whispered, his voice cracking.

"The rules are simple," Veronica said, addressing both men. "Marcus stays in his chair. He doesn't touch himself—not that he could get much pleasure through that cage anyway. And he watches everything." She reached up and kissed Damien deeply, making sure Marcus could see their tongues meeting.

When they broke apart, Veronica walked over to Marcus, her heels stopping just inches from his bare feet. She crouched down, bringing her face level with his. "If you're good, maybe—just maybe—I'll let you clean up afterward." She reached between his legs and flicked the plastic cage, making him gasp. "But first, I think you need a reminder of your place."

Without warning, she pressed the sharp heel of her stiletto against his exposed balls, applying just enough pressure to make him whimper. "Color?" she asked, their safe word system always in place despite the intensity of their play.

"Green," Marcus gasped, the pain shooting through him like electricity, making his caged cock twitch desperately.

"Good boy." She increased the pressure slightly, watching his face contort. "Damien, come see how pathetic he looks when I do this."

Damien moved behind her, his hands already unbuttoning his shirt. "Fuck, that's hot. Does he always make those little noises?"

"Always," Veronica confirmed, finally releasing the pressure from Marcus's balls. She stood and turned to Damien, helping him remove his shirt to reveal a chiseled chest and abs. "He's going to make a lot more before the night is through."

She led Damien to their king-sized bed, positioning him so Marcus had a perfect view. Slowly, deliberately, she began to undress him, unbuckling his belt and pulling down his zipper. When she freed his cock from his boxers, Marcus couldn't help but notice it was significantly larger than his own—thick, veined, and already fully hard.

"Look at this magnificent cock, Marcus," Veronica said, wrapping her hand around it. "This is what a real man feels like." She began stroking Damien slowly, her eyes never leaving Marcus's face. "This is what's going to fill me up tonight while you sit there aching in your little cage."

Damien groaned as Veronica lowered herself to her knees and took him into her mouth. Marcus watched, transfixed, as his girlfriend's lips stretched around another man's shaft, taking him deeper than she'd ever taken Marcus. The wet, slurping sounds filled the room as she worked him enthusiastically, her hands cupping his balls.

"Fuck, your mouth is amazing," Damien growled, tangling his fingers in her hair.

Veronica pulled off with a pop, a string of saliva connecting her lips to the tip of his cock. "Wait until you feel my pussy." She stood and guided him onto the bed, then slowly peeled off her bodysuit, revealing her naked body inch by tantalizing inch.

Marcus strained against his restraints, his breathing shallow as he watched Veronica climb onto the bed. She positioned herself on all fours, her ass facing him, giving him the perfect view of what he couldn't have.

"Come here," she commanded Damien, who knelt behind her. "Show my pet what he's missing."

Damien ran his cock along her wet slit, coating himself in her juices. "You're fucking soaked," he observed, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a red handprint.

"It turns me on to torture him," Veronica admitted, looking back at Marcus with hooded eyes. "Knowing he's watching, suffering, desperate... it makes me drip."

With one powerful thrust, Damien entered her, causing Veronica to cry out in pleasure. "Oh fuck! Yes, just like that!"

Marcus watched, simultaneously horrified and aroused, as another man's cock disappeared inside his girlfriend again and again. The cage around his own cock felt impossibly tight now, painful in its restriction. Pre-cum leaked from the tip, dripping onto the floor between his legs.

Veronica's moans grew louder with each thrust, her breasts swinging beneath her. "Harder! Fuck me harder!" she demanded, and Damien complied, gripping her hips and pounding into her with brutal force.

"You like that, don't you?" Damien grunted, spanking her ass again. "You like your boyfriend watching you take my cock?"

"God, yes!" Veronica gasped. "I love it. I love knowing he can see everything but can't do anything about it." She turned her head to look at Marcus again. "Are you watching carefully, pet? Are you seeing how a real man fucks me? How he makes me scream in ways you never could?"

Marcus nodded, unable to look away from the obscene display. His balls ached from earlier, the lingering pain mixing with his desperate arousal.

Damien pulled out suddenly and flipped Veronica onto her back. "I want to see your face when you come on my cock," he said, pushing her legs apart and entering her again in one smooth motion.

Veronica wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper. "Yes, yes, yes! Fuck me! Make me come while he watches!"

The bed creaked rhythmically as Damien pounded into her. Veronica's eyes rolled back, her back arching off the mattress. "I'm close! Oh god, I'm so close!"

"That's it, baby," Damien encouraged, his pace becoming more erratic. "Come for me. Let him see what he's missing."

Veronica's orgasm hit her like a tidal wave. She screamed, her entire body shaking as pleasure coursed through her. "FUCK! I'M COMING! I'M COMING ON HIS COCK!"

Marcus watched in agony as his girlfriend experienced what looked like the most intense orgasm of her life at the hands of another man. His own denied cock throbbed painfully in its cage.

As Veronica's orgasm subsided, she pushed Damien off her and crawled to the edge of the bed. "Come here, pet," she commanded, her voice husky from screaming.

Marcus stood on shaky legs and approached the bed. Veronica reached out and grabbed his collar, pulling him close.

"On your knees," she ordered, and he complied immediately. She spread her legs, giving him a close-up view of her swollen, glistening pussy. "See how wet he made me? See how satisfied I am?"

"Yes, Mistress," Marcus whispered, his mouth watering at the sight.

"Damien hasn't finished yet," she said, glancing back at the man still kneeling on the bed, stroking his cock. "And I think it's time we put that pathetic cage to good use."

Before Marcus could process her words, Veronica slid off the bed and pushed him backward until he was lying on the floor. She straddled his chest, her wet pussy inches from his face, while Damien positioned himself between Marcus's spread legs.

"Hold still," Veronica warned, reaching down to flick his caged cock again. "Damien's going to rest his balls on yours while I suck him off. If you move, I'll make sure you regret it."

Marcus felt the weight of another man's testicles resting on his own, the sensation both bizarre and humiliating. Veronica bent forward, taking Damien's cock into her mouth again, her ass hovering just above Marcus's face, giving him a perfect view of her used pussy and asshole.

"Lick me while I suck him," she commanded, lowering herself slightly.

Marcus eagerly extended his tongue, lapping at her entrance, tasting the mixture of her juices and Damien's pre-cum. Above him, Veronica moaned around Damien's cock, the vibrations making the other man groan in pleasure.

"Fuck, I'm gonna come," Damien announced after several minutes of Veronica's skilled mouth working him over.

Veronica pulled back, stroking him rapidly. "Where do you want it? On his face? His chest? His pathetic locked cock?"

"On his balls," Damien decided with a wicked grin. "Let him feel what he can't release."

Veronica laughed, positioning Damien's cock so it pointed directly at Marcus's exposed testicles. "Perfect. Come for us, Damien. Show my pet what a real man's orgasm looks like."

With a loud groan, Damien erupted, thick ropes of cum shooting onto Marcus's balls and cage. The warm fluid dripped down between his legs, a visceral reminder of his denial and submission.

"Beautiful," Veronica murmured, milking the last drops from Damien's cock. She shifted her position, turning to face Marcus while remaining straddled over him. "Now for the final touch."

Without warning, she pressed her stiletto heel directly onto his cum-covered balls, grinding down just hard enough to make him cry out. "This is your place, pet. Beneath me, denied, serving my pleasure." She increased the pressure slightly. "Do you understand?"

"Yes, Mistress!" Marcus gasped, tears forming in the corners of his eyes from the mixture of pain and desperate arousal.

Veronica smiled, satisfied, and removed her heel. She leaned down and whispered in his ear, "Happy anniversary, my love. Three months down... how many more to go? Only I know." She dangled the key in front of his face before tucking it back between her breasts. "And maybe, if you're very, very good, I'll let you out for your birthday... or maybe Christmas... or maybe next year."

She kissed him deeply, letting him taste the mixture of Damien and herself on her tongue. "But for now, you're exactly where you belong—locked, denied, and completely mine."

As Damien began getting dressed and Veronica finally released Marcus from his position on the floor, he realized with a mixture of despair and exhilaration that this was just the beginning of what promised to be a very long, very frustrating, and very exciting journey into the depths of his submission.

The key to his release hung tantalizingly between Veronica's breasts, as unreachable as the stars—and she wouldn't have it any other way.


Chapter 2: The Morning After

The first rays of dawn filtered through the partially drawn curtains, casting long shadows across the bedroom floor. Marcus awoke with a jolt, his body aching from the previous night's activities. The plastic cage around his cock felt especially constricting this morning, his involuntary erection straining painfully against the unyielding material. Three months and one day of denial now. The metal lock clicked softly as he shifted in bed, a constant reminder of his predicament.

Beside him, Veronica slept peacefully, her red hair splayed across the pillow like a pool of blood. She looked almost innocent in sleep—a stark contrast to the domineering woman who had orchestrated his humiliation just hours before. The key to his chastity device now hung from a thin chain around her neck, rising and falling with each breath she took. So close, yet impossibly far.

Marcus carefully slid out of bed, wincing as his feet touched the cold hardwood floor. His balls still throbbed from Veronica's stiletto heel grinding into them. He made his way to the bathroom, each step a reminder of his submission. Standing before the mirror, he took inventory of the marks she'd left on him: light bruising on his thighs, red indentations around his balls, and the ever-present collar around his neck—she rarely allowed him to remove it, even for work.

"Admiring my handiwork?" Veronica's voice came from the doorway, startling him.

She leaned against the frame, completely naked, her body bearing faint marks of her encounter with Damien—a hickey on her inner thigh, slight bruising on her hips where he'd gripped her. The sight sent conflicting waves of jealousy and arousal through Marcus's body.

"Yes, Mistress," he replied, lowering his eyes respectfully.

Veronica sauntered into the bathroom, her movements languid and catlike. She pressed herself against his back, her breasts warm against his skin. "Did you enjoy last night, pet?" Her hand snaked around to flick at his cage.

Marcus gasped at the contact. "I—it was intense, Mistress."

"That's not what I asked." Her tone hardened as she reached between his legs and squeezed his balls just hard enough to make him rise to his tiptoes. "Did. You. Enjoy. It?"

"Yes!" Marcus whimpered, the pain mixing with forbidden pleasure. "Yes, Mistress, I enjoyed watching you with him."

She released her grip and patted his cheek condescendingly. "Good boy. Honesty is important in a relationship." She turned on the shower and tested the water temperature. "Join me. You're going to wash me thoroughly this morning. I want to be clean before I get dirty again."

Marcus's heart skipped a beat. "Again, Mistress?"

Veronica laughed, the sound echoing off the bathroom tiles. "Oh yes, pet. Damien is coming back this afternoon. And this time, he's bringing a friend." She stepped into the shower, beckoning him to follow. "But first, I have some morning exercises planned for you."

Under the hot spray of water, Veronica handed Marcus a loofah and body wash. "Start with my back," she commanded, turning away from him.

He obediently began washing her, working the loofah in circular motions across her shoulders and down her spine. When he reached the small of her back, she pushed her ass against his caged cock.

"Feel that?" she taunted, grinding against him. "Remember how wet Damien made me last night? How he filled me up while you could only watch?"

Marcus's breath hitched as his cock strained painfully against its plastic prison. "Yes, Mistress."

"My pussy is still a little sore from him," she continued, guiding his hand with the loofah between her legs. "He was so much bigger than you. So much more... satisfying."

Each word was a dagger of humiliation that somehow only intensified Marcus's arousal. Pre-cum leaked from the tip of his caged cock, dripping down to mix with the shower water.

"Look at you, getting excited from hearing about another man fucking me." Veronica turned to face him, taking the loofah from his hand. "On your knees."

Marcus sank down, the hard tile of the shower floor uncomfortable against his knees. Veronica spread her legs slightly and guided his face between them.

"Clean me with your tongue," she ordered. "Every. Single. Inch."

He eagerly complied, his tongue exploring her folds, tasting the lingering essence of her arousal. She gripped his hair tightly, controlling his movements, pressing his face harder against her when he found a particularly sensitive spot.

"That's it," she moaned, rolling her hips against his mouth. "Such a good little cuck. So eager to please after watching me get properly fucked."

The word 'cuck' sent a jolt through Marcus's body. It was a term she'd only recently introduced to their play, and the degradation of it made his cage feel even tighter.

Veronica suddenly pulled his head back, denying him the pleasure of serving her. "Not yet. I don't want to come yet." She turned off the shower and stepped out, leaving him kneeling under the now-cold water. "Dry me," she commanded, throwing a towel at him.

Marcus followed her out of the shower, his legs stiff from kneeling. He carefully dried every inch of her body, paying special attention to her breasts and between her legs as she instructed. When he finished, she took the towel from him and dropped it on the floor.

"Don't bother drying yourself. You'll be sweating soon enough."

She led him back to the bedroom, where she pointed to the floor at the foot of the bed. "Lie down on your back, arms above your head."

Marcus positioned himself as instructed, the hardwood floor cold against his wet skin. Veronica opened the drawer of her nightstand and removed several items: a blindfold, a small remote control, and a bottle of lube.

"We're going to try something new this morning," she explained, kneeling beside him. She secured the blindfold over his eyes, plunging him into darkness. "Since you were such a good boy last night, I'm going to give you a special treat."

Marcus felt her hands on his thighs, pushing his legs apart. The snap of the lube bottle opening echoed in the quiet room, followed by the cold sensation of the gel being applied between his cheeks.

"Mistress?" he questioned nervously.

"Shh," she soothed, her finger circling his entrance. "Trust me."

Slowly, she pressed a finger inside him, making him gasp at the intrusion. She worked him open gradually, adding a second finger when he relaxed.

"Good boy," she praised. "Now for your reward."

Marcus felt something firm but yielding pressing against his opening. Veronica pushed it inside him slowly, the plug stretching him in a way that was both uncomfortable and strangely pleasurable.

"There we go," she said once it was fully seated. "This is a special toy I bought just for you. It has some... interesting features."

Without warning, the plug began to vibrate, sending shockwaves of pleasure through Marcus's prostate. He cried out, his hips bucking involuntarily.

"Oh fuck! Mistress, please!"

"Please what?" Veronica asked innocently, increasing the intensity with the remote.

"It's too much! I can't—I need—" Marcus couldn't form coherent thoughts as the vibrations stimulated him in a way he'd never experienced before.

"You need to come?" Veronica finished for him. "But you can't, can you? Not with that cage on. Not without my permission." She decreased the intensity slightly. "This is called prostate milking, pet. If I keep this up long enough, you'll leak cum without ever having an orgasm. All the release with none of the pleasure."

Marcus whimpered as she increased the vibrations again. His cock strained desperately against its confines, pre-cum flowing freely now.

"Please, Mistress," he begged, though he wasn't sure what he was begging for.

"Please what? Please stop? Please let you come? Please fuck you like Damien fucked me?" Veronica's voice was taunting. She straddled his chest, her wet heat pressing against his skin. "Be specific, pet."

"Please—please let me serve you," Marcus gasped, knowing it was the answer most likely to please her.

Veronica laughed, clearly delighted by his response. "Good answer." She crawled up his body until her thighs were on either side of his head. "Since you asked so nicely..."

She lowered herself onto his face, her pussy hovering just above his mouth. "Make me come with your tongue while that toy milks your pathetic cock dry."

Marcus eagerly extended his tongue, lapping at her folds with desperate enthusiasm. The combination of the vibrating plug against his prostate and Veronica's taste on his tongue was overwhelming. He felt himself leaking continuously now, a strange sensation of release without relief.

Veronica ground herself against his face, using him for her pleasure. "That's it, right there," she moaned as his tongue found her clit. "God, I love using your face while you're desperate and denied."

The vibrations inside him increased again, and Marcus groaned against her pussy, the sound making her shiver with delight.

"You're going to make me come," she panted, riding his face harder. "And then—fuck!—and then you're going to thank me for the privilege."

Marcus redoubled his efforts, sucking her clit between his lips and flicking it with his tongue the way he knew she loved. Her thighs began to tremble on either side of his head, her breathing becoming erratic.

"Yes, yes, yes!" she cried out, her orgasm washing over her in waves. She gripped his hair painfully tight, grinding against his mouth as she rode out her pleasure.

As her orgasm subsided, she lifted herself off his face and removed his blindfold. His eyes blinked against the sudden light, focusing on her satisfied smile.

"Look at the mess you've made," she said, gesturing to his caged cock. A puddle of cum had leaked out, pooling on his stomach. "All that release, and not a single ounce of pleasure. How does it feel to be emptied without satisfaction?"

"Frustrating, Mistress," Marcus admitted, his voice hoarse.

"Good." She reached between his legs and slowly removed the vibrating plug, making him wince. "That's exactly how I want you to feel when Damien and his friend arrive later."

She stood up and walked to her closet, pulling out a short black dress. "Clean yourself up and make breakfast. I want avocado toast and a mimosa." She glanced back at him still lying on the floor. "Oh, and Marcus? Wear the maid's apron while you cook. Nothing else."

Marcus carefully got to his feet, his legs shaky from the intense stimulation. "Yes, Mistress."

As he made his way to the kitchen, he heard Veronica's phone chime with a text message, followed by her delighted laugh.

"Change of plans, pet!" she called out. "Damien and his friend Tyler will be here in an hour. Better make breakfast for four."

Marcus's stomach clenched with a mixture of dread and anticipation. The day had barely begun, and already Veronica was pushing his limits further than ever before. As he tied the frilly black apron around his waist, the cage between his legs a constant reminder of his submission, he wondered what other humiliations she had planned for him.

The key to his release hung around her neck, taunting him with its proximity. One month? Two? How long would she keep him denied? The uncertainty was both terrifying and thrilling.

In the bedroom, he could hear Veronica humming happily as she prepared for her guests. The sound sent a shiver down his spine. Whatever happened next, he knew one thing for certain: his journey into submission was far from over. In fact, it seemed it was just beginning.


Chapter 3: Double Trouble

Marcus's hands trembled slightly as he arranged avocado toast on four plates, the frilly edges of the maid's apron brushing against his thighs with each movement. The garment covered almost nothing—by design, of course. Veronica had purchased it specifically for moments like this, when she wanted to emphasize his servitude and vulnerability.

The doorbell rang, sending a jolt of anxiety through his body. He heard Veronica's heels clicking across the hardwood floor, followed by the sound of the front door opening and male voices greeting her enthusiastically.

"He's in the kitchen," Veronica's voice drifted down the hallway. "Making us breakfast like a good little pet."

Laughter followed her comment, and Marcus felt his face flush with humiliation. He arranged the mimosas on a tray, trying to steady his breathing as the footsteps approached.

"Well, isn't this domestic," came Damien's deep voice from the kitchen doorway.

Marcus turned to see the man from last night leaning casually against the doorframe, his muscular frame accentuated by a tight t-shirt and jeans. Beside him stood another man—taller, with sandy blond hair and piercing blue eyes. Tyler, presumably. Both men were eyeing him with amused smirks.

"The apron's a nice touch," Tyler commented, his gaze traveling down to the cage visible beneath the short hem.

Veronica appeared behind them, now wearing a silk robe that barely reached mid-thigh. "Marcus takes his service very seriously, don't you, pet?"

"Yes, Mistress," Marcus replied, keeping his eyes lowered as she had trained him to do in the presence of her guests.

"Bring the food to the dining room," she instructed. "And remember to serve our guests first."

Marcus carried the tray carefully, acutely aware of his exposure as he walked. The cage between his legs felt heavier with each step, the metal lock clicking softly against the plastic. In the dining room, he placed a plate and mimosa in front of each person, serving Veronica last as per her rules.

"Aren't you going to eat?" Tyler asked, a hint of mock concern in his voice.

"Pets eat after everyone else," Veronica answered for him. "And only if they've been good." She reached out and stroked Marcus's cheek. "Kneel beside me while we eat."

Marcus sank to his knees next to Veronica's chair, his back straight, hands resting on his thighs as she preferred. From this position, he had a clear view of the three of them enjoying the breakfast he'd prepared.

"So, Veronica tells us you've been locked up for over three months now," Damien said between bites, addressing Marcus directly for the first time. "That's impressive dedication."

"Thank you, Sir," Marcus replied, the honorific coming automatically now when addressing Veronica's bulls.

"He doesn't have much choice," Veronica said with a laugh, dangling the key that hung around her neck. "I control when—or if—he gets relief."

Tyler whistled. "Three months without coming? That's intense."

"Oh, he comes," Veronica corrected, running her fingers through Marcus's hair possessively. "Just not the way you'd think. I milked him this morning with a prostate toy. All the fluid, none of the pleasure." She tugged his hair sharply. "Isn't that right, pet?"

"Yes, Mistress," Marcus confirmed, his cock stirring in its cage at the memory.

"That's fucking hot," Tyler said, leaning forward with interest. "What else do you make him do?"

Veronica smiled wickedly. "Why don't I show you after breakfast? I have a whole day of activities planned."

The meal continued with casual conversation, the three of them discussing Marcus as if he weren't present, detailing his training and submission over the past year. By the time they finished eating, Marcus's knees ached from the hard floor, but he remained still, waiting for permission to move.

"Clear the dishes," Veronica finally instructed. "Then meet us in the bedroom."

Marcus gathered the plates and glasses, listening to the three of them leave the dining room, their laughter echoing down the hallway. He quickly washed the dishes, his heart pounding with anticipation and dread. What did Veronica have planned for him today?

When he entered the bedroom, he found Veronica sitting on the edge of the bed, while Damien and Tyler stood nearby, both already shirtless. The sight of their muscular chests made Marcus acutely aware of his own less impressive physique.

"There you are," Veronica said, patting the spot beside her. "Come sit."

Marcus removed the apron and sat next to her, feeling vulnerable under the gaze of the two men.

"I've been telling Damien and Tyler about our arrangement," she explained, her hand resting possessively on his thigh. "About how you've surrendered your pleasure to me. About how watching me with other men makes your pathetic little cock strain in its cage."

Marcus swallowed hard, unable to deny it as his caged member responded to her words.

"Today, we're going to try something new," she continued. "Something we've discussed in fantasy but never actually done." She reached into the nightstand drawer and pulled out a bottle of lube and a black silicone dildo that was significantly larger than Marcus's natural size.

"You're going to learn what it feels like to be fucked properly," she said, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. "While I enjoy myself with both of these fine gentlemen."

Marcus's eyes widened. They had roleplayed scenarios where she pegged him, but they'd never involved another person actually penetrating him. "Mistress, I—"

"Color?" she interrupted, her expression serious despite the teasing tone of moments before.

Marcus took a deep breath, considering. This was pushing his boundaries, but wasn't that what their relationship was about? Her pushing him beyond what he thought he could handle, showing him new depths of submission?

"Green," he finally said, his voice barely audible.

Veronica's smile returned, more predatory than before. "Good boy." She turned to Damien and Tyler. "He's all yours to prepare. I'm going to get comfortable."

She stood and removed her robe, revealing a black lace bra and matching thong underneath. The sight of her nearly naked body made Marcus's cock strain painfully against its confines, a reaction not lost on anyone in the room.

"Look at him," Tyler chuckled, approaching the bed. "Already leaking just from looking at you."

Damien moved to the other side of Marcus, his presence intimidating. "On your hands and knees," he instructed, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Marcus complied, positioning himself on the bed as directed. Behind him, he heard the cap of the lube bottle opening.

"Ever had a real cock inside you?" Tyler asked, running a hand down Marcus's spine.

"No, Sir," Marcus admitted, tensing as he felt a lubed finger circling his entrance.

"Relax," Damien advised, pushing a finger slowly inside him. "Fighting it only makes it hurt more."

Marcus tried to follow the instruction, focusing on his breathing as Damien worked him open methodically, adding a second finger when the first met less resistance.

Meanwhile, Veronica had positioned herself at the head of the bed, watching the proceedings with obvious enjoyment. "He looks good like that, doesn't he? Spread open and vulnerable."

"He does," Tyler agreed, his hand now stroking his own hardening cock. "Can't wait to see him take a real dick."

Damien added a third finger, the stretch burning slightly despite the generous amount of lube. "He's almost ready. Who gets to go first?"

"Tyler," Veronica decided. "You're bigger. Let's work him up to you."

Tyler grinned, moving into position behind Marcus as Damien withdrew his fingers. "Ready to get fucked like your girlfriend gets fucked?" he taunted, pressing the head of his cock against Marcus's prepared entrance.

Marcus closed his eyes, bracing himself. The pressure increased as Tyler pushed forward, breaching him slowly but steadily. The sensation was overwhelming—pain mixed with an unexpected pleasure as the head of Tyler's cock finally slipped past the tight ring of muscle.

"Fuck, he's tight," Tyler groaned, gripping Marcus's hips firmly.

"Take it slow," Veronica instructed, her voice thick with arousal. "I want him to feel every inch."

Tyler complied, pushing deeper in small increments, allowing Marcus time to adjust to each new sensation. By the time he was fully seated, Marcus was panting, his body trembling with the effort of accommodating the intrusion.

"How does it feel, pet?" Veronica asked, lifting his chin to meet her gaze.

"Full, Mistress," Marcus gasped. "So full."

"Good. Now you know how I feel when I'm being properly fucked." She looked up at Tyler. "You can move now. Show him what he's been missing."

Tyler began to thrust slowly, each movement sending shockwaves of sensation through Marcus's body. The initial discomfort gave way to an intense pleasure as Tyler's cock repeatedly brushed against his prostate.

"Look at him," Damien commented, now standing beside the bed stroking himself. "He's fucking loving it."

It was true. Despite the humiliation, despite the pain, Marcus found himself pushing back against Tyler's thrusts, seeking more of the intense stimulation. His caged cock leaked continuously, creating a wet spot on the bedsheets beneath him.

"Damien, come here," Veronica beckoned, spreading her legs invitingly. "No reason for you to wait your turn for everything."

Damien eagerly joined her on the bed, positioning himself between her thighs. He pushed her thong aside rather than removing it and buried his face in her pussy, making her moan loudly.

"Yes, just like that," she encouraged, gripping his hair to guide his movements. Her eyes remained fixed on Marcus, watching his reactions as Tyler continued to fuck him with increasing intensity.

The room filled with the sounds of sex—skin slapping against skin, moans and grunts of pleasure, the wet noises of Damien's tongue working Veronica's folds. Marcus felt lost in a haze of sensation, his body responding in ways he never imagined possible.

"I'm getting close," Tyler announced, his thrusts becoming more erratic. "Where do you want it?"

"Inside him," Veronica commanded without hesitation. "I want him to know what it feels like to be used as a cum dump."

The crude term sent a jolt through Marcus's body, his cage feeling impossibly tight now. Tyler's grip on his hips tightened painfully as he drove in deeper, harder.

"Fuck, I'm coming!" Tyler groaned, pressing himself flush against Marcus's ass as he emptied himself.

The sensation of being filled with another man's cum was strange and intensely humiliating, yet Marcus found himself on the edge of a ruined orgasm, his body betraying him completely.

Tyler pulled out slowly, leaving Marcus feeling empty and used. "Your turn, Damien," he said, moving aside.

Damien lifted his head from between Veronica's legs, his face glistening with her juices. "Gladly." He moved behind Marcus, who was still trying to catch his breath. "No rest for the wicked," he teased, positioning himself at Marcus's now loosened entrance.

With one powerful thrust, Damien entered him, causing Marcus to cry out at the renewed intrusion. "Still tight, even after taking Tyler's cock," Damien observed, establishing a brutal pace immediately.

Veronica moved to kneel beside Marcus's head, lifting his face to look at her. "How does it feel to be the one getting fucked for a change?" she asked, her eyes dark with lust. "To be the receptacle for someone else's pleasure?"

"Overwhelming, Mistress," Marcus admitted, his voice breaking as Damien hit his prostate particularly hard.

"I bet it is," she purred, leaning down to kiss him deeply. When she pulled back, she smiled wickedly. "But we're just getting started."

She positioned herself beneath Marcus, sliding under his suspended body until she was looking up at him, her pussy directly below his face. "Eat me while he fucks you," she commanded. "Show me you can still serve me even while you're being used."

Marcus lowered his head, his tongue finding her clit as Damien continued to pound into him from behind. The dual sensations—giving pleasure while receiving it in such a foreign way—were almost too much to process.

"That's it," Veronica moaned, grinding against his mouth. "Use that talented tongue."

Tyler, having recovered somewhat, moved to kneel beside Veronica's head. She turned and took his semi-hard cock into her mouth, working him back to full hardness while Marcus continued to pleasure her and Damien maintained his relentless pace.

The scene was depraved beyond anything Marcus had experienced before—him on all fours, being fucked by one man while eating his girlfriend's pussy as she sucked off another man. The humiliation was complete, and yet he had never been more aroused in his life, his caged cock painfully hard and continuously leaking.

"I'm going to come," Veronica announced, her thighs tensing around Marcus's head. "Don't you dare stop!"

Marcus redoubled his efforts, sucking her clit between his lips as she shuddered through her orgasm, her cries muffled by Tyler's cock in her mouth. Behind him, Damien's thrusts became more forceful, more urgent.

"Where do you want this load?" Damien asked, his voice strained with impending release.

Veronica pulled off Tyler's cock long enough to reply, "Pull out. Come on his back. I want to see it."

Damien withdrew and with a few quick strokes of his hand, he was coming, hot spurts landing across Marcus's back and ass. The sensation of being marked in such a primal way made Marcus whimper against Veronica's pussy.

"Look at you," Veronica said, sliding out from under him to admire the sight. "Covered in another man's cum, your little cage dripping, your hole used and stretched." She ran a finger through the mess on his back, bringing it to his lips. "Clean it."

Marcus obediently sucked her finger clean, the taste of Damien's cum unfamiliar but not entirely unpleasant.

"Good boy," she praised. "But we're not done yet." She looked at Tyler, who was fully hard again thanks to her oral attention. "Your turn with me now. I want Marcus to watch you fuck me properly while he's still leaking from being used."

Tyler eagerly positioned himself between Veronica's legs as she lay back on the bed. Marcus was directed to kneel beside them, still covered in Damien's release, his body aching from the unfamiliar activities.

"Watch carefully," Veronica instructed as Tyler pushed into her with one smooth thrust. "This is what real sex looks like. This is what you're missing while you're locked in that little cage."

Marcus couldn't look away as Tyler began to fuck Veronica with long, powerful strokes. Her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeper with each thrust. The sounds she made—the genuine cries of pleasure—were so different from the ones she made during their rare sessions when she allowed him to please her with his mouth or fingers.

"Yes, yes, just like that!" she cried out, her back arching off the bed. "Fuck me harder!"

Tyler complied, his hips slamming against hers with bruising force. Damien moved behind Marcus, his hands on Marcus's shoulders, ensuring he couldn't look away from the scene before him.

"See how a real man satisfies a woman?" Damien whispered in his ear. "See how much she loves taking a real cock?"

Marcus nodded mutely, transfixed by the sight of his girlfriend being thoroughly pleasured by another man. His own cock strained uselessly against its plastic prison, denied even as his body still processed the intense stimulation of being penetrated.

"I'm going to come again," Veronica announced, her voice high and breathless. "You're making me come so hard!"

Tyler grunted in response, his pace becoming frantic as he chased his own release. "Where do you want it?" he managed to ask between thrusts.

"Inside me," Veronica gasped. "Fill me up. I want Marcus to clean it out of me afterward."

The words sent a jolt through Marcus's body, a mixture of humiliation and desperate arousal. He watched as Tyler drove deep one final time, his body tensing as he emptied himself inside Veronica. She clung to him, her nails leaving red marks down his back as her own orgasm washed over her.

As Tyler pulled out and rolled to the side, Veronica beckoned Marcus closer. "You know what to do," she said, spreading her legs to reveal her well-used pussy, now leaking Tyler's cum.

Marcus lowered his head obediently, his tongue lapping at the mixture of her juices and Tyler's release. The taste was bitter and musky, but he cleaned her thoroughly, swallowing every drop as she had trained him to do.

"Such a good pet," she praised, stroking his hair as he worked. "So obedient, so willing to debase yourself for my pleasure."

When he had finished, she pulled him up for a deep kiss, tasting the evidence of her encounter on his tongue. "You've been so good today," she murmured against his lips. "I think you deserve a reward."

Hope flared in Marcus's chest. Would she finally unlock him? Allow him a real orgasm after months of denial?

Veronica seemed to read his thoughts and laughed softly. "Not that kind of reward, pet. Not yet." She reached for the key around her neck, but instead of unlocking his cage, she used it to tap against the plastic, the sound a cruel reminder of his predicament.

"Your reward is that you get to serve all three of us for the rest of the day," she explained. "Cooking, cleaning, massaging... whatever we desire. And tonight, you'll sleep on the floor beside the bed while Damien and Tyler take turns with me."

Marcus's heart sank, even as his cock twitched at the thought of more humiliation. "Thank you, Mistress," he said automatically, the response ingrained after months of training.

"And if you're very, very good," she added, her voice dropping to a whisper, "maybe tomorrow I'll let Damien fuck your ass while you eat my pussy, and we'll see if we can milk another ruined orgasm from that pathetic caged cock of yours."

The promise—or threat—of more depraved activities sent a shiver down Marcus's spine. As he looked at Veronica's satisfied smile and the amused expressions of Damien and Tyler, he realized that his journey into submission had reached a new level. The key to his release remained tantalizingly out of reach, dangling between Veronica's breasts, a symbol of her complete control over his pleasure.

And despite everything—the humiliation, the denial, the pain—he wouldn't have it any other way.

"Now," Veronica said, rising from the bed, "be a good pet and run us all a bath. We've worked up quite a sweat, and you need to be cleaned properly before you serve us lunch."

"Yes, Mistress," Marcus replied, carefully getting to his feet, his body aching in places he never knew could ache. As he made his way to the bathroom, he could hear the three of them laughing and discussing what they wanted to do to him next.

The cage between his legs felt heavier than ever, a constant reminder of his place in this new dynamic. How much longer would Veronica keep him denied? Weeks? Months? Forever? The uncertainty was both terrifying and thrilling, a contradiction that defined his submission to her.

One thing was certain: whatever came next would push his limits even further. And deep down, beneath the humiliation and frustration, he craved exactly that.


Chapter 4: The Ultimate Surrender

The week following Damien and Tyler's visit had been relatively quiet. Veronica had allowed Marcus time to recover, though she'd made sure to remind him daily of his place—a flick of her nail against his cage during breakfast, a casual comment about how well he'd taken Damien's cock, the key to his freedom dangling between her breasts as she changed clothes in front of him. Each reminder sent a jolt of arousal and humiliation through his body, keeping him in a constant state of desperate need.

Now, as Friday evening approached, Marcus found himself meticulously cleaning their apartment per Veronica's instructions. She had been mysteriously absent most of the day, leaving him with a detailed list of tasks and a cryptic note: "Tonight will change everything. Be ready."

The doorbell rang at precisely 7:00 PM. Marcus, dressed only in the black silk boxers Veronica had laid out for him (with a hole cut out for his cage to be visible), took a deep breath before answering.

Veronica stood in the doorway, but she wasn't alone. Behind her were Damien and Tyler, now familiar faces that made Marcus's heart race with anticipation and dread. But there were others—two women he didn't recognize and another man, all impeccably dressed and eyeing him with predatory interest.

"Hello, pet," Veronica greeted, stepping inside and kissing him lightly on the cheek. She wore a blood-red latex dress that clung to every curve, her hair pulled back in a severe ponytail that emphasized her sharp cheekbones. "I see you followed my instructions."

"Yes, Mistress," Marcus replied, his eyes lowered respectfully.

"Good boy." She gestured to her companions. "You remember Damien and Tyler, of course. Allow me to introduce the rest of tonight's guests. This is Elena and Sophia," she indicated the two women—one tall with cropped black hair, the other petite with flowing blonde locks. "And this is Master Xavier, a professional Dom and good friend of mine."

Xavier stepped forward, his presence commanding immediate attention. He was older than the others, perhaps in his mid-forties, with salt-and-pepper hair and the physique of someone who spent considerable time maintaining his body. His eyes, a piercing gray, assessed Marcus with clinical interest.

"So this is your pet," Xavier said, his voice deep and cultured. "Veronica has told me much about you, boy."

"Thank you for having us," Elena added, her accent hinting at Eastern European origins. She reached out and boldly flicked Marcus's cage, making him flinch. "He's cute. I like the way he jumps."

Sophia giggled, a sound that belied the wicked gleam in her eyes. "Can we make him jump some more?"

"All in good time," Veronica assured them, placing a possessive hand on Marcus's shoulder. "First, let's get comfortable. Marcus, serve drinks for everyone. You'll find everything prepared in the kitchen."

As Marcus retreated to the kitchen, he could hear them settling in the living room, their voices a low murmur of anticipation. On the counter, he found a tray with seven glasses—six filled with an amber liquid he recognized as Veronica's expensive whiskey, one with water. His, obviously.

When he returned with the drinks, the group had arranged themselves around the living room. Veronica sat in the large armchair that she jokingly called her "throne," while the others occupied the sofa and remaining chairs. A space on the floor beside Veronica's chair had been left conspicuously empty.

"Kneel," she instructed after he had distributed the drinks.

Marcus sank to his knees in the designated spot, his back straight, hands resting on his thighs as she had trained him.

"Perfect," Veronica purred, running her fingers through his hair. "Now, I'm sure you're wondering why I've gathered everyone here tonight." She addressed this to Marcus, though her eyes swept the room, including all her guests in the conversation.

"Tonight marks a special occasion," she continued. "It's been exactly three months and two weeks since I locked up my pet's cock. Three months and two weeks of denial, of training, of reshaping him into the perfect submissive."

She lifted her glass in a toast. "And tonight, we celebrate the next phase of his training with a little... party."

The others raised their glasses, murmuring their approval. Marcus remained still, his heart pounding against his ribs.

"But before we begin," Veronica said, reaching into her purse and withdrawing a small velvet box, "I have something for you, pet."

She opened the box to reveal a sleek metal collar, more elegant and permanent-looking than the leather one he currently wore. "This is a symbol of your complete surrender to me," she explained, removing his leather collar and replacing it with the metal one. It locked with a small click, the key different from the one that secured his cage.

"Thank you, Mistress," Marcus whispered, understanding the significance of the gesture. This was no longer play; this was a lifestyle commitment.

"Now," Veronica addressed the group, "let me explain tonight's entertainment. Each of you will have the opportunity to use my pet however you wish—within the boundaries we've discussed privately. I'll be observing and participating, of course." She smiled down at Marcus. "And at the end of the night, if he's pleased everyone sufficiently, he'll receive a special reward."

Hope flared in Marcus's chest. Would she finally release him? Allow him the orgasm he'd been denied for so long?

As if reading his thoughts, Veronica laughed softly. "Don't get too excited, pet. Your reward may not be what you're hoping for."

She stood, her latex dress catching the light as she moved. "Let's move to the playroom. I've had it specially prepared for tonight."

The "playroom" was their spare bedroom, which Veronica had gradually converted into a dungeon of sorts over the past year. As the group filed in, Marcus saw that she had indeed been busy. The room had been transformed—the walls now draped in dark fabric, the lighting subdued and red-tinged. Various pieces of equipment had been arranged around the space: a St. Andrew's cross against one wall, a spanking bench in the center, a suspension rig hanging from a reinforced ceiling beam.

But what caught Marcus's attention was the large bed that dominated one side of the room. It had been fitted with restraints at each corner and was covered in a black rubber sheet that would show every drop of fluid that fell upon it.

"Impressive," Xavier commented, running his hand along the spanking bench appreciatively. "You've created quite the space here, Veronica."

"Thank you," she replied, clearly pleased by the praise. "I believe in having the right tools for proper training."

She turned to Marcus, who stood uncertainly by the door. "Strip," she commanded. "Then lie face-up on the bed. It's time to prepare you for your first experience."

Marcus removed his boxers, now fully naked except for his cage and new collar. He climbed onto the bed, the rubber sheet cool against his skin, and positioned himself as instructed. Veronica approached with leather cuffs, securing his wrists and ankles to the corners of the bed, leaving him spread-eagled and completely vulnerable.

"Who would like to go first?" Veronica asked, stepping back to admire her handiwork.

"Ladies first, I think," Xavier suggested, gesturing to Elena and Sophia.

The two women exchanged glances, a silent communication passing between them. "We prefer to work together," Elena said, her accent thickening with anticipation.

They approached the bed, both beginning to undress unhurriedly. Elena revealed a toned, athletic body adorned with intricate tattoos along her ribs and thighs. Sophia, by contrast, was softer, her curves more pronounced, her skin unmarked except for a small butterfly tattoo on her hip.

"He's pretty," Sophia remarked, climbing onto the bed and straddling Marcus's chest. Her pussy, completely bare and already glistening with arousal, hovered inches from his face. "Has he been trained to please a woman properly?"

"Oh yes," Veronica assured her, now seated in a plush chair positioned for the best view. "His tongue is one of his few redeeming qualities."

Elena laughed, positioning herself between Marcus's spread legs. She ran her fingers along his inner thighs, deliberately avoiding his caged cock. "And this has been locked for over three months? No wonder he looks desperate."

"Please him," Sophia instructed, lowering herself until her pussy made contact with Marcus's mouth. "Show us how well you've been trained."

Marcus didn't need to be told twice. He extended his tongue, finding her clit with practiced ease, circling it slowly before applying more direct pressure. Sophia moaned appreciatively, grinding herself against his face.

Meanwhile, Elena had produced a small vibrator from somewhere and was running it teasingly along Marcus's perineum and balls. The dual sensations—Sophia's wetness flooding his mouth and Elena's expert teasing—had him straining against his cage within minutes.

"Look at him," Elena observed, flicking the plastic device with her nail. "So desperate, yet so helpless."

Sophia was moving more urgently now, chasing her pleasure with single-minded focus. "God, his tongue is good," she gasped, reaching down to grip his hair painfully. "Right there, don't stop!"

Marcus continued his ministrations, even as Elena's vibrator moved lower, circling his exposed asshole. He felt a cool sensation as she applied lube, then pressure as she slowly worked a finger inside him.

"He opens up so easily," Elena commented. "You've trained his ass well, Veronica."

"Damien and Tyler helped with that last week," Veronica replied casually, sipping her whiskey as she watched. "He took both of them like a champion."

The reminder of his previous use sent a wave of humiliation through Marcus, making his cock strain even harder against its confines. Elena seemed to notice, adding a second finger alongside the first, curling them to find his prostate.

Above him, Sophia's movements became erratic, her thighs trembling on either side of his head. "I'm close," she announced, her voice high and breathless. "Make me come with that talented tongue!"

Marcus redoubled his efforts, sucking her clit between his lips and flicking it rapidly with his tongue. Elena chose that moment to press firmly against his prostate while simultaneously activating the vibrator to its highest setting.

The dual assault was overwhelming. As Sophia cried out her release, flooding his face with her juices, Marcus felt his own body responding, his prostate stimulated to the point of release despite his cage. Cum leaked from his confined cock, dribbling onto his stomach in a ruined orgasm that provided relief without pleasure.

"Oh, look at that," Elena said with delight. "He's leaking. How pathetic."

Sophia climbed off his face, her legs still shaky from her orgasm. "That was lovely," she said, leaning down to kiss his forehead almost tenderly. "Thank you for your service."

Elena withdrew her fingers and the vibrator, leaving Marcus feeling empty and used. Both women moved away from the bed, accepting towels from Veronica to clean themselves.

"Who's next?" Veronica asked, her eyes gleaming with sadistic pleasure as she observed Marcus's state—face covered in Sophia's release, his own cum pooling on his stomach, chest heaving with exertion.

"I believe I'll take a turn," Xavier said, rising from his seat. Unlike the others, he remained fully clothed, merely rolling up the sleeves of his crisp black shirt. From a leather bag he'd brought with him, he withdrew several items: a flogger, a riding crop, and what appeared to be a sound—a thin metal rod designed for urethral insertion.

"May I?" he asked Veronica, gesturing to Marcus's cage.

"The cage stays on," she replied firmly. "But you may use the sound through the opening if you wish."

Xavier nodded, approaching the bed with the deliberate movements of someone who had done this countless times before. "Boy," he addressed Marcus directly, "I understand you've been exploring your submission through denial and humiliation. Today, I'm going to introduce you to the purifying nature of pain."

Without further warning, he brought the riding crop down across Marcus's inner thigh, leaving a bright red mark. Marcus gasped, unprepared for the sharp sting.

"Count," Xavier instructed. "And thank me after each stroke."

"One. Thank you, Sir," Marcus managed, his voice shaky.

The crop landed again, this time on his other thigh. "Two. Thank you, Sir."

Xavier continued methodically, landing precise strikes across Marcus's thighs, chest, and stomach, carefully avoiding his caged genitals for now. By the tenth stroke, Marcus was panting, his skin on fire, tears pricking at the corners of his eyes.

"Good boy," Xavier praised, setting the crop aside and picking up the flogger. "Now we warm you up properly."

The flogger was different—less precise, more thuddy than stingy. Xavier wielded it with expert skill, building a rhythm that had Marcus floating in a haze of endorphins. The pain transformed, becoming something almost pleasurable, a counterpoint to the constant ache of denial from his cage.

After several minutes of flogging, Xavier set the implement aside and moved between Marcus's legs. "Now for something more intimate," he said, holding up the sound. It gleamed in the red-tinged light, long and slightly curved.

Marcus's eyes widened. He had never experienced sounding before, though Veronica had mentioned it as a possibility for future play.

"Relax," Xavier instructed, applying a generous amount of sterile lubricant to the sound. "Fighting it will only cause pain. Surrender to the sensation."

He positioned the tip of the sound at the small opening of Marcus's cage, finding the urethra with practiced ease. Slowly, carefully, he began to insert the metal rod, watching Marcus's face for signs of distress.

The sensation was unlike anything Marcus had experienced before—not exactly painful, but intensely invasive, creating pressure from inside his cock that made him gasp. Inch by inch, Xavier fed the sound into him, until it was seated fully, only a small portion visible at the tip.

"Beautiful," Xavier commented, tapping the exposed end lightly, sending vibrations through Marcus's entire cock. "The perfect combination of invasion and denial."

He began to move the sound in and out in small increments, essentially fucking Marcus's cock from the inside while it remained caged and unable to harden fully. The sensation was maddening—pleasure and discomfort so intertwined that Marcus couldn't separate them.

"Please," he gasped, though he wasn't sure what he was begging for.

"Please what?" Xavier asked calmly, continuing the slow movement of the sound.

"I don't know, Sir," Marcus admitted, his body trembling with overwhelming sensation.

Xavier smiled, seemingly pleased with this response. "Exactly. You don't know what you want anymore. Your desires are secondary to your service." He carefully removed the sound, setting it aside to be sterilized later. "You've done well, boy. You took your pain beautifully."

He stepped back, allowing Veronica to approach. She surveyed Marcus's body—marked with red welts from the crop and flogger, his caged cock now leaking a steady stream of pre-cum despite the earlier ruined orgasm.

"You're doing so well, pet," she praised, stroking his cheek tenderly. "Are you ready for more?"

"Yes, Mistress," Marcus replied, his voice hoarse. Despite the intensity of what he'd already experienced, he found himself craving more—more sensation, more use, more opportunities to please Veronica by surrendering completely.

"Good. Because Damien and Tyler have been very patient." She glanced over at the two men, who had been watching the proceedings with obvious arousal. Both were now shirtless, their erections visible through their pants. "And they've been looking forward to using you again."

She released the restraints on Marcus's limbs, allowing him to move for the first time in over an hour. "On your hands and knees," she instructed. "Center of the bed."

Marcus complied, his muscles protesting after being held in one position for so long. He positioned himself as directed, acutely aware of his vulnerability in this pose.

Damien approached first, now completely naked, his cock already fully hard. "Missed this ass," he commented, running a hand over Marcus's buttocks before delivering a sharp slap that made Marcus jerk forward.

Tyler joined him, equally naked, his larger cock jutting proudly from a nest of dark hair. "Think he can take both of us this time?" he asked Veronica, the question sending a jolt of fear through Marcus's body.

"That's exactly what I had in mind," Veronica confirmed, her voice thick with anticipation. "I want to see him stuffed full of both of you at once."

Marcus's heart raced. He had taken each of them separately, but both at once? It seemed impossible.

"Relax, pet," Veronica soothed, noting his panic. "We'll prepare you properly. Color?"

Marcus took a deep breath, considering. This was pushing far beyond anything he'd experienced, but wasn't that the point of tonight? To surrender completely?

"Green, Mistress," he finally said, his voice barely audible.

"Good boy." She nodded to Elena, who approached with a bottle of lube and what appeared to be a large butt plug.

"We'll stretch you first," Elena explained, applying a generous amount of lube to the toy. "This will make it easier."

The plug was significantly larger than anything Marcus had taken before, its widest point looking impossibly big. Elena worked slowly, adding more lube than seemed necessary, gradually working the plug into him inch by inch.

The stretch burned despite the careful preparation, making Marcus pant and whimper. When the widest part finally slipped past his ring of muscle, his body accepted the rest of the plug, the base settling snugly against him.

"There we go," Elena said, patting his ass approvingly. "Let that sit for a few minutes to open you up."

While they waited, Sophia approached, now wearing a strap-on dildo that bobbed obscenely with each step. "Open," she commanded, positioning the silicone cock at Marcus's lips.

He obediently opened his mouth, allowing her to slide the dildo between his lips. She gripped his hair, controlling the pace as she fucked his face, pushing deeper with each thrust until the tip hit the back of his throat.

"That's it," she encouraged as he struggled not to gag. "Take it all like a good boy."

From his position, Marcus could see Veronica watching intently, one hand between her legs, pleasuring herself through her latex dress. The sight of her arousal fueled his determination to please, to take whatever was given to him.

After several minutes of this dual preparation, Elena carefully removed the plug, leaving Marcus feeling empty and open. "He's ready," she announced, stepping back to give Damien and Tyler access.

"How do you want to do this?" Damien asked, stroking himself as he considered the logistics.

"Marcus on his back," Veronica decided. "Tyler underneath, Damien on top."

They rearranged themselves according to her instructions. Tyler lay on his back, his cock standing at attention. Marcus was positioned above him, facing upward, while Damien knelt between their spread legs.

"Lower yourself onto him," Veronica instructed Marcus.

With Elena's guidance, Marcus slowly impaled himself on Tyler's cock, the earlier stretching making the penetration easier than expected. Once he was fully seated, Tyler's hands gripped his hips, holding him in place.

"Now for the challenging part," Veronica said, her eyes gleaming with sadistic pleasure. "Damien, join them."

Damien applied fresh lube to his cock and positioned himself at Marcus's already filled entrance. "Breathe," he advised, beginning to press forward.

The pressure was intense, bordering on painful despite the preparation. Marcus focused on his breathing, trying to relax as Damien's cock slowly breached him alongside Tyler's. The stretch was beyond anything he'd imagined, a burning fullness that made him cry out.

"Color?" Veronica checked, her voice betraying her arousal at the scene.

"Y-yellow," Marcus gasped, needing a moment to adjust.

Everyone froze immediately. Damien stopped pushing forward, though he didn't withdraw. "Take your time," he said, surprisingly gentle. "We've got all night."

Marcus concentrated on relaxing his muscles, on accepting the intrusion rather than fighting it. After a minute that felt like an eternity, the burning subsided somewhat, replaced by a fullness that was intense but manageable.

"Green," he finally said, giving permission to continue.

Damien resumed his careful entry, inch by excruciating inch, until both he and Tyler were fully seated inside Marcus. The sensation was indescribable—being completely filled, stretched to his limit, utterly used for others' pleasure.

"Look at you," Veronica marveled, circling the bed to get a better view. "Taking two cocks at once while your own remains locked away. The perfect vessel for others' pleasure."

She had removed her latex dress at some point, now naked except for the key that hung between her breasts. She climbed onto the bed, positioning herself above Marcus's face. "Make me come while they fuck you," she commanded, lowering her pussy to his mouth.

Marcus eagerly complied, finding her clit with his tongue as Damien and Tyler began to move. They established a rhythm—one pulling out as the other pushed in, ensuring Marcus was always filled to capacity. The dual sensation of being thoroughly used while serving Veronica with his mouth was overwhelming.

"That's it," Veronica moaned, grinding against his face. "Use that talented tongue. Show me how grateful you are for this experience."

Around them, the others watched with rapt attention. Xavier stood nearby, occasionally offering guidance on angle or rhythm. Elena and Sophia were engaged with each other on a nearby chaise, Sophia's strap-on now buried deep inside Elena as they watched the scene on the bed.

The room filled with the sounds of sex—skin slapping against skin, moans and grunts of pleasure, the wet noises of penetration. Marcus felt lost in a haze of sensation, his body no longer his own but a vessel for the pleasure of others.

"I'm close," Veronica announced, her thighs trembling on either side of Marcus's head. "Make me come, pet. Show everyone how well you serve your Mistress."

Marcus redoubled his efforts, sucking her clit between his lips and flicking it rapidly with his tongue. Below him, Tyler's thrusts became more erratic, signaling his approaching orgasm. Damien maintained his steady pace, each thrust sending shockwaves of sensation through Marcus's overstimulated body.

Veronica came with a cry, her back arching as pleasure washed over her. She ground herself against Marcus's face, riding out her orgasm on his tongue. As her tremors subsided, she moved away, allowing him to breathe properly for the first time in minutes.

"I'm gonna come," Tyler announced from beneath them, his grip on Marcus's hips tightening painfully.

"Me too," Damien added, his pace increasing.

"Inside him," Veronica instructed, her voice hoarse from her recent orgasm. "Fill him up completely."

The two men needed no further encouragement. Tyler came first, his cock pulsing deep inside Marcus as he emptied himself with a guttural groan. The sensation of being filled with hot cum pushed Damien over the edge, and he followed moments later, adding his release to Tyler's.

The dual sensation—being filled with two loads simultaneously—triggered another ruined orgasm from Marcus. His caged cock leaked copiously, cum dribbling out without the pleasure of a true release. His body shook with the intensity of it, tears streaming down his face from the overwhelming combination of sensations.

Carefully, Damien withdrew first, followed by Tyler, leaving Marcus feeling impossibly empty and used. Cum leaked from his stretched hole, creating a wet spot on the rubber sheet beneath him.

"Beautiful," Veronica murmured, surveying the scene with satisfaction. She gestured to Xavier, who approached with a large plug, even bigger than the one used for preparation.

"To keep their cum inside you," she explained as Xavier carefully inserted the plug, sealing Damien and Tyler's combined release within Marcus's body. "A reminder of your service tonight."

Marcus lay boneless on the bed, utterly spent yet still achingly aware of his denied cock. He had experienced multiple ruined orgasms throughout the evening, each one draining him physically without providing the mental release of a true climax.

"You've done so well, pet," Veronica praised, stroking his hair tenderly. "Everyone is very impressed with your submission tonight."

The others murmured their agreement, even as they began to clean themselves and redress. Marcus remained on the bed, too exhausted to move, his body marked, used, and filled in ways he had never imagined possible.

As the guests prepared to leave, Veronica addressed them. "Thank you all for participating in this special night. Your expertise and enthusiasm have contributed greatly to my pet's training."

Once they had gone, Veronica returned to the bedroom where Marcus still lay on the rubber-covered bed. She sat beside him, her expression softer than it had been all evening.

"How are you feeling?" she asked, genuine concern in her voice.

"Overwhelmed, Mistress," Marcus admitted, his voice raw from exertion. "But... fulfilled, in a strange way."

She smiled, pleased by his response. "You were magnificent tonight. You surrendered completely, took everything that was given to you, and served beautifully." She ran her fingers through his sweat-dampened hair. "And now, as promised, your reward."

Marcus's heart quickened. After everything he'd endured, would she finally release him? Allow him the true orgasm he'd been denied for over three months?

Veronica reached for the chain around her neck, the key to his chastity device catching the dim light. She held it up, letting it dangle before his eyes. "Your reward, my love, is a choice."

She leaned closer, her voice dropping to an intimate whisper. "Option one: I unlock you right now. You get one—and only one—proper orgasm. And then the cage goes back on for another three months."

Marcus swallowed hard, considering the offer. One orgasm after so long would be incredible, but the thought of immediately returning to denial was daunting.

"Option two," Veronica continued, "the cage stays on. Your denial continues. But..." she paused dramatically, "you become mine completely. Not just in the bedroom, but in all aspects of life. Total power exchange. I control your pleasure, your pain, your daily routine—everything. And in return, I promise that when I eventually do release you, it will be an experience beyond anything you could imagine."

She let the options hang in the air between them. "You don't have to decide right now. Take the night to think about it."

Marcus didn't need time. The events of the night—the complete surrender, the intensity of serving not just Veronica but others at her command—had crystallized something within him. He understood now that his submission wasn't just about sexual denial or humiliation; it was about giving himself completely to her, trusting her to guide him through experiences that would continue to transform him.

"Option two, Mistress," he said, his voice steady despite his exhaustion. "I choose to be yours completely."

Veronica's smile was radiant, a mixture of triumph and genuine affection. "I was hoping you'd say that." She leaned down and kissed him deeply, pouring all her dominance and care into the gesture.

When she pulled back, she tucked the key back between her breasts, where it had resided for the past three months. "Your cage stays on then. For how long?" She tapped a finger against her lips thoughtfully. "I think we'll leave that open-ended. Could be another month, could be a year. Only I will know."

She helped him sit up, then guided him to the bathroom where she ran a warm bath. As she gently cleaned him, washing away the evidence of the night's activities (though leaving the plug in place as a reminder), she spoke of her plans for their future together.

"We'll establish a proper contract," she said, massaging shampoo into his hair. "Daily rituals, regular training sessions, clear expectations and consequences. Your submission will become deeper, more meaningful with each passing day."

The plug shifted inside him as she helped him from the bath, a reminder of how thoroughly he had been used—and how completely he had surrendered.

"And one day," she continued, drying him with a fluffy towel, "when you least expect it, when you've proven your absolute devotion and submission, I'll unlock you. I'll give you an orgasm so powerful, so transcendent, that it will make every moment of denial worthwhile."

She led him to their bedroom—not the playroom where so much had happened, but their actual bedroom, the space they shared as partners. "Tonight, you may sleep in the bed with me," she said, helping him lie down. "A reward for your choice."

As Marcus settled into the comfortable mattress, his body aching in places he never knew could ache, Veronica curled against him, her body warm and soft against his marked skin. The metal collar around his neck and the cage between his legs were constant reminders of his submission, of the choice he had made.

"Thank you, Mistress," he whispered, genuine gratitude in his voice.

"For what, pet?" she asked, her fingers tracing patterns on his chest.

"For showing me who I truly am. For pushing my limits. For caring enough to take control."

Veronica smiled against his shoulder. "This is just the beginning," she promised. "Your journey into submission—into becoming truly mine—has only just begun."

As sleep claimed him, Marcus felt a profound sense of peace despite his continued denial. The key to his release remained with Veronica, as did the key to his collar, the keys to his very self. And he wouldn't have it any other way.

In his surrender, he had found his purpose. In his denial, he had found fulfillment. And in Veronica's dominance, he had found home.

The cage between his legs was no longer just a device of denial—it was a symbol of his devotion, a constant reminder of the choice he had made to surrender everything to the woman who held not just the key to his chastity, but to his heart and soul as well.

And as Veronica had promised, this was only the beginning.
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