
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Reckoning

Marcus thought he'd been careful.

Three months of stolen afternoons with Vanessa from accounting—hotel rooms booked under fake names, burner phone tucked in his gym bag, alibis constructed with the precision of a Swiss watch. He'd covered his tracks, deleted his browser history, paid for everything in cash. He'd been so fucking careful.

But careful didn't account for Harper's intuition, the way she'd grown quiet over dinners, watchful when he checked his phone, her questions landing like precision strikes masked as casual conversation. And careful definitely didn't account for Harper's conference getting cancelled due to a scheduling conflict, sending her home a full day early.

He heard the front door open while Vanessa's red nails were still digging into his shoulders, her tits bouncing as she rode him with that theatrical enthusiasm that had started to grate on him lately. She was being too loud, too performative, moaning like a porn star instead of a real woman, and part of him had already been thinking about ending this thing when—

The sound of Harper's keys hitting the bowl in the entryway. That specific ceramic clink he'd heard a thousand times.

Ice water flooded Marcus's veins. His cock went soft inside Vanessa so fast it was almost painful, all the blood rushing from his groin to his hammering heart.

"Fuck," he breathed, already grabbing Vanessa's hips to lift her off him. "Fuck, fuck—"

"What—" Vanessa started, then her eyes went wide as she followed his panicked gaze toward the bedroom door.

Harper stood there.

Not crying. Not screaming. Just... standing. Her conference badge still clipped to her blazer, carry-on bag at her feet, dark eyes taking in every detail of the scene before her with the methodical attention of someone cataloging evidence for a trial. Vanessa's naked ass, still wet from Marcus's cock. The condom wrapper on the nightstand. Marcus's guilt-stricken face frozen in a perfect snapshot of betrayal.

The silence stretched for three heartbeats. Four. Five.

Then Harper spoke, her voice eerily calm: "Get out."

Vanessa scrambled off the bed, hands shaking as she grabbed for her scattered clothes. "I'm so sorry, I didn't know you were—"

"Get. Out." Harper's tone didn't rise, didn't crack. Somehow that made it worse. "You have sixty seconds before I call your husband. I know his number. I know where you work. I know your kids' names. Move."

Vanessa went white as a sheet. She clutched her clothes to her chest and fled past Harper, not bothering to dress, her bare feet slapping against the hardwood as she ran. The front door slammed hard enough to rattle the windows.

Then it was just the two of them.

Marcus sat on the edge of the bed—their bed, the one they'd picked out together at IKEA two years ago, the one where they'd made love and had lazy Sunday mornings and built a life—and he couldn't look at her. His now-soft cock hung between his legs, still glistening with Vanessa's wetness, the used condom dangling obscenely.

Harper walked past him like he was furniture. Pulled her suitcase from the closet with sharp, efficient movements and started filling it with clothes, her hands steady despite everything.

"Harper, please—" Marcus's voice cracked. He pulled the sheet over his lap, suddenly aware of how pathetic he looked. "Baby, I'm so fucking sorry—"

"Don't." She didn't look at him, just kept folding shirts with mechanical precision. "Don't call me baby. Don't apologize. Not yet."

"Harper—"

"How long?" She pulled open her lingerie drawer—the sexy stuff she wore for him, black lace and silk that he'd peeled off her body a hundred times—and started packing it.

"What?"

She turned to face him then, and the expression in her eyes made him flinch. Not rage. Something colder. Deadlier.

"How long have you been fucking her?"

Marcus's mouth went dry. "Three... three months."

Harper nodded slowly, like she'd already known and just needed confirmation. "Three months. Ninety days of you coming home and kissing me with that mouth. Crawling into this bed and putting your hands on me after they'd been on her. Looking me in the eyes and lying."

"I never meant for it to—"

"Was she good?" Harper cut him off. "Better than me?"

"No! God, no, it wasn't about that—"

"Then what was it about?" Harper's hands stilled on a black bra, one he'd bought her for her birthday. "Because I'm trying to understand what you got from her that you couldn't get from me. Was her pussy tighter? Did she suck your cock better? Did she let you do things I wouldn't?"

Marcus recoiled from the crude language. Harper didn't talk like that, didn't reduce sex to mechanics and body parts. But she was doing it now, and somehow the vulgarity made it cut deeper.

"It wasn't about her," Marcus said desperately. "It was stupid, it was just ego, I fucked up—"

"You fucked her," Harper corrected. "In our bed. While I was supposed to be at a conference learning how to be better at my job so I could make more money for us. You were balls-deep in another woman, and I was thinking about our future."

The words hit like physical blows. Marcus felt something hot and shameful burning behind his eyes, but he couldn't cry. Didn't have the right to cry.

"I'll do anything," he said, meaning it with every cell in his body. The thought of losing her—of this actually being over—was suddenly more terrifying than anything else in the world. "Anything you want. Therapy, accountability, I'll quit my job if she's there, I'll—"

"Anything?" Harper repeated, and something shifted in her voice. Something dark and dangerous that made the hair on the back of his neck stand up.

"Yes. Anything."

She set down the bra. Turned to face him fully, and Marcus had the sudden, visceral feeling that he'd just walked into a trap he couldn't see yet.

"Okay," Harper said slowly, and there was a predatory stillness to her now, like a cat that had cornered a mouse. "Here's what I want."

She moved closer, and Marcus held his ground even though every instinct screamed at him to back away.

"You got to fuck someone else," Harper said, each word precise as a scalpel. "You got to take what you wanted, shove your cock inside her, make her feel you stretching her open. You got to penetrate, to claim, to own that sensation of pushing into someone's body."

Marcus swallowed hard. This wasn't going where he'd expected.

"So here's the deal." Harper stopped directly in front of him, so close he could smell her perfume mixed with the airport smell of recycled air and stress. "If you want to stay—if you want me to even consider not walking out that door right now and never coming back—then you let me have the same thing."

"I don't—" Marcus started, confused. "You want to sleep with someone else? Like, get even? Because I get that, I deserve that—"

"No." Harper's lips curved into something that wasn't quite a smile. "I want to fuck you."

The words hung in the air like a physical presence.

"I... we already..." Marcus gestured vaguely at the bed, not understanding.

"I want to fuck you the way you fucked her," Harper said, her voice dropping into a register he'd never heard before—intimate and commanding and utterly merciless. "I want to push inside your body. I want you spread open and vulnerable. I want to know what it feels like to take instead of being taken. To penetrate instead of being penetrated. To own you the way you just owned her."

The realization crashed over him like cold water, and his stomach dropped.

"You want to—" He couldn't say it. Couldn't force the words past the sudden constriction in his throat. "No. Absolutely fucking not."

"Okay." Harper reached for her suitcase with perfect calm.

"Wait!" Panic flooded his system, white-hot and desperate. "You can't be serious. That's not—that's insane, Harper. That's not the same thing at all."

"Isn't it?" She tilted her head, studying him like a specimen under glass. "You got to fuck. I get to fuck. Your cock got to push inside someone's body. My cock gets to push inside yours. Seems pretty equivalent to me."

"But you don't have a—" Marcus stopped, his face burning.

"But I will," Harper said softly. "That's what strap-ons are for, Marcus. I'll wear one, you'll bend over, and I'll fuck your ass until you understand exactly what it feels like to be on the receiving end."

"Jesus Christ." Marcus felt his whole body recoiling, every muscle tensing against the idea. "Men don't—that's not—"

"Plenty of men do," Harper interrupted, her tone almost conversational. "Plenty of men get pegged by their partners and love it. Straight men, gay men, it doesn't matter. The prostate doesn't care about your fragile masculinity."

"That's different!" Marcus heard his voice rising, defensive and desperate.

"How?" Harper crossed her arms, waiting.

"Because—" He floundered, trying to articulate the visceral wrongness churning in his gut. "Because that's not natural, that's not how men are supposed to—"

"And cheating on me was?" Harper's voice cut like a whip. "Sticking your dick in another woman while I trusted you was somehow more natural, more acceptable, than me wanting to fuck you with a toy?"

Marcus had no answer for that.

"Here's what I think," Harper continued, circling him now like a shark scenting blood. "I think you're terrified of being vulnerable. Of being opened up. Of having someone inside you who has all the power while you're just... there. Taking it. Feeling it. Unable to control what's happening to your own body."

She stopped in front of him, and Marcus couldn't meet her eyes.

"Sound familiar?" Harper asked quietly. "Because that's what you did to me every time we had sex. Every time you pushed into me, I was the vulnerable one. I was the one being penetrated. And I trusted you with that. I gave you that power. And you betrayed it by giving the same thing to someone else."

"It's not the same—"

"It's exactly the same." Harper's voice turned to steel. "The only difference is you've never had to be on that side of it. You've never known what it's like to be the one being fucked instead of doing the fucking. So yeah, Marcus. If you want any chance—any chance—of us working through this, you're going to learn."

Marcus felt something cold and sick settling deep in his stomach. "And if I say no?"

Harper picked up her suitcase, headed for the door, and Marcus knew—knew with absolute certainty—that if she left, she wouldn't come back. There'd be no texts, no phone calls, no reconciliation. She'd be gone, and it would be over, and he'd have nothing left except his own stupidity and the ghost of Vanessa's performative moans.

"Harper, wait."

She paused at the threshold, didn't turn around.

"If I..." Marcus forced the words out past the shame and fear clogging his throat. "If I agree... it would fix things? We could move past this?"

"Maybe." Harper looked back at him over her shoulder, and there was something pitiless in her gaze. "Or maybe you'll understand what it feels like to have someone inside you who you're supposed to trust, and you'll finally get what you did to me. Either way, that's the price of admission."

Marcus thought about his life without her. The apartment empty of her laugh, her sharp wit, the way she'd curl against him in sleep. The dinners alone, the bed cold, the crushing knowledge that he'd destroyed the best thing in his life because he couldn't keep his dick in his pants.

He thought about the alternative. About bending over while she—

His whole body clenched at the thought.

"I need time," he said, his voice barely above a whisper. "I need to think about this."

"You have until I finish loading my car," Harper said flatly. "After that, the offer expires, and so do we."

She walked out, and Marcus heard her moving through the apartment—drawers opening, hangers scraping, her footsteps purposeful and final. Each sound felt like a countdown timer ticking down to the end of everything.

He looked at himself in the mirror above their dresser. Saw a man who'd fucked up so catastrophically there were no good options left, only terrible choices and worse ones. His reflection stared back—guilt-stricken, terrified, desperate.

The front door opened.

"Wait!" Marcus stumbled out of the bedroom, still wrapped in the sheet that smelled like sex and betrayal. He found Harper with her hand on the doorknob, suitcase at her feet, car keys in hand. "Okay. I'll... fuck. Okay. I agree."

The words felt like stepping off a cliff, like surrendering something fundamental he'd never get back.

Harper studied his face for a long, silent moment. Marcus couldn't read her expression—triumph? Satisfaction? Something darker?

"Say it clearly," she instructed. "Say exactly what you're agreeing to, so we both know there's no misunderstanding."

Marcus's mouth went bone dry. His hands trembled where they clutched the sheet. "I agree to let you... to let you fuck me. With a strap-on. In my... in my ass."

"Whenever I want," Harper prompted, her voice soft but inexorable.

"Whenever you want," he echoed, feeling nauseous.

"And however I want. However rough, however long, whatever position I choose. You don't get to say no, you don't get to call timeout, you don't get to control any of it. Those are my terms."

Marcus felt sweat breaking out across his back. "That's... Harper, that's—"

"That's the deal," she said simply. "And if you refuse even once—if you back out, if you put limitations on this, if you try to negotiate—I'm gone. Permanently. Do you understand?"

"I understand," he whispered.

"And you accept?"

"Yes."

Harper set down her suitcase. Closed the door with a soft click that somehow sounded louder than a gunshot. She walked back into the apartment, back toward him, and there was something different in the way she moved now—a confidence, a power that made Marcus's pulse spike with pure primal fear.

"Good," she said, and now that dangerous glitter was back in her eyes, sharp and predatory. "We'll start tomorrow. That gives you tonight to really think about what you've agreed to. To lie awake imagining it. To prepare yourself mentally for what it's going to feel like when I push inside you for the first time."

Marcus felt his stomach drop to his feet.

"You're going to be scared," Harper continued, moving closer until she was right in his space, invading it the way he'd invaded hers a thousand times before. "You're going to feel exposed, vulnerable, terrified. Your body's going to tense up and try to keep me out, but I'm going to push through anyway. I'm going to open you up and fill you and fuck you until I'm satisfied."

"Harper—" His voice came out strangled.

She reached out and grabbed his cock through the sheet. Not gently. Her fingers wrapped around him with possessive firmness, and Marcus gasped at the contact.

"This doesn't belong to you anymore," Harper said quietly, squeezing just hard enough to make him wince. "You gave it away when you stuck it in her. Now it's mine. Your cock, your ass, your whole fucking body—mine. And tomorrow, I'm going to take what's mine."

She released him and stepped back, leaving Marcus trembling and half-hard despite his terror.

"Go sleep on the couch tonight," Harper ordered. "The bed is mine until I decide otherwise. And Marcus?"

"Yeah?" The word came out as barely more than a breath.

"Start researching how to prepare yourself." Her smile was all teeth, no warmth. "How to clean yourself out inside. How to stretch yourself so it'll hurt less when I shove my cock in you. Because tomorrow I'm going shopping, and the day after that—" She paused, letting the anticipation build. "—the day after that, you're going to learn what it means to get fucked."

She walked past him toward the bedroom, and Marcus stood frozen in the hallway, his mind spinning, his body betraying him with the half-hard cock tenting the sheet, proof that some sick part of him was responding to her dominance even as the rest of him wanted to run.
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That night, Marcus lay on the couch and couldn't stop his mind from spiraling.

He'd grabbed his laptop once Harper's bedroom door closed, hating himself even as he typed the searches into an incognito window: how to prepare for pegging, first time anal for men, does it hurt, how to make it easier.

The results were a mix of clinical advice and enthusiastic testimonials that made his stomach clench. Forums full of men describing their first experiences—some talking about pain, others about unexpected pleasure, most about the psychological mindfuck of surrendering that kind of control.

One post stuck with him: "The physical part was nothing compared to the mental game. Lying there face-down while she strapped on and knowing she was about to enter ME instead of the other way around—I've never felt more vulnerable in my life. And that's exactly why it was so intense."

Marcus closed the laptop and pressed his palms against his eyes, but he couldn't block out the mental images. Harper behind him, wearing a harness with a silicone cock jutting from her hips, her hands spreading him open while he—

His own cock stirred despite his horror, and that betrayal made everything worse.

The preparation advice was straightforward but humiliating. Enemas to clean himself inside. Lube—obscene amounts of lube. Practice with fingers or toys to stretch himself gradually. Relaxation techniques because apparently the body's natural response to anal penetration was to clench up, to resist, to protect itself from intrusion.

And she's going to push through that, Marcus thought. She's going to make me take it even if my body fights back.

The thought made him nauseous and shamefully, inexplicably hard at the same time.

Around midnight, he heard the shower running in the master bathroom. Heard Harper's footsteps, the familiar sounds of her nighttime routine happening without him for the first time in years. Everything was the same and completely different.

His phone buzzed. Vanessa: I'm so sorry about today. Is she gone? Are you okay? Can we meet up and talk about this?

Marcus stared at the message, felt a surge of disgust so strong it was almost physical. This woman—this stupid, meaningless affair—had destroyed everything. And she had the audacity to think they could "talk about it"?

He blocked her number. Deleted her contact. Erased every text, every photo, every trace of her from his phone like he could somehow delete the past three months from reality.

It didn't help.

Around 2 AM, unable to stand his own thoughts anymore, Marcus crept upstairs. He didn't know what he was looking for—forgiveness, comfort, something familiar in this nightmare he'd created.

Harper's bedroom door was closed but not locked. He knocked softly.

"Come in," she called.

He opened the door, and the sight of her made his chest ache. She was sitting up in bed—their bed—wearing one of his old t-shirts, her reading glasses on, a book in her lap. It was so normal, so domestic, so exactly like a thousand other nights, except everything had changed.

"Can't sleep?" Harper asked, not unkindly.

"No." Marcus stayed in the doorway, suddenly unsure if he was allowed to enter. "You?"

"I slept fine." She marked her page and set the book aside. "What do you want, Marcus?"

You, he wanted to say. I want things to go back to how they were. I want to undo the last three months. I want you to forgive me and tell me we'll be okay.

But those weren't options on the table.

"I'm scared," he admitted instead, the words tumbling out before he could stop them. "I'm fucking terrified, Harper. I've never... I don't know if I can actually do this."

She studied him for a long moment, and something in her expression softened just slightly—not enough to offer mercy, but enough to show she heard him.

"Come here," she said.

Marcus crossed to the bed, sat on the edge like a supplicant seeking absolution.

Harper reached out and touched his face, her fingers gentle in a way that made his eyes burn with unshed tears.

"You should be scared," she said softly. "What I'm going to do to you tomorrow... it's going to change you. Change how you think about sex, about power, about your own body. You'll never be the same person you were before I fuck you."

"I know," Marcus whispered.

"But here's the thing." Her thumb traced his cheekbone. "Every time you fucked me, you changed me too. Every time you pushed into my body, you were shaping how I experienced sex, how I felt about vulnerability, about trust. And I let you. I gave you that power because I loved you and trusted you."

Her hand dropped away.

"And then you took that same intimacy—that same penetration, that same power—and you gave it to someone else. Like it meant nothing. Like I meant nothing."

"You mean everything—"

"Then prove it." Harper's voice hardened again. "Tomorrow, when I tell you to bend over, you do it. When I tell you to spread your legs, you spread them. When I push into you and it hurts and you want to cry and beg me to stop, you don't. You take it. You let me fuck you until I'm satisfied. You surrender control the way I surrendered it to you every time we had sex. That's how you prove I mean something."

Marcus nodded, unable to speak past the lump in his throat.

"Now go back to the couch," Harper instructed. "You're not sleeping in this bed tonight. Maybe not ever again, depending on how tomorrow goes."

He stood on shaking legs, headed for the door.

"Marcus?"

He turned back.

"You asked if you can do this," Harper said, her eyes locked on his. "The answer is yes. You can. Whether you will—whether you'll actually follow through when your ass is in the air and my cock is pressing against your hole—that's what I'm going to find out."

She picked up her book again, dismissing him, and Marcus retreated to the couch to spend the rest of the night staring at the ceiling and trying not to think about tomorrow.



Morning came too fast and too slow.

Marcus woke to his phone alarm, groggy and disoriented until memory crashed back in: Harper. The ultimatum. Tomorrow is today.

He heard her moving around upstairs, the shower running, normal morning sounds that felt anything but normal.

At 8 AM, she came downstairs dressed in jeans and a simple blouse, car keys in hand.

"I'm going shopping," she announced, not quite looking at him. "Clean the apartment while I'm gone. All of it. I want every trace of her out of here—sheets washed, bedroom scrubbed, any of her shit thrown away. When I get back, this place should smell like bleach and desperation."

"Harper—"

"And take a shower," she added, her nose wrinkling slightly. "You smell like sex and guilt. I don't want to fuck someone who smells like another woman's pussy."

The crude words hit him like a slap, and before he could respond, she was gone, the door closing with quiet finality.

Marcus spent the next three hours in a cleaning frenzy fueled by panic and shame. He stripped the bed with shaking hands, threw the sheets in the wash with so much detergent the machine overflowed with suds. Scrubbed the bedroom floor on his hands and knees until his back ached and the smell of Vanessa's perfume was replaced by the sharp chemical burn of cleaning products.

He found one of her earrings under the nightstand—cheap gold-plated garbage that she'd probably bought at Target—and threw it in the trash so hard the can tipped over, spilling garbage across the kitchen floor that he then had to clean up.

By noon, the apartment was spotless and Marcus was a wreck. He showered, scrubbing himself raw like he could wash away his guilt along with the sweat. Stared at his reflection in the bathroom mirror and tried to imagine what he'd look like tomorrow, after Harper—

He couldn't finish the thought.

His phone buzzed. A text from Harper: Bought everything. Home in 15 minutes. Be in the bedroom. Naked.

Marcus read the message three times, his hands trembling so badly he almost dropped the phone.

Fifteen minutes.

He went to the bedroom—freshly cleaned, smelling like lemon and bleach, their bed made with new sheets from the linen closet—and stripped mechanically. Stood naked in the middle of the room, his cock soft and small with fear, his whole body tense with anticipation and dread.

Twelve minutes.

Ten.

Five.

He heard Harper's car in the driveway. The front door opening. Her footsteps on the stairs, deliberate and unhurried, and somehow that measured pace was more terrifying than if she'd stormed up.

She appeared in the doorway carrying two discreet black shopping bags and a confident expression that made Marcus's stomach drop.

"Good boy," Harper said, her eyes raking over his naked body with clinical assessment. "At least you can follow simple instructions."

She set the bags on the dresser, and Marcus's imagination filled them with horrors—dildos in increasing sizes, harnesses, lube, things he didn't even have names for.

"Turn around," Harper ordered. "Hands on the wall, ass out."

"Harper, can we just talk about—"

"Turn. Around."

The command in her voice left no room for negotiation. Marcus turned, placed his palms flat against the wall, felt the vulnerability of the position settle into his bones like ice water.

Harper's hands landed on his ass, and he flinched.

"Don't," she warned. "Don't pull away from me. This body is mine now. You agreed to that."

Her hands explored with possessive thoroughness—squeezing his ass cheeks, spreading them slightly, her fingers tracing the cleft between them. Marcus felt his face burning with humiliation, his whole body trembling.

"You have a nice ass," Harper mused conversationally, like she was discussing the weather. "I never really looked at it this way before. Never thought about what it would be like to fuck it. But now..."

Her finger traced lower, ghosted over his hole, and Marcus jerked involuntarily.

"Sensitive," she noted. "That's good. You'll feel everything I do to you."

"Jesus Christ," Marcus breathed into the wall.

"I'm not doing anything today except exploring," Harper continued, her touch maddeningly light and clinical. "Getting familiar with what's mine. Tomorrow's when the real fun starts."

"Tomorrow," Marcus repeated numbly.

"Tomorrow I'm going to fuck you for the first time." Her finger pressed slightly against his entrance—not penetrating, just there, making him acutely aware of how easy it would be for her to push inside. "It's going to hurt. You're going to want it to stop. And I'm going to keep going until my cock is buried in your ass and you understand exactly what it feels like to be on the receiving end."

Marcus made a sound that was half whimper, half protest.

"But tonight," Harper said, stepping back, "tonight you're going to prepare yourself. You're going to clean yourself out inside. You're going to practice stretching yourself so tomorrow isn't quite as agonizing. And you're going to think about what's coming with every second that passes."

She walked to the dresser, pulled something from one of the bags. When she turned around, she was holding a box marked "Home Enema Kit" and a bottle of water-based lubricant.

"These are for you," she said, setting them on the bed. "Figure it out. I want you clean inside by tonight. If you're not—if I go to fuck you tomorrow and you're not properly prepared—I'll do it anyway and you'll be even more humiliated. Your choice."

Marcus stared at the items like they were instruments of torture.

"There's also this." Harper pulled out a small box marked "Beginner Anal Training Kit." "Three sizes. Start with the smallest one tonight. Work your way up. Get yourself used to having something in your ass, because tomorrow it's going to be my cock, and I don't care if you're ready or not."

She set the training kit next to the enema supplies, creating a little humiliation station on the bed.

"Any questions?" Harper asked sweetly.

Marcus couldn't speak. Couldn't process the reality of what was about to happen to him.

"No?" Harper smiled. "Then get started. I want to hear the shower running in five minutes. I want to know you're in there, bent over, cleaning yourself out for me. Making your hole ready for what I'm going to do to it."

She walked to the bathroom, turned on the sink, started removing her makeup like this was just a normal evening routine. Like she hadn't just given her boyfriend instructions on how to prepare his ass for penetration.

Marcus stood frozen for a long moment, staring at the enema kit with a mixture of horror and resignation.

This is really happening, he thought. Tomorrow, she's going to—

"Four minutes," Harper called from the bathroom.

Marcus grabbed the kit with shaking hands and headed for the shower, his mind reeling, his body betraying him with the slightest stirring of unwanted arousal at his own degradation.

The water was cold when he turned it on, and he deserved that. Deserved all of this and worse.
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The enema process was exactly as humiliating as he'd imagined.

Marcus locked the bathroom door—not that it would stop Harper if she wanted in, but it gave him the illusion of privacy—and read the instructions with burning cheeks. Fill the bulb with warm water, insert the nozzle, squeeze, hold, expel, repeat.

Simple. Clinical. Utterly degrading.

The first time he slid the nozzle into himself, he had to bite back a gasp at the foreign sensation. It wasn't painful, exactly, but it was wrong—his body protesting the intrusion, muscles clenching instinctively against it.

Tomorrow it's going to be so much worse, his mind whispered. Tomorrow it'll be Harper's cock, and it'll be bigger, and she won't be gentle.

He squeezed the bulb, felt the water flooding into him, warm and invasive and deeply uncomfortable. Held it as long as he could, then expelled it into the toilet, his face burning with shame even though no one could see him.

Three more times. Four. Five. Until the water ran clear and he felt hollow inside, scrubbed clean in a way that had nothing to do with hygiene and everything to do with violation.

When he finally emerged from the bathroom—showered, cleaned, more intimately prepared than he'd ever been in his life—Harper was lying on the bed reading, still fully dressed.

"Done?" she asked without looking up from her book.

"Yeah."

"Good." She turned a page. "Now the training plug. Smallest one. Get yourself lubed up and put it in. I want you wearing it for at least an hour so your body starts learning what it feels like to have something inside."

Marcus looked at the training kit on the dresser, felt his stomach clench. "Can't we just... can't that wait until tomorrow?"

"No." Harper finally looked at him, and her expression was utterly pitiless. "You agreed to prepare yourself. This is part of it. Unless you'd rather I skip straight to fucking you without any warmup? Because I can do that. I can shove my cock in your virgin ass dry if you'd prefer."

"No!" The word burst out of him, sharp with panic.

"Then put the plug in. Now. I want to watch."

Marcus's hands shook as he opened the training kit. Three silicone plugs, graduated sizes, each one looking impossibly large despite being labeled "beginner friendly." He grabbed the smallest one and the lube bottle, his movements jerky with dread.

"On the bed," Harper instructed. "On your back, knees up. I want to see everything."

"Harper, please—"

"Now, Marcus. Or I walk out and we're done."

He climbed onto the bed, positioned himself with his knees drawn up, exposed in a way that made every cell in his body scream with humiliation. Harper set her book aside and watched with clinical interest as he fumbled with the lube bottle, coating the small plug with far too much—better too much than not enough.

"You'll need some on yourself too," Harper noted. "On your hole. Push a finger in, get yourself opened up a little."

Marcus's face burned so hot he thought he might actually pass out, but he obeyed. Slicked his fingers, reached down between his spread legs, found his own entrance—tight and clenched and utterly resistant to the idea of penetration.

He pressed a fingertip against himself, felt his body resist, had to consciously force himself to relax enough to—

"Oh fuck," he breathed as his finger slipped inside to the first knuckle.

It felt wrong. Foreign. His body clenched around the intrusion instinctively, trying to expel it, and Marcus had to grit his teeth and push through the resistance.

"Deeper," Harper ordered, watching him with dark, hungry eyes. "Get yourself used to it. Tomorrow my cock is going to be stretching you so much wider."

Marcus pushed his finger in to the second knuckle, his breath coming short and sharp. The sensation was overwhelming—not quite pain, but a fullness, a pressure, an awareness of his own body in a way he'd never experienced.

"Now the plug," Harper said.

Marcus withdrew his finger, grabbed the small silicone plug with shaking hands. It was tapered, designed for gradual insertion, but it still looked impossibly big as he positioned it against his hole.

"Push," Harper encouraged. "Your body's going to fight it. Push through anyway."

He did. Felt the resistance, the way his muscles clenched and tried to keep the foreign object out. Gritted his teeth and pushed harder, felt the stretch begin—

"Ah—fuck—" The plug's widest point breached him, and then it was sliding in, his body accepting it with a humiliating ease that made him gasp.

The base settled between his cheeks, holding the plug inside him, and Marcus lay there panting, his whole body trembling with the shock of it.

"How does it feel?" Harper asked, her voice soft and dangerous.

"Wrong," Marcus managed. "It feels wrong."

"Get used to it." She picked up her book again. "Because tomorrow you're going to have something much bigger inside you, and you're not going to have the option of taking it out when it gets uncomfortable."

Marcus lay there with the plug filling him, his body hyper-aware of every tiny movement, every clench and release of muscles he'd never consciously controlled before. After a few minutes, the acute discomfort faded slightly—not gone, just familiar—and he realized with horrified shame that his cock was starting to respond to the fullness.

He was getting hard. From having something in his ass. From being exposed and vulnerable and about to be fucked by his girlfriend.

What's wrong with me? Marcus thought desperately.

But he already knew the answer: nothing was wrong with him. His body was responding the way bodies respond to stimulation, regardless of the psychological warfare happening in his mind. The prostate didn't care about gender roles or masculine pride. It just responded to pressure, and the plug was pressing against it with every breath he took.

"Stay like that," Harper said, not looking up from her book. "I want you to feel it for a while. Want you to understand that tomorrow, you won't have any control over when it comes out. I'll decide that. Just like I'll decide when it goes in, how deep, how fast, how rough. Your body belongs to me now, Marcus. And tomorrow, I'm going to prove it."
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An hour later, Harper finally let him remove the plug.

Marcus fled to the bathroom, locked the door, and sat on the edge of the tub with his head in his hands, trying to process what had just happened. His ass felt empty now, almost missing the fullness—a sensation so disturbing he wanted to scrub his own brain.

But worse than the physical sensations was the psychological reality settling over him like a shroud: tomorrow was coming. Tomorrow Harper would strap on one of the toys she'd bought, spread his legs, and fuck him like he'd fucked Vanessa. Like he'd fucked Harper herself a hundred times.

Only this time, he'd be the one penetrated. Opened. Vulnerable. At her mercy.

And some sick part of him—some part he didn't want to acknowledge—was responding to that thought with more than just fear.

A knock at the bathroom door made him jump.

"You can sleep in the bed tonight," Harper said through the wood. "But only if you keep the plug in. I want you sleeping with something in your ass, getting used to the feeling. Tomorrow's going to be intense, and I don't particularly care if you're ready."

Marcus opened the door. Harper stood there in her pajamas—his old t-shirt and shorts, so normal and domestic it made his chest ache—holding out the medium-sized plug from the training kit.

"This one," she said. "Wear it to bed. If it slips out during the night, you're back on the couch."

He took the plug with numb fingers.

"And Marcus?" Harper's expression softened just slightly. "I'm not doing this to hurt you. I'm doing this so you understand. So when I fuck your ass tomorrow, you'll finally get what you took from me."

She walked away before he could respond, leaving him alone with the plug and the knowledge that tomorrow, everything would change.

Marcus lubed up the medium plug—noticeably larger than the first, with a width that made his stomach clench—and pushed it into himself with gritted teeth. The stretch was more intense, the fullness more present, and he gasped as it seated itself inside him.

Then he climbed into bed next to Harper, his body hyper-aware of the plug stretching him open, preparing him for what was coming.

"Goodnight, baby," Harper said, her voice almost tender as she turned off the light.

Baby. The endearment felt like both a promise and a threat.

Marcus lay in the darkness, the plug filling his ass, his girlfriend breathing softly beside him, and waited for tomorrow to arrive like a death sentence he'd agreed to serve.


Chapter 2: The First Time

Marcus woke to sunlight streaming through the bedroom window and the immediate, visceral awareness of the plug still lodged in his ass.

He'd slept fitfully, his body hyper-conscious of the foreign object stretching him open all night. Every shift in position, every unconscious movement had reminded him of what was coming. Now, in the cold light of morning, that reminder felt less like warning and more like prophecy.

Harper wasn't in bed.

He heard her downstairs—the coffee maker gurgling, cabinets opening and closing, the mundane sounds of her morning routine. It was Saturday. No work. Nowhere to be. Nothing to distract from what she'd promised would happen today.

Marcus reached back tentatively, felt the base of the plug nestled between his cheeks. Part of him wanted to pull it out immediately, reclaim some sense of normalcy. But he remembered Harper's instruction: keep it in until she said otherwise.

His cock was hard against the sheets—morning wood complicated by the pressure against his prostate—and he hated his body for responding. Hated that some part of him was aroused by his own degradation.

"You awake?" Harper's voice called from downstairs.

"Yeah," Marcus called back, his voice rough with sleep and dread.

"Come down here. Leave the plug in."

He climbed out of bed, acutely aware of how the plug shifted with every movement. Walking was different with something lodged inside him—not painful exactly, but present. Unavoidable. Each step a reminder that his body had been opened, was being prepared for something bigger.

Marcus pulled on sweatpants and a t-shirt, caught his reflection in the mirror. He looked normal. No one would know just by looking at him that he had a plug in his ass, that his girlfriend was about to fuck him, that his entire sense of self was about to be dismantled.

Downstairs, Harper was sitting at the kitchen table with coffee and her laptop, dressed in jeans and a fitted black sweater that made her look simultaneously casual and predatory.

"Sleep well?" she asked, not looking up from whatever she was reading.

"Not really," Marcus admitted, pouring himself coffee with shaking hands.

"The plug bothered you?"

"Yeah."

"Good." Harper finally looked at him, and there was something calculating in her gaze. "That means you spent all night thinking about what it's preparing you for. Means you're already starting to understand what it feels like to have your body used for someone else's purposes."

Marcus opened his mouth to argue, then closed it. What could he say? She was right.

"I'm going shopping this morning," Harper continued. "Going to pick up everything I need to fuck you properly. You're staying here."

"Harper—"

"You're staying here," she repeated, her tone brooking no argument. "With the plug in. I want you to spend the morning imagining what I'm buying. What size cock I'm choosing. What harness I'm picking out. What lube I'm selecting. I want you sitting here, filled and waiting, knowing that when I get back, we're doing this."

Marcus felt his stomach drop. "Today? We're doing it today?"

"Did you think I was going to drag this out?" Harper's smile was sharp. "Give you time to build up excuses, to talk yourself out of it? No. Today. This afternoon. After I get back from shopping, I'm going to strap on and fuck you for the first time."

"I'm not ready—"

"You agreed," Harper said flatly. "And you've been wearing that plug all night specifically to get ready. So unless you want me to walk out that door right now and never come back, you'll stop making excuses."

Marcus slumped into a chair, defeated.

Harper stood, grabbed her purse and car keys. Paused at the door. "When I get back, I want you showered, cleaned out again—enema, the whole process—and waiting for me in the bedroom. Naked. Plug still in. Understood?"

"Understood," Marcus whispered.

"Good boy." She blew him a kiss that felt like a threat. "Try not to spiral while I'm gone."

Then she was out the door, and Marcus was alone with his terror and the plug stretching him open and the coffee going cold in his hands.
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The sex shop was called "The Velvet Chamber," tucked discreetly on a side street downtown with tinted windows and an elegant sign that suggested sophistication rather than sleaze.

Harper had done her research. She'd spent the previous evening reading reviews, comparing products, watching tutorial videos that made her face heat despite being alone. She'd learned about harness styles—jockstrap, corset, underwear-style. About dildo materials—silicone, glass, realistic versus abstract. About sizes and shapes and the difference between a cock designed for visual appeal versus one designed for actual penetration.

She'd also learned, with a mixture of satisfaction and dark amusement, that there were entire communities of women who regularly pegged their male partners. Forums full of advice, encouragement, techniques. It wasn't weird or unusual or even particularly kinky—it was just another way to fuck, another configuration of power and pleasure.

And today, Harper was going to claim that power for herself.

The shop's interior was surprisingly tasteful—more upscale boutique than seedy adult store. Soft lighting, organized displays, a faint scent of vanilla incense. A woman in her forties with purple hair and cat-eye glasses looked up from behind the counter.

"Morning! Let me know if you need help finding anything."

"Actually," Harper said, her voice steadier than she felt, "I'm looking to buy my first strap-on. For pegging."

The woman's face lit up. "First time! How exciting. I'm River, and I'm here to make sure you get exactly what you need." She came around the counter, gesturing toward a wall display dedicated entirely to harnesses and dildos. "So, tell me about your situation. Is your partner experienced with anal play, or is this their first time too?"

"His first time," Harper said. "Very first time. He's... resistant."

River raised an eyebrow, and Harper quickly added, "Consensual. He agreed. But he's definitely not enthusiastic about it."

"Ah." River nodded knowingly. "The reluctant first-timer. Common scenario. Usually means we want to start with something on the smaller side—ease him in, so to speak—but also something that'll give you the control and confidence you need, especially if he's fighting it."

She pulled down a sleek black harness. "This is our bestseller for first-time peggers. Adjustable waist and thighs, easy to put on and take off, and it has a sturdy O-ring that'll hold your dildo securely even if things get... vigorous."

Harper took the harness, felt the quality of the material. It looked almost like lingerie—sexy rather than mechanical. "This is perfect."

"Great. Now for the important part—choosing your cock." River gestured at the wall of dildos in various shapes, sizes, and colors. "What are you thinking? Realistic or abstract? What size?"

Harper stared at the options, feeling simultaneously empowered and overwhelmed. "I want... I want him to feel it. To know he's being fucked. But I don't want to actually injure him."

"Smart balance," River approved. She selected a dildo from the middle shelf—purple silicone, realistically shaped with pronounced head and shaft texture, about six inches long and moderately thick. "This is our 'Awakening' model. Beginner-friendly length, but the girth is substantial enough that he'll definitely feel filled. The texture gives good feedback—you'll be able to tell when you're fully inside him. And the color..." She smiled. "Leaves no doubt about what's happening. This isn't trying to be a real cock. This is you fucking him with a toy."

Harper took it, felt the weight and firmness of the silicone. Imagined it strapped to her hips, imagined pushing it into Marcus while he squirmed and protested. The image sent a dark thrill through her.

"I'll take it."

"Excellent choice. You'll also need lube—lots of lube. For anal, you want something thick and long-lasting." River grabbed a large bottle of gel-style lubricant. "This is medical-grade, hypoallergenic, won't break down the silicone. Use more than you think you need."

"Okay."

"Anything else? Some people like to get a smaller dildo for warmup, or anal beads, or—"

"Actually," Harper interrupted, an idea forming. "Do you have anything... bigger? Like, significantly bigger than this one?"

River's expression shifted to something more knowing. "For later, you mean? Once he's broken in?"

"Exactly."

River pulled down another dildo—same purple color, same realistic shape, but noticeably longer and thicker. "This is the 'Dominion.' Eight inches, girthy enough to really make an impact. If you're planning to make pegging a regular thing, this is where you'd work up to after he's gotten used to the smaller one."

Harper took it, felt the heft of it. This wasn't beginner-friendly. This was a statement. "I'll take this one too."

"Going for the full journey," River said approvingly. "I like it. Anything else?"

Harper glanced around the store, her mind spinning with possibilities. "Restraints? Like, if he tries to pull away?"

"Absolutely." River led her to another section, showing her padded leather cuffs with D-rings. "These are adjustable, comfortable enough for extended wear, and strong enough that he's not getting out unless you let him. You can attach them to bedposts, or..." She pulled out a under-mattress restraint system. "This goes under your mattress and has attachment points at all four corners. Quick setup, completely hidden when not in use."

"Perfect."

By the time Harper left the store forty-five minutes later, she had a discreet black bag filled with: the harness, both dildos, a massive bottle of lube, the restraint system, the leather cuffs, and—on River's enthusiastic recommendation—a small vibrator "for his prostate, to help him learn what pleasure feels like from that angle."

"Have fun," River had said at checkout, her smile genuinely warm. "And remember—communication is key, but so is confidence. If you've agreed to this, then own it. He'll respond to your certainty."

Now Harper sat in her car in the parking lot, the shopping bag on the passenger seat, and felt a surge of something she hadn't expected: genuine excitement.

She was going to fuck Marcus. Not in the way she'd fucked him hundreds of times before—with him on top, him inside her, him controlling the rhythm and depth. No. This time she'd be the one penetrating. The one in control. The one making him take it.

And after three months of betrayal, of feeling used and discarded and insufficient, Harper was ready to claim that power.

She started the car and headed home.
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Marcus heard Harper's car in the driveway at 11:30 AM.

He'd spent the past two hours in a state of mounting anxiety, alternating between pacing the apartment and sitting rigidly on the couch, the plug in his ass a constant reminder of what was coming. He'd cleaned himself out again—the enema process slightly less mortifying the second time but no less humiliating—and showered until his skin was pink and raw.

Now he stood in the bedroom, naked as instructed, the plug still filling him, his whole body trembling with anticipation and dread.

Harper's footsteps on the stairs. The bedroom door opening.

She stood in the doorway with a black shopping bag in one hand and an expression of calm determination on her face.

"Good," she said, taking in his naked, waiting form. "You followed instructions. That's a start."

She set the bag on the dresser and started pulling items out with deliberate slowness, making sure Marcus saw everything: the harness, elegant and intimidating. The purple dildo—not huge, but substantial enough to make Marcus's stomach clench. The bottle of lube, industrial-sized. The restraints.

"Harper, that's—that's too big—"

"This?" Harper held up the dildo, examining it like a casual curiosity. "This is the small one. The beginner model. The one I'm using today to pop your anal cherry." She set it down and pulled out the larger one. "This is what you'll be taking once you're broken in."

Marcus felt the blood drain from his face. "No fucking way. That's—you can't—"

"I can and I will," Harper said calmly. "Just not today. Today we start with this." She picked up the smaller dildo again, ran her fingers along its length. "Six inches. Moderate girth. Designed specifically for first-timers. You should be grateful I'm being this considerate."

"Grateful," Marcus repeated numbly.

"Yes. Grateful." Harper started undressing, and Marcus watched with a mixture of arousal and terror as she revealed her body—familiar and yet completely transformed by context. She pulled on the harness over her underwear, adjusted the straps around her waist and thighs with practiced efficiency.

Then she attached the purple dildo to the O-ring.

The effect was surreal and deeply unsettling. Harper stood before him with a realistic cock jutting from her hips, and the wrongness of it—the inverted power dynamic it represented—made Marcus's pulse spike with pure primal fear.

"How does it look?" Harper asked, her hand wrapping around the dildo in a gesture that was clearly deliberate. "Does it scare you, knowing this is going inside you?"

"Yes," Marcus whispered.

"Good." She stroked the silicone shaft, her eyes locked on his. "Fear means you're taking this seriously. Means you understand that when I push this into your ass, you're giving up control in a way you never have before."

She moved to the bed, sat on the edge. "Come here. Kneel between my legs."

Marcus's feet moved before his brain fully processed the command. He knelt on the floor between Harper's spread thighs, eye-level with the dildo bobbing slightly from her crotch.

"Touch it," Harper ordered.

"Harper—"

"Touch. It."

His hand shook as he reached out, wrapped his fingers around the silicone shaft. It was firm but slightly yielding, warmer than he expected from her body heat, and the reality of it—this object that was going inside him—made his breath catch.

"This is my cock now," Harper said softly, her hand covering his on the dildo. "And you're going to learn to worship it the way I worshiped yours. Open your mouth."

"What? No—"

"Open your mouth and suck my cock, Marcus. Show me you're willing to submit."

The psychological weight of the demand was crushing. This wasn't about pleasure—Harper couldn't feel anything through the silicone. This was about power, about degradation, about making him service her in the most symbolically charged way possible.

"Please don't make me—"

"Open. Your. Mouth."

Marcus closed his eyes, felt tears of humiliation burning behind his lids, and parted his lips.

Harper guided the head of the dildo into his mouth, and the taste of silicone and faint plastic filled his senses. She pushed deeper, not rough but inexorable, and Marcus had to consciously relax his throat to keep from gagging.

"That's it," Harper murmured, her hand in his hair now, controlling his head's movement. "Take it. Learn what it feels like to have a cock in your mouth, to be used, to service someone else's pleasure even when you're getting nothing from it."

She fucked his mouth with shallow thrusts, and Marcus knelt there taking it, his hands braced on her thighs, his own cock shamefully hard despite his mortification.

After what felt like an eternity but was probably only a minute, Harper pulled out, leaving him gasping.

"Good boy," she said, and the praise felt like a slap and a caress simultaneously. "Now get on the bed. On your back, knees up. I want to see your face when I take your ass for the first time."
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Marcus climbed onto the bed with legs that barely supported him, positioned himself the way Harper had ordered—on his back, knees drawn up to his chest, completely exposed.

Harper stood at the foot of the bed, the dildo jutting from her hips, and grabbed the bottle of lube. She squirted a generous amount onto her fingers, and Marcus watched with mounting dread as she approached.

"I'm going to remove the plug now," she said, climbing onto the bed between his spread legs. "And then I'm going to open you up with my fingers before I fuck you. This is your last chance to back out, Marcus. After my cock goes in your ass, there's no going back. You'll never be the same. So if you want to stop this, say so now."

Marcus's mouth was bone dry. He thought about refusing, about ending this nightmare before it really began.

Then he thought about Harper walking away. About losing her. About spending the rest of his life knowing he'd destroyed the best thing he had because he couldn't handle one afternoon of discomfort.

"Don't stop," he whispered. "I agreed. I'll... I'll do it."

Something flickered in Harper's eyes—satisfaction, maybe, or something darker. "Okay then. Relax as much as you can. This is going to be intense."

Her lubed fingers found the base of the plug, gripped it. "Deep breath."

Marcus inhaled, and Harper pulled the plug out in one smooth motion.

The sensation of emptiness was startling—his body had grown accustomed to being filled, and now without the plug he felt hollow, exposed, his hole still slightly open from hours of stretching.

"Look at that," Harper murmured, and Marcus realized with burning shame that she was looking at his ass, at his opened hole. "You're already gaping a little. Ready to be filled again."

Her finger pressed against his entrance, slick with lube, and slid inside with minimal resistance.

Marcus gasped at the intrusion—different from the plug, more intimate because it was Harper's actual finger inside him, exploring him, opening him.

"You're tight," she observed, adding a second finger and scissoring them slowly. "Even with all the prep, you're still clenching. You're scared."

"Yes," Marcus admitted through gritted teeth.

"You should be." A third finger pushed in, and Marcus felt the stretch intensify, his body protesting the invasion. "Because in a minute, this is going to be my cock. And it's thicker than three fingers. And I'm going to push it all the way inside you."

She worked him open with methodical precision, her fingers curling and stroking against something inside him that made Marcus's cock leak precome onto his stomach.

"That's your prostate," Harper explained, her voice taking on a teacher-like quality that was somehow more humiliating than if she'd been cruel. "That's what's going to make you come from getting fucked in the ass. Your body is wired for this, Marcus, even if your pride isn't."

She withdrew her fingers, and Marcus immediately felt the loss—his hole clenching on nothing, his body confused about whether this was violation or pleasure.

Harper grabbed the lube bottle again, squirted a huge amount directly onto his ass, letting it run down over his hole and pool beneath him on the sheets. Then she lubed up the dildo with equally excessive amounts, making sure every inch of purple silicone was slick and shining.

"Ready?" she asked, positioning herself between his legs, the head of the dildo pressing against his entrance.

"No," Marcus said honestly.

"Perfect." Harper smiled, and it was the smile of someone about to take something that didn't belong to them. "Because I'm doing it anyway."

She pushed forward.

The head of the dildo breached him, and Marcus cried out—not quite pain, but intense pressure, the stretch beyond anything the plug or fingers had prepared him for. His body tried to clench, to expel the invading object, but Harper kept steady pressure, pushing inexorably deeper.

"Breathe," she commanded. "Relax into it. Fighting makes it worse."

Marcus tried to breathe, tried to relax, but his entire body was rigid with panic and resistance. Harper paused with just the head inside him, letting him adjust to the fullness.

"This is it," she said softly. "You're being penetrated. I'm inside your body, Marcus. How does it feel?"

"It hurts," he gasped.

"I know. But you're taking it anyway." She pushed deeper, another inch of silicone sliding into his ass, and Marcus made a sound that was half sob, half moan. "You're taking my cock because you agreed to. Because you betrayed me and this is the price."

She pushed again, and Marcus felt the dildo sink deeper, stretching him wider, filling him in a way that made every nerve ending in his lower body light up with overwhelming sensation.

"Halfway," Harper announced. "Halfway to being fully fucked. How's that feel, knowing my cock is halfway up your ass?"

Marcus couldn't answer. Could only lie there taking it, his hands fisted in the sheets, his whole world reduced to the feeling of being opened, filled, claimed.

Harper pulled back slightly, then thrust forward again, driving deeper. The angle shifted and the dildo dragged across his prostate, sending a jolt of unwanted pleasure through him that made his cock jump.

"There it is," Harper said with satisfaction. "Found it. That's going to make this very interesting for you."

She established a rhythm—shallow thrusts that pulled almost out before pushing back in, each thrust going a fraction deeper, working more of her cock into his resisting body. Marcus's breath came in ragged gasps, his mind reeling from the intensity of sensation—the stretch, the fullness, the wrongness of it, the shameful sparks of pleasure every time the dildo hit his prostate.

"Look at me," Harper demanded.

Marcus forced his eyes open, met her gaze.

"Say it," she ordered, her hips still moving, still fucking into him with steady persistence. "Say you're getting fucked in the ass."

"Harper—"

She thrust particularly deep, making him cry out. "Say it!"

"I'm getting fucked in the ass," Marcus sobbed out the words.

"By who?"

"By you. You're fucking my ass."

"That's right." Harper's hands gripped his thighs, spreading him wider, and she pushed the final inches of dildo into him until her hips were flush against his ass. "And now you're fully fucked. Every inch of my cock is inside you. You're completely penetrated, completely owned, completely mine."

Marcus felt tears streaming down his face—from the intensity, from the humiliation, from the overwhelming reality of what was happening to him. He was being pegged. Harper had her cock buried in his ass and was looking down at him with fierce possession and he could do nothing but take it.

"Please," he whispered, not even sure what he was begging for. For her to stop? To continue? For this to be over, for it to never end?

"Please what?" Harper held still, keeping herself fully sheathed inside him, letting him feel every centimeter of the dildo stretching him open.

"I don't know," Marcus admitted.

"You want me to fuck you properly now?" Harper's voice was soft, almost gentle. "You want to know what it really feels like to get pounded?"

"Yes," the word escaped before he could stop it.

"Good boy." Harper pulled back until just the head remained inside, then slammed back in.

The force of the thrust punched the air from Marcus's lungs. She did it again, harder, establishing a brutal rhythm that had the bed frame creaking and Marcus's body jolting with each impact.

It hurt. God, it hurt—the stretch, the depth, the relentless friction. But underneath the pain was something else, something that made his cock leak steadily onto his stomach, something that had him meeting her thrusts without meaning to, his hips tilting to take her deeper.

"Look at you," Harper panted, her own breathing getting heavy from the exertion of fucking him. "Look at you taking my cock like you were made for it. Your ass is gripping me so tight, pulling me in. You're fucking loving this, aren't you?"

"No," Marcus protested weakly.

Harper reached down and wrapped her hand around his rigid, leaking cock. "This says differently. You're hard as a rock from getting fucked. Your body knows the truth even if you don't want to admit it."

She stroked him in time with her thrusts, and the dual sensation—being penetrated while getting his cock worked—was too much, too intense, too overwhelming for Marcus to process.

"I'm going to make you come from this," Harper promised, her rhythm getting faster, more aggressive. "I'm going to fuck your ass until you shoot all over yourself, and then you're going to understand that your body belongs to me. That I can make you feel whatever I want, even if it's something you thought you'd hate."

Marcus felt his orgasm building despite himself, pressure coiling low in his belly in a way that was different from normal—deeper, more intense, radiating from where Harper's cock was pounding his prostate with every thrust.

"Harper, I—I'm going to—"

"Do it," she commanded. "Come from getting fucked in the ass. Show me who owns you."

The orgasm hit him like a freight train—different from any climax he'd experienced before, more intense and somehow shameful and glorious simultaneously. His cock pulsed in Harper's hand, come coating his stomach and chest, and through it all Harper kept fucking him, drawing out the pleasure until it bordered on pain.

When he finally stopped shaking, Harper stilled inside him, their eyes locked.

"That," she said quietly, "is what it feels like to be fucked. To have someone inside you, using your body for their pleasure, making you come whether you want to or not. Remember this feeling, Marcus. Because this is what you did to me every time we had sex. And now you know."

She pulled out slowly, and Marcus felt the emptiness like a physical loss. His hole twitched and gaped, his body confused by the sudden absence of the dildo that had filled it so completely.

Harper stood from the bed, the purple dildo still jutting from her hips, now glistening with lube and traces of his body. She looked powerful, victorious, transformed.

"That was your first time," she said. "But it won't be your last. We're doing this again tomorrow. And the day after that. Until your ass knows my cock better than your cock knows anyone's pussy. Until you beg me to fuck you instead of me having to force you. Do you understand?"

Marcus nodded weakly, too wrung out to protest.

"Good." Harper began removing the harness, setting it and the dildo aside with care. "Clean yourself up. We're not done today—not by a long shot. That was just the introduction. Tonight I'm going to fuck you again, and this time I want you face-down, ass up, so I can really pound you like the bitch you are."

She left him there on the bed, used and trembling and fundamentally changed, to process what had just happened to him.

And somewhere in the fog of his overwhelmed mind, Marcus realized with disturbing clarity that part of him was already anticipating tonight. Already wondering what it would feel like to be fucked again, harder, from a different angle.

Already starting to crave it.


Chapter 3: Breaking Point

Marcus spent the rest of Saturday afternoon in a fugue state.

After Harper left him trembling and used on the bed, he'd stumbled to the bathroom in a daze, his legs shaky, his ass sore in a way that was impossible to ignore. When he looked at himself in the mirror, he expected to see someone different—fundamentally changed by what had just happened. But his reflection looked the same. Same face, same body, same Marcus.

Except nothing was the same.

He'd been fucked. Actually, genuinely penetrated by his girlfriend wearing a strap-on, and he'd come from it—shot all over himself while her cock was buried in his ass, his body betraying him with pleasure he hadn't known was possible.

The shower water ran hot, almost scalding, and Marcus stood under the spray trying to process the cascade of emotions flooding through him. Shame—deep and visceral, the kind that made his stomach churn. Humiliation—because he'd begged Harper not to stop, had tilted his hips to take her deeper. Fear—because she'd promised to do it again tonight, and the day after, and the day after that until he was begging for it.

And underneath all of it, buried but undeniable: arousal. His cock was half-hard just thinking about it, remembering the feeling of being stretched open, filled, owned.

What's wrong with me? Marcus thought desperately, soaping himself for the third time, scrubbing at skin that already felt raw.

But he knew the answer: nothing was wrong with him. His body had responded to stimulation exactly the way bodies are designed to respond. The prostate didn't care about his pride or his preconceptions about masculinity—it just reacted to pressure, and Harper had found it with devastating precision.

When he finally emerged from the bathroom—clean, dry, wrapped in a towel—Harper was sitting on the bed reading, still wearing the harness over her jeans.

She looked up when he entered, and something in her expression made his pulse spike.

"Feeling better?" she asked, her tone conversational, like they'd just had normal afternoon sex instead of her taking his anal virginity.

"I... yeah. I guess."

"Good." Harper set her book aside, stood up. The dildo jutted from her hips, still attached to the harness, and the casual way she wore it—like it was just part of her body now—sent a confusing mix of terror and arousal through Marcus. "Because we're not done for the day."

Marcus's stomach dropped. "Harper, I need time to recover. My ass is sore, I can't—"

"You can," Harper interrupted, moving toward him with predatory grace. "And you will. I told you—we're doing this again tonight. Different position this time. I want you face-down so I can really fuck you properly."

"Please—"

"Drop the towel."

Marcus hesitated, and Harper's expression hardened.

"Drop. The. Towel. Or I walk out that door right now and you never see me again."

His hands shook as he unwrapped the towel, let it fall to the floor. Stood naked before her for the second time today, his cock already beginning to respond to her dominance despite his exhaustion.

Harper circled him slowly, appraising. "You're already getting hard again. That was fast."

"I can't help it," Marcus said miserably.

"I know." She stopped behind him, pressed her body against his back, the dildo prodding his ass through her jeans. "Your body knows what it wants now. Knows what it's made for. You might hate that truth, but your cock doesn't lie."

She reached around and wrapped her hand around his hardening shaft, stroked him with firm, possessive movements that made Marcus gasp.

"Tonight I'm going to fuck you harder," Harper whispered against his ear. "Deeper. Longer. Until your ass is molded to the shape of my cock. Until you can't remember what it felt like before I opened you up. And you're going to take it, Marcus. You're going to lie there face-down and let me pound you until I decide I'm done."

"Harper—" His voice cracked.

"Say you want it," she demanded, her hand still working his cock. "Say you want me to fuck your ass again."

"I don't—"

She squeezed hard enough to make him wince. "Say it. Or I stop touching you right now and you spend the rest of the day desperate and untouched before I fuck you anyway."

Marcus closed his eyes, felt tears of shame burning behind his lids. "I want it."

"Want what specifically?"

"I want you to... to fuck my ass again."

"Better." Harper released his cock, stepped back. "Get on the bed. Face down, ass up. I want you presenting yourself to me."

The position was even more degrading than being on his back had been. Marcus climbed onto the bed and positioned himself on his hands and knees, then lowered his chest to the mattress, arching his back to raise his ass in the air. The vulnerability of it—not being able to see Harper, offering himself completely—made every nerve in his body scream with humiliation.

He heard Harper moving behind him, the sound of her jeans unzipping, fabric rustling. Then her hands were on his ass, spreading his cheeks, exposing his still-tender hole to her gaze.

"You're still a little open from earlier," Harper observed, her fingers tracing his entrance. "That's going to make this easier. For you, anyway. I was hoping for more resistance."

A finger pushed inside him—just one, but the invasion made Marcus gasp. His body clenched instinctively, trying to expel the intrusion, but Harper held firm.

"Still tight enough to make this fun," she said with satisfaction. "And you're going to clench so nicely when I start pounding you."

She withdrew her finger and Marcus heard the obscene sound of lube being squirted liberally. Then the blunt head of the dildo was pressing against his hole, and Marcus's whole body tensed in anticipation of the breach.

"Relax," Harper commanded. "This'll hurt more if you fight it."

"I can't—I'm trying—"

"Try harder."

She pushed forward, and Marcus cried out as the dildo stretched him open again. It hurt less than the first time—his body remembered the shape of it, adjusted faster—but the psychological impact was somehow worse. This wasn't the shock of first penetration. This was accepting that Harper could use his ass whenever she wanted, that this was his reality now.

Harper sank into him with one long, slow thrust until her hips were flush against his ass.

"Fuck, you feel good," she breathed, and Marcus realized with a jolt that she could feel something—not physical sensation through the dildo, but the resistance of his body, the way he gripped her, the power of being inside him. "Taking my whole cock like you were made for it."

She pulled back and thrust in again, harder this time, and Marcus's arms buckled slightly from the force.

"That's it," Harper encouraged. "Take it. Show me what a good little slut you can be."

The crude language should have repulsed him. Instead it sent a dark thrill straight to his cock, which was trapped beneath him, rubbing against the sheets with every thrust.

Harper established a brutal rhythm, her hips slapping against his ass with each deep stroke. The angle was different from before—the dildo dragged across his prostate on every thrust, sending jolts of unwanted pleasure through his entire body.

"Oh god," Marcus moaned into the mattress.

"Feel good?" Harper's voice was slightly breathless from exertion. "Your prostate loving this?"

"Yes," he admitted, past the point of being able to lie.

"Tell me what's happening to you right now," Harper demanded, her pace never slowing. "Describe it."

"You're—fuck—you're fucking my ass—"

"More specific."

"Your cock is in my ass, you're pounding me, I'm face-down taking it—"

"And how does it feel?"

Marcus sobbed out the truth: "Good. It feels good. I hate that it feels good but it does—"

"That's what I wanted to hear." Harper leaned forward, changing the angle, going even deeper. "I want you to understand that your body belongs to me now. That I can make you feel pleasure even from something you thought you'd hate. Especially from that."

She reached beneath him, wrapped her hand around his leaking cock, and stroked him in time with her thrusts.

The dual sensation was overwhelming—being penetrated while getting jerked off, the shame and the pleasure mixing until Marcus couldn't separate them anymore.

"I'm going to make you come again," Harper promised. "Twice in one day from getting your ass fucked. And tomorrow it'll be three times. And the day after that, four. Until your cock can't get hard anymore unless there's something in your ass. Until you associate orgasm with being penetrated instead of penetrating. Do you understand what I'm doing to you?"

"Yes," Marcus gasped.

"Say it."

"You're—you're reconditioning me. Making me need this—"

"That's right." Her hand worked him faster, her thrusts getting harder. "I'm rewiring your sexuality. By the time I'm done with you, you'll beg me to fuck you. You'll present your ass without being asked. You'll worship my cock like it's the only thing that can satisfy you."

"Oh fuck—Harper—I'm close—"

"Come for me," she commanded. "Come from getting fucked like the submissive little bitch you are."

The orgasm ripped through him with even more intensity than the first time—his whole body convulsing, his ass clenching rhythmically around Harper's cock, come shooting onto the sheets beneath him in thick spurts.

Harper fucked him through it, drawing out his climax until he was shaking and whimpering, completely wrung out.

When she finally pulled out, Marcus collapsed fully onto the bed, unable to support his own weight. His ass felt empty again, and that sense of loss was disturbing in its intensity.

Harper flopped down beside him, breathing hard, the dildo still jutting from her hips.

"That was even better than the first time," she said, satisfaction thick in her voice. "You took it so well. Came so hard. I'm proud of you."

The praise shouldn't have mattered. Shouldn't have sent a warm glow through Marcus's chest. But it did, and that realization was almost as disturbing as everything else.

"Can we be done for today?" Marcus asked weakly. "Please?"

Harper considered. "One more time before bed. I want to fall asleep knowing your ass is freshly fucked and sore. But we can take a break for a few hours."

"Thank you," Marcus whispered, and meant it, which was perhaps the most fucked up part of all.
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They ordered pizza for dinner—a surreally normal activity that felt absurd given what had happened that afternoon.

Marcus sat gingerly on the couch, acutely aware of the soreness in his ass, while Harper scrolled through Netflix like this was just another Saturday night. The harness was finally off, set aside on the dresser upstairs, but Marcus couldn't stop thinking about it. About what was coming later.

"You're quiet," Harper observed, not looking away from the TV.

"Processing," Marcus said.

"How are you feeling? Physically, I mean."

"Sore. Used. Empty."

Harper glanced at him then, something unreadable in her expression. "Empty?"

Marcus's face heated. "I mean—I don't mean that I want—"

"Yes you do," Harper said softly. "Your body's already adjusting. Starting to crave what it's been given. That's normal, Marcus. That's how conditioning works."

"I don't want to be conditioned," he said miserably.

"Too late." Harper reached over and took his hand—the first gentle touch she'd offered all day. "The second my cock went in your ass, the conditioning started. Your prostate got stimulated, you came, your brain made the connection between penetration and pleasure. Now that pathway exists, and every time I fuck you, it gets stronger."

"That's not—I can fight it—"

"You can try." Harper squeezed his hand. "But you won't succeed. The human body is designed to seek pleasure and avoid pain. And I'm making sure that getting fucked feels so good you can't resist it. Eventually, you'll stop trying."

Marcus pulled his hand away, disturbed by how much he'd wanted to keep holding it. "Why are you doing this to me?"

"You know why." Harper's voice hardened slightly. "You betrayed me. You stuck your dick in someone else like I meant nothing. So now you get to understand what it's like to be on the receiving end. To have someone inside your body. To be vulnerable and used and claimed."

"I get it now," Marcus said desperately. "I understand. You've made your point—"

"Have I?" Harper turned to face him fully. "Because from where I'm sitting, you're still fighting it. Still treating this like punishment you need to endure instead of transformation you need to accept. So no, Marcus. I haven't made my point yet. But I will."

The pizza arrived, interrupting the tense moment. They ate in silence, the TV playing something neither of them was really watching.

Around 9 PM, Harper stood and stretched. "Bedtime."

Marcus's stomach clenched. "Already?"

"I want plenty of time for round three." Harper held out her hand. "Come on. Let's get you ready."

Marcus followed her upstairs like a man walking to his own execution, except executions didn't involve orgasms and shameful pleasure and the growing suspicion that part of him was looking forward to this.

In the bedroom, Harper pulled out the enema kit. "Clean yourself out again. I want you fresh."

Marcus took the kit to the bathroom, his face burning with familiar humiliation. The process was becoming routine—fill, insert, hold, expel, repeat—but no less degrading. When he emerged, Harper had the harness back on, the purple dildo jutting from her hips, the bottle of lube ready on the nightstand.

"On your back this time," she instructed. "I want to see your face again. Want to watch you struggle with how good it feels."

Marcus climbed onto the bed, positioned himself with his knees up, and Harper settled between his legs.

"You know what's going to happen now," she said, lubing up the dildo with slow, deliberate strokes. "You know exactly how this is going to feel. So I want you to pay attention to your reactions. Notice when your body starts responding before I even touch you. Notice how quickly you get hard, how eagerly your hole opens up for me."

She was right. Marcus's cock was already half-hard just from watching her prepare, and when her lubed fingers pressed against his entrance, he felt his body relax into the touch instead of tensing against it.

"See?" Harper pushed two fingers inside easily. "You're already adjusting. Already learning that resistance just makes it harder. Your body's smarter than your pride."

She worked him open with practiced efficiency now—no longer exploring or learning, but preparing with the confidence of someone who knew exactly what she was doing. Three fingers, then four, stretching him wider than the dildo would actually require.

"Why—why so much?" Marcus gasped.

"Because eventually I'm going to use the bigger cock on you," Harper explained, her fingers still working inside him. "And I want your ass ready for it. Want you stretched and trained and prepared to take anything I decide to give you."

She withdrew her fingers and positioned the dildo at his entrance. No hesitation this time, no build-up—just steady, inexorable pressure as she pushed inside.

Marcus groaned as the dildo filled him, the stretch intense but manageable, his body remembering the shape of it. Harper sank in to the hilt in one smooth thrust, and Marcus felt his cock jump at the fullness.

"Three times in one day," Harper mused, beginning to move. "Your ass is getting so well-fucked. How does it feel, knowing you've been penetrated three times in the span of a few hours?"

"Overwhelming," Marcus admitted.

"But good?"

"...yes."

"Say it properly. Say 'it feels good to get fucked in the ass.'"

Marcus closed his eyes, the shame acute. "It feels good to get fucked in the ass."

"Again. Look at me when you say it."

He forced his eyes open, met her gaze. "It feels good to get fucked in the ass."

"Good boy." Harper's pace increased, her hips driving the dildo deeper with each thrust. "Now tell me what you want."

"I don't—"

"Yes you do. Your body knows even if your mind doesn't. Tell me what you want right now."

Marcus felt the words trying to escape, fought them desperately, but Harper angled her hips and nailed his prostate so perfectly that his resistance crumbled.

"I want you to fuck me harder," he gasped out. "Please—harder—"

Harper smiled, triumphant and fierce. "Since you asked so nicely."

She gave him what he'd begged for—brutal, deep thrusts that had the bed shaking and Marcus crying out with each impact. Her hand wrapped around his cock, stroking him roughly, and Marcus felt himself hurtling toward another orgasm with terrifying speed.

"That's three times you're going to come from getting your ass pounded," Harper panted. "Three times in one day. Tomorrow it'll be four. Then five. Until you can't remember what it's like to come any other way."

"Oh fuck—Harper—"

"Come for me. Show me how much you love getting fucked."

Marcus came with a shout, his ass clenching rhythmically around Harper's cock, his own cock pulsing in her hand. The orgasm seemed to go on forever, wave after wave of pleasure radiating from his prostate, and through it all Harper kept thrusting, kept claiming him, kept proving her absolute ownership of his body.

When it finally subsided, Marcus lay boneless and dazed, barely conscious.

Harper pulled out slowly, then lay down beside him, the dildo still attached to her harness.

"That's enough for today," she said, almost gently. "You did well. Took everything I gave you. I'm proud of how quickly you're learning."

Marcus couldn't respond. Could only lie there in the aftermath, his body satisfied in a way that disturbed him, his mind reeling from the implications of what was happening to him.

He was three orgasms deep into being reconditioned. Three times he'd come from being penetrated, and his body was already craving it again despite his exhaustion.

Harper was right: she was rewiring him. And he was letting it happen.



Sunday morning, Marcus woke to the now-familiar sensation of Harper's fingers inside him.

He gasped, tried to pull away, but Harper's other hand pressed firmly on his lower back, holding him in place.

"Morning," she said cheerfully, working two fingers in and out of his ass with casual confidence. "Thought I'd wake you up properly."

"Harper—what—"

"I want morning sex," she explained, adding a third finger. "But not the kind we used to have. I want to start every day by fucking you. Want your first conscious thought to be my cock in your ass. Seems fitting, don't you think?"

Marcus's cock was already responding, hardening against the sheets despite the early hour and his soreness.

"On your hands and knees," Harper instructed, withdrawing her fingers. "Let's make this quick. I have things to do today."

Marcus obeyed automatically, his body moving before his mind caught up, and that compliance terrified him. How quickly he was learning to submit, to take the position without argument.

Harper mounted him from behind—no harness this time, just her naked body against his as she pushed the dildo (had she been wearing it while he slept?) into his ass with practiced ease.

"Fuck, you take it so well now," she praised, beginning to thrust. "Twenty-four hours ago you were a virgin, and now look at you—ass up, taking my cock first thing in the morning. You're learning fast."

The angle was perfect, the dildo hitting his prostate with every stroke, and Marcus felt his fourth orgasm of the weekend building embarrassingly quickly.

"I can tell you're close already," Harper observed, her hips never slowing. "Your ass is clenching so tight. You going to come from getting fucked awake?"

"Yes," Marcus moaned into the pillow.

"Do it. Come for me. Shoot all over the sheets like a good boy."

He did, his untouched cock pulsing beneath him, adding to the mess from last night. The orgasm was intense but brief, his body already exhausted from being used so thoroughly.

Harper fucked him through it, then pulled out and smacked his ass playfully.

"Good morning to you too," she said. "Now get up and make me breakfast. I'm hungry after all that work."

Marcus stumbled to the bathroom first, cleaned himself up mechanically, his mind blank. When he caught his reflection, he barely recognized himself. His eyes looked different—something broken and rebuilt wrong, or maybe just rebuilt different.

He made Harper breakfast—scrambled eggs and toast, coffee the way she liked it—while she sat at the kitchen table reading the news on her tablet, still completely naked with the harness and dildo casually strapped to her hips like it was the most normal thing in the world.

"We need to talk about the week ahead," Harper said as Marcus set her plate down. "I'm working from home Monday and Tuesday, which means I'll have plenty of time to fuck you during my lunch breaks. Wednesday I'm in the office, but I'll want you ready when I get home. Thursday and Friday are flexible."

Marcus stared at her. "You're planning this out? Like a schedule?"

"Of course." Harper forked eggs into her mouth. "Reconditioning requires consistency. I can't just fuck you randomly and expect your body to fully adjust. You need regular penetration, predictable patterns, until your ass learns that it exists to be used."

"This is insane," Marcus said weakly.

"This is the deal you agreed to." Harper's eyes met his, hard and uncompromising. "And honestly, Marcus? You're already responding better than I expected. Four orgasms in less than twenty-four hours, all from getting your ass fucked. Most men take longer to break in. But you..." She smiled. "You're a natural bottom."

The words hit Marcus like a physical blow. A bottom. Is that what he was becoming?

"Eat your breakfast," Harper instructed. "You'll need your strength. After I shower, I'm fucking you again."
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True to her word, Harper fucked him again after breakfast—bent over the kitchen counter this time, his hands braced against the marble while she pounded into him from behind, the harness creaking with each thrust.

Marcus came for the fifth time in twenty-four hours, his cock shooting weakly onto the kitchen floor, his ass clenching desperately around Harper's cock.

Then again in the shower—Marcus pressed against the tile wall, steam surrounding them, water running down their bodies as Harper took him standing up, one of his legs hitched over her hip to give her better access.

Six times. Six orgasms from being penetrated, and his body was starting to crave it the way he used to crave pussy.

That evening, Harper introduced a new element: the restraints.

"I want to try something," she said, pulling out the under-mattress restraint system she'd bought. "I want you completely helpless while I fuck you. Unable to move, unable to resist, totally at my mercy."

Marcus's pulse spiked with pure panic. "Harper, that's—that's too much—"

"Is it?" Harper began setting up the restraints, threading the straps under the mattress, adjusting the attachment points. "Or are you just scared of how much you'll like it? How much easier it'll be to surrender when you don't have a choice?"

She secured the restraints and turned to Marcus, holding up the padded leather cuffs.

"On the bed. On your back."

Marcus climbed onto the bed with shaking limbs, and Harper systematically cuffed his wrists and ankles, spreading him wide and vulnerable, completely exposed.

He tested the restraints—they held firm, no give at all. He was trapped, helpless, about to be fucked with absolutely no ability to control what happened to him.

"Please," he whispered, not even sure what he was begging for.

"Shh." Harper climbed between his spread legs, the dildo jutting from her hips. "This is what you need. To stop fighting. To stop pretending you have control. You're mine, Marcus. Your body belongs to me. And now you can't even pretend otherwise."

She pushed into him in one smooth thrust, and Marcus cried out—not from pain, but from the overwhelming psychological weight of being penetrated while completely restrained.

Harper fucked him slowly, almost gently, but the restraints made it feel more intense than any of the rough pounding. He couldn't move away, couldn't adjust the angle, couldn't do anything but take what she gave him.

"Look at you," Harper murmured, her hips rolling in deep, measured thrusts. "Tied down and taking my cock. Finally accepting your place. How does it feel to be completely helpless?"

"Terrifying," Marcus gasped.

"But arousing?"

His hard cock lying against his stomach was answer enough.

Harper reached down and wrapped her hand around it, stroking him slowly while continuing to fuck him with that same unhurried rhythm.

"I could keep you like this all night," she mused. "Fuck you for hours while you can't do anything but lie here and take it. Come inside you over and over until you're begging me to stop, and then ignore those begs and keep going anyway."

"Please don't—"

"Relax. I'm not that cruel. Yet." Her thumb swiped over the head of his cock, spreading his precome. "But knowing I could is important. Knowing that when I tie you down, you're completely at my mercy—that's the lesson here."

She fucked him for what felt like hours but was probably only thirty minutes, bringing him to the edge repeatedly but never letting him come, until Marcus was writhing in his restraints and actually begging.

"Please—Harper please—I need to come—"

"Tell me what you are," Harper demanded, her pace finally increasing.

"I'm—I don't—"

"Tell me what you are or you don't get to come at all."

Marcus sobbed out the words: "I'm yours. I'm your—your bottom. Your—" he couldn't say it.

"My what?"

"Your bitch," Marcus finally gasped. "I'm your bitch to fuck whenever you want."

"Good boy." Harper stroked him faster, fucked him harder. "Come for me. Come from being tied down and fucked like the submissive slut you are."

His seventh orgasm of the weekend hit him like a tidal wave—intense and devastating and utterly consuming. His whole body convulsed against the restraints, his ass clenching rhythmically, his cock pulsing weakly in Harper's hand.

When it finally subsided, Harper gently released him from the cuffs, rubbed circulation back into his wrists and ankles.

"You did so well," she praised, gathering him into her arms. "I'm so proud of how far you've come in just two days."

Marcus couldn't respond. Could only lie there in Harper's embrace, thoroughly fucked and fundamentally changed, knowing that tomorrow would bring more of the same.

And the terrible truth was: part of him was already looking forward to it.



Monday morning, Marcus woke to Harper's alarm at 7 AM.

She was already reaching for him, rolling him onto his stomach before he was fully conscious, spreading his ass cheeks and pushing into him with minimal prep.

"Morning fuck," she announced cheerfully, establishing a quick rhythm. "Get used to this. Every day starts with my cock in your ass."

Marcus groaned into the pillow, his body accepting the penetration with disturbing ease, his cock hardening beneath him despite the early hour.

Harper made him come in under five minutes—his eighth orgasm from being penetrated—then pulled out and headed for the shower, leaving Marcus boneless and dazed on the bed.

"I'm working from home today," Harper called from the bathroom. "Which means I'll be fucking you during my lunch break. Be ready."

Marcus dragged himself out of bed, his ass sore but not painfully so—just a constant reminder of what was being done to it. He made coffee, checked his own work emails, tried to pretend this was a normal Monday.

At noon exactly, Harper emerged from her home office.

"Lunch break," she announced. "Bedroom. Now."

Marcus followed her upstairs, his heart pounding. This was becoming routine—Harper saying jump, Marcus asking how high. Or in this case, Harper saying "present your ass," and Marcus climbing onto the bed without argument.

She fucked him face-down for twenty minutes, making him come for the ninth time while she talked casually about her morning meetings.

"Conference call was boring as hell," she said, her hips still moving. "But knowing I was going to come up here and fuck you made it bearable. Spent the whole call thinking about how tight your ass would be, how good you'd feel clenching around my cock."

Marcus came with a whimper, his untouched cock spurting onto the sheets, and Harper fucked him through it before pulling out.

"Back to work," she said, cleaning off the dildo with a wet wipe. "I'll want you again before dinner."

She did. At 5 PM, she came out of her office and bent Marcus over the kitchen table, fucking him roughly while his dinner burned in the oven.

Tenth orgasm. Ten times in three days he'd come from being penetrated, and his body was so conditioned now that he got hard the moment Harper put the harness on.

Tuesday followed the same pattern: morning fuck, lunch break fuck, evening fuck. Then Wednesday—Harper went to the office, but she left Marcus with instructions.

"I want you to practice with the training plug," she'd said before leaving. "Wear the medium one all day. Get yourself used to being filled even when I'm not here to fuck you. When I get home tonight, I want you stretched and ready for the big cock."

Marcus's stomach had dropped. "The big one? Already?"

"You're ready," Harper said with confidence. "Trust me. Your ass can take it now."

So Marcus spent Wednesday working from home with the medium plug lodged in his ass, his body hyper-aware of the fullness, his cock half-hard all day from the constant prostate stimulation.

When Harper got home that evening, she walked straight to the bedroom and pulled out the larger dildo—eight inches, noticeably thicker, intimidating in its size.

"On your hands and knees," she ordered, attaching it to her harness. "Let's see how well you can take the upgrade."

Marcus assumed the position, his heart hammering. Harper removed the plug—leaving him empty and clenching—and squirted liberal amounts of lube onto the new dildo.

"This is going to stretch you more than you've ever been stretched," she warned. "It's going to hurt at first. But you're going to take it anyway, because you're mine and your ass exists for my pleasure now."

She pressed the head against his entrance, and Marcus gasped at the size of it—noticeably wider than the previous dildo, pushing his limits immediately.

"Breathe," Harper instructed. "Relax into it."

She pushed forward steadily, and Marcus felt himself stretching wider than ever before, the burn intense, his body protesting the size of the intrusion.

"Too big—Harper it's too big—"

"You can take it," Harper said firmly, not stopping. "Your body can handle this. Just breathe."

She sank deeper, inch by excruciating inch, until Marcus was gasping and whimpering and clawing at the sheets.

"Halfway," Harper announced. "You're doing so well. Just a little more."

"I can't—"

"You can." She pushed deeper, and finally—finally—her hips met his ass, the entire eight inches buried inside him. "There. You took it all. Every inch of my big cock is in your ass. How does that feel?"

"Full," Marcus gasped. "So fucking full—"

"Good." Harper began to move, slower than usual to let him adjust. "This is what you're going to be taking regularly now. Your ass is officially trained enough for the big cock. Isn't that an accomplishment?"

It should have felt like degradation. Instead, Marcus felt a confusing surge of pride that he'd managed to take it, that his body had adjusted enough to accommodate her.

Harper fucked him with the larger dildo for thirty minutes, gradually increasing her pace until she was pounding him as hard as she had with the smaller one. By the time she made him come—his fifteenth orgasm from being penetrated—Marcus was sobbing into the sheets, completely overwhelmed by the intensity of sensation.

"Such a good boy," Harper praised, pulling out slowly. "Taking my big cock like you were made for it. I'm so proud of you."

The praise sent warmth through Marcus's chest, and that was perhaps the most disturbing development of all: he was starting to crave Harper's approval for how well he could take her cock.



By the end of the first week, Marcus had been fucked twenty-three times.

Twenty-three separate instances of Harper strapping on and penetrating him, each one reconditioning his body further, teaching him that pleasure came from submission rather than dominance.

His ass was perpetually sore but in a way that had become almost comfortable—a constant reminder of what he was now. Harper made him wear plugs during the day when she couldn't fuck him, keeping him stretched and ready, and Marcus had stopped protesting.

Friday night, Harper introduced another new element.

"I want to try something different," she said, pulling out a small box Marcus hadn't seen before. "I want to see if you can come completely hands-free. Just from my cock hitting your prostate."

She pulled out a small vibrator—the one River had recommended at the sex shop.

"This goes in your ass along with my cock," Harper explained. "It'll stimulate your prostate while I fuck you. The goal is to make you come without anyone touching your dick."

Marcus's face burned. "That's—is that even possible?"

"For some men, yes. And I think you're one of them. You respond so well to prostate stimulation already. Let's see if we can push you over the edge."

She had him lie on his back, knees up, and carefully worked the small vibrator into him alongside generous lube. Then she turned it on.

The sensation was immediate and overwhelming—intense vibration right against his prostate, making his cock jump and leak without any direct stimulation.

"Oh fuck," Marcus gasped.

"Good?" Harper asked, amused.

"Intense—really intense—"

"Perfect." She positioned herself between his legs and pushed her cock in alongside the vibrator.

The fullness was incredible—both the dildo and the vibrating toy stretching him, the vibrations amplified by having Harper's cock pressing everything together. Marcus's whole body tensed with the intensity.

"Relax," Harper soothed, beginning to thrust slowly. "Let it build. Don't fight it."

She fucked him with measured, deep strokes, the vibrator buzzing constantly against his prostate, and Marcus felt his orgasm building in a completely different way than usual—deeper, more intense, radiating from inside rather than from his cock.

"I think—I think I'm going to—"

"Do it," Harper encouraged. "Come for me completely hands-free. Show me how well-trained your ass is."

The orgasm hit Marcus like nothing he'd ever experienced—his whole body convulsing, his cock pulsing and shooting come onto his stomach without anyone touching it, the pleasure so intense he almost blacked out.

Harper kept thrusting through it, drawing it out, until Marcus was shaking and crying and completely overwhelmed.

"That's twenty-four," Harper said with satisfaction, pulling out gently and removing the vibrator. "Twenty-four times you've come from your ass in one week. Your body knows now. Knows exactly what it's made for."

Marcus lay there in the aftermath, unable to process what had just happened. He'd come completely hands-free from being penetrated. His body had been so thoroughly conditioned that it could orgasm just from prostate stimulation alone.

Harper was right: he was being rewired. And it was working.



That night, after Harper had cleaned them both up and they were lying in bed, she pulled him into her arms.

"You've been so good this week," she murmured against his hair. "So obedient, so willing to learn. I'm proud of how far you've come."

"Have I earned..." Marcus hesitated. "Have I earned any forgiveness? For what I did?"

Harper was quiet for a long moment.

"You're getting there," she said finally. "This week was about making you understand what you did to me. Making you feel what it's like to be vulnerable during sex. And you're starting to get it, I can tell."

"So we're okay? We can move past this?"

"Maybe." Harper's hand traced patterns on his chest. "But we're not going back to how things were before. This—" she gestured at the harness draped over the chair, the dildos on the nightstand, "—this is part of our sex life now. Permanently. You understand that, right?"

Marcus's stomach clenched. "You mean you're going to keep fucking me? Even after... after I'm forgiven?"

"Especially after you're forgiven." Harper's voice was firm. "Because you like it now, Marcus. Your body responds to it. And I like doing it—like having that power, that control. So yes. This is who we are now. I'm the one who fucks you. That's our dynamic going forward."

"But what about... normal sex? What about me being inside you?"

Harper laughed softly. "Oh, honey. That might happen occasionally. But it'll never be the main event again. The main event is me fucking your ass. You coming from being penetrated. Your orgasms belonging to me. That's our new normal."

Marcus should have been horrified. Should have protested, should have drawn some kind of line.

But his cock was already hardening at her words, and they both knew it.

"See?" Harper wrapped her hand around his growing erection. "Your body knows the truth even if your mind's still catching up. You want this. You need this now. I've made sure of it."

She was right. After twenty-four penetrations in seven days, after coming hands-free from prostate stimulation, after spending entire days plugged and ready for her—Marcus's body had been completely reconditioned.

He was a bottom now. Harper's bottom. And some deep, shameful part of him was okay with that.

"Get some sleep," Harper said, releasing his cock. "Tomorrow's Saturday. I have plans for you."

"What kind of plans?" Marcus asked, equal parts dread and anticipation.

"The kind where you learn to beg for my cock," Harper said simply. "Where I make you explicitly ask me to fuck you instead of me having to order you into position. Time for the next phase of your training."

Marcus closed his eyes, his body already responding to the promise in her words.

One week ago, he'd been terrified of being penetrated. Now he was lying in bed with a hard cock, thinking about tomorrow, about Harper fucking him, about how good it would feel to have her inside him again.

She'd done it. She'd completely rewired him.

And the most disturbing part was: Marcus wasn't sure he wanted to go back.


Chapter 4: Surrender

Saturday morning arrived with Marcus already awake, his body conditioned to anticipate Harper's touch before his alarm even went off.

He lay in bed listening to her breathing beside him, the harness already strapped to her hips—she'd started sleeping in it, the dildo jutting between them like a constant reminder of what their relationship had become. His cock was hard against the sheets, his ass clenching on nothing, his body craving what it had been trained to need.

When did I start wanting this? Marcus wondered, staring at the ceiling in the pre-dawn light.

The answer was obvious: somewhere between the tenth and twentieth penetration, his body had stopped fighting and started seeking. Somewhere in that first week of constant fucking, his brain had rewired itself to associate pleasure with submission rather than dominance.

And now, lying here in the quiet morning, Marcus realized with disturbing clarity that he was hoping Harper would wake up and fuck him.

As if sensing his thoughts, Harper stirred. Her hand immediately went to his ass, fingers tracing between his cheeks, finding his hole and pressing against it experimentally.

"Already clenching," she murmured sleepily. "Your body's so well-trained now. Knows exactly what it wants."

Marcus didn't respond, but his hips tilted slightly—unconsciously offering himself to her touch.

Harper noticed. Of course she noticed.

"Did you just present your ass to me?" she asked, suddenly more awake. "Without me telling you to?"

Marcus's face burned. "I didn't mean—"

"Yes you did." Harper's fingers pushed inside him—two at once, his body accepting them with practiced ease. "Your body knows what it needs even if your pride still wants to pretend otherwise. But that's okay. Today we're going to make your mind catch up with your body."

She withdrew her fingers and rolled him onto his stomach in one smooth motion. Marcus felt her settling behind him, the blunt head of the dildo pressing against his entrance.

"Today," Harper said, her hands spreading his ass cheeks, "you're going to ask me to fuck you. Not because I ordered you to. Because you want it. Because you need it. And you're not getting my cock until you beg properly."

She pushed just the head inside—enough to make Marcus gasp at the stretch but not enough to satisfy the ache building in his core.

"Please," Marcus heard himself whisper before his brain caught up.

"Please what?" Harper held still, not giving him another inch.

"Please fuck me."

"Not good enough." Harper pulled back slightly, the head of the dildo almost slipping out. "Tell me exactly what you want. Be specific. Be crude. Convince me you actually need this."

Marcus buried his face in the pillow, shame and arousal warring in his chest. But his body won—his hips pushed back, trying to impale himself on Harper's cock, trying to take what she was withholding.

"I want you to fuck my ass," he gasped out. "Please—I need your cock inside me—need you to stretch me open and pound me—"

"Why?" Harper's voice was soft but relentless. "Why do you need it?"

"Because I—because it feels good—because I can't come anymore without something in my ass—because you've trained me to need it—"

"And?" Harper pushed in another inch, rewarding his honesty.

"And I want it," Marcus sobbed into the pillow. "I don't just need it, I want it. Want you to fuck me, use me, make me come from taking your cock—please Harper please just fuck me—"

"There it is." Harper slammed the rest of the way inside in one brutal thrust that made Marcus cry out. "That's what I've been waiting to hear. You admitting you want this. Begging for it."

She fucked him hard and fast, no warm-up, no gentle build—just relentless pounding that had Marcus's hands fisting in the sheets and desperate sounds pouring from his throat.

"This is who you are now," Harper panted, her hips slapping against his ass with each thrust. "Someone who begs to get fucked. Someone who needs cock in his ass to feel satisfied. Say it."

"I need cock in my ass," Marcus moaned, his untouched cock leaking steadily onto the sheets. "Need to be fucked—need you to use me—"

"Good boy." Harper reached beneath him, wrapped her hand around his cock, and stroked him in time with her thrusts. "Come for me. Show me how much you love getting your ass pounded."

Marcus came with a shout—his twenty-fifth orgasm from being penetrated, but the first one he'd actively begged for. The shame of it mixed with the pleasure until he couldn't separate them anymore.

Harper fucked him through his orgasm and beyond, chasing her own satisfaction—not physical climax but the psychological pleasure of owning him completely.

When she finally pulled out, Marcus collapsed fully onto the bed, boneless and dazed.

"That's the first time you begged without me forcing you," Harper observed, lying down beside him. "How does it feel?"

"Humiliating," Marcus admitted.

"But satisfying?"

"...yes."

"Good." Harper kissed his shoulder, surprisingly gentle. "Because from now on, you're going to ask for it every time. I'm not going to initiate anymore. If you want my cock, you have to beg for it. Explicitly. Crudely. Convince me you need it."

Marcus's stomach dropped. "You're making me ask? Every time?"

"Every single time." Harper's voice was firm. "Because I want you to hear yourself. Want you to acknowledge out loud that you're someone who begs to get fucked in the ass. That's who you are now, Marcus. And the sooner you accept it, the easier this gets."



The rest of Saturday passed in a haze of Marcus's growing need and his pride's crumbling resistance.

By noon, his body was aching for another round. His cock was half-hard, his ass clenching on nothing, his mind filled with thoughts of Harper's cock stretching him open.

Harper sat on the couch reading, ignoring him completely. The harness was still strapped to her hips, the dildo jutting obscenely from her crotch, but she acted like it wasn't there.

Marcus paced the apartment, trying to distract himself. Tried to work, to watch TV, to do anything except think about how badly he wanted to be fucked.

By 2 PM, he couldn't take it anymore.

He found Harper in the bedroom, folding laundry with casual efficiency.

"Harper," he started, his voice rough.

"Yes?" She didn't look up from the shirts she was folding.

"I... I want..." Marcus's face burned, the words sticking in his throat.

"You want what?" Harper's tone was conversational, like they were discussing dinner plans.

"I want you to fuck me," Marcus forced out in a rush.

"That's a start." Harper finally looked at him. "But not specific enough. Tell me exactly what you want me to do to you. And why."

Marcus's hands clenched into fists at his sides. "I want you to put your cock in my ass and fuck me until I come."

"Why?"

"Because I need it. Because my body won't shut up about it. Because I've been hard for an hour thinking about it."

"Better." Harper set aside the laundry. "Where do you want it? What position?"

"I don't care—any position—just please—"

"Hands and knees on the bed." Harper's voice took on that commanding edge he'd learned to respond to. "Ass up, head down. And while I'm getting the lube, I want you to finger yourself open. Get yourself ready for my cock."

The degradation of it should have made Marcus refuse. Instead he found himself climbing onto the bed and assuming the position, his hand reaching back to find his own hole.

He pushed two fingers inside himself—his body accepting them easily after a week of constant penetration—and worked them in and out while Harper watched from the doorway.

"Look at you," Harper said, her voice thick with satisfaction. "Fingering your own ass to get ready for me. A week ago you'd never even considered doing this, and now you're doing it without being told."

"Please," Marcus gasped, adding a third finger. "Please fuck me—I'm ready—"

Harper approached with the lube, replacing his fingers with her cock in one smooth motion. Marcus moaned at the fullness, his body welcoming the intrusion.

"This is your second time today begging for it," Harper noted, establishing a deep rhythm. "And it's only been a few hours. Your body's really developed a need for this, hasn't it?"

"Yes," Marcus admitted, meeting her thrusts. "Yes—need it—need you to fuck me—"

She made him come in under ten minutes, his cock pulsing untouched beneath him, and Marcus realized with disturbing clarity that this was becoming his preferred form of orgasm.

He preferred being penetrated to penetrating. Preferred taking cock to giving it. Preferred being fucked to fucking.

Harper had successfully rewired him.



Sunday followed a similar pattern.

Marcus lasted until late morning before his need became unbearable. He found Harper in the kitchen making coffee and dropped to his knees before he could talk himself out of it.

"Please fuck me," he said, looking up at her from his submissive position on the floor.

Harper raised an eyebrow. "Oh? Kneeling now? That's new."

"I need it," Marcus admitted, his pride in shambles. "Need your cock in my ass. Please."

"Since you asked so nicely..." Harper gestured toward the bedroom. "Go prepare yourself. I want you plugged and stretched when I come up in five minutes."

Marcus practically ran upstairs, grabbed the large plug from the nightstand, and worked it into himself with shaking hands. The stretch was intense but familiar, his body accepting it with practiced ease.

When Harper entered five minutes later, Marcus was on the bed with the plug lodged deep in his ass, his cock hard and leaking.

"Good boy," Harper praised, removing the plug and replacing it with her cock in one smooth motion. "Learning to prepare yourself without being told. I'm so proud."

She fucked him missionary style, their eyes locked, and Marcus couldn't hide how much he was loving it—his expressions giving away every spike of pleasure, every moment of desperate need.

"You're so beautiful like this," Harper murmured, her hips rolling in deep, measured thrusts. "Spread open and taking my cock. Finally accepting what you are."

"What am I?" Marcus gasped.

"Mine." Harper's hand wrapped around his throat—not squeezing, just holding, claiming. "My bottom. My submissive. The one who gets fucked, not the one who fucks."

Marcus came from those words alone, his cock pulsing between them, and Harper smiled with fierce satisfaction.



Monday morning, Marcus woke Harper up by crawling between her legs and taking the dildo into his mouth.

He wasn't even consciously planning it—his body just moved, seeking what it needed, and the best way to get Harper's attention was to service her cock.

Harper woke to the sensation of Marcus sucking her off, his technique improving from practice, his eagerness obvious in every bob of his head.

"Well," she said, her hand coming to rest in his hair. "This is a pleasant surprise. Desperate already?"

Marcus pulled off the dildo long enough to gasp, "Please fuck me. Been awake for an hour needing it."

"Show me how badly." Harper spread her legs wider. "Worship my cock properly. Convince me you deserve it."

Marcus took her deep, fighting his gag reflex, determined to prove his need. His own cock was hard and ignored, all his focus on servicing Harper until she decided he'd earned penetration.

After five minutes of enthusiastic cock-sucking, Harper finally pulled him off.

"You've earned it. On your back. I want to watch your face while you take it."

The morning fuck was intense and desperate, Marcus begging throughout—"harder," "deeper," "please don't stop"—all his resistance finally, completely gone.

When Harper made him come, he sobbed through it, overwhelmed by how thoroughly she'd broken him down and rebuilt him as someone who needed this.

"That's it," Harper soothed, stroking him through his orgasm. "Let it out. Let yourself feel it. This is who you are now, baby. And it's okay. It's perfect."



The second week continued the pattern of Marcus's complete surrender.

Tuesday, he begged during his lunch break—interrupting Harper's work call to drop to his knees and plead for her cock.

Wednesday, he texted her at the office: Need you. Please come home and fuck me.

Harper's response: Not until you're more specific. Tell me exactly what you need.

Marcus's hands shook as he typed: Need your cock in my ass. Need you to pound me until I come. Please. I'm so desperate I can't work.

Harper: Better. I'll be home at 5. Be naked and plugged.

Marcus spent the afternoon with the large plug stretching him open, his cock hard the entire time, checking the clock every few minutes.

When Harper walked through the door at 5, Marcus was waiting on his hands and knees in the bedroom, the plug lodged deep, his need written across every line of his body.

"Please," he begged before she'd even set down her bag. "Please fuck me—I've been ready for hours—need it so badly—"

Harper smiled, slow and satisfied. "Look at you. So desperate. So needy. My perfect little bottom."

She fucked him for an hour, making him come twice—once from her cock alone, once with her hand on him—and Marcus thanked her for both orgasms like they were gifts.

Because they were. His pleasure belonged to Harper now. She controlled when and how he came, and Marcus had stopped fighting that reality.

Thursday, Marcus woke her up at 3 AM, unable to sleep through his need.

"Please," he whispered, his hand already on her cock. "I know it's early but I need you—"

Harper fucked him sleepy and slow in the darkness, and Marcus came whispering her name like a prayer.

Friday night, Harper introduced a new humiliation: making Marcus beg for her cock while she ignored him.

She sat on the couch watching TV while Marcus knelt naked at her feet, his hard cock jutting between his legs, his desperation palpable.

"Please fuck me," he begged.

Harper didn't even glance at him. "Mmm, not yet."

"Please—I need it—need your cock—"

"Tell me why you need it."

"Because you've trained me to. Because my body doesn't work right anymore without something in my ass. Because I can't come any other way now."

"Keep going."

"Because I love it," Marcus admitted, his voice breaking. "Love getting fucked by you. Love how it feels when you're inside me. Love surrendering to you. Please Harper please—"

She made him beg for twenty minutes before finally relenting, and when she fucked him, Marcus came almost immediately from the relief of finally getting what he needed.
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The third week brought a new development: Marcus starting to crave Harper's cock even when he wasn't particularly horny.

He'd be working at his laptop and suddenly need to feel full. Need to be penetrated not for orgasm but just for the psychological comfort of submission.

Wednesday afternoon, he found himself in the bedroom fingering his ass while Harper worked in her office—not masturbating, just... filling himself. Needing that sensation of being opened.

Harper walked in and found him like that: on his back, three fingers inside himself, his cock soft, his eyes closed in something like meditation.

"What are you doing?" she asked, fascinated.

"I don't know," Marcus admitted, not stopping. "Just needed to feel something inside me. Doesn't even feel sexual right now. Just... necessary."

"You're comfort-fucking yourself," Harper observed. "Using penetration to self-soothe instead of for pleasure. That's a significant development."

She replaced his fingers with a plug, and Marcus sighed in relief at the fullness.

"Wear that for the rest of the day," Harper instructed. "And tonight I want you to tell me honestly: has being a bottom become your identity now, or is it still something you're struggling with?"

That night in bed, Marcus found the words.

"It's who I am now," he admitted quietly. "I don't struggle with it anymore. I just... am this. Someone who needs to be fucked. Someone who craves penetration. Your bottom."

"And how do you feel about that?"

"Okay," Marcus said, surprised to realize it was true. "I feel okay about it. Better than okay, actually. It's like... I spent my whole life thinking I had to be the dominant one during sex, and it was exhausting. This—being submissive, letting you control everything—it's easier. More natural for me, I think."

Harper pulled him close. "I'm proud of you for acknowledging that. A lot of men never could."

"Do you..." Marcus hesitated. "Do you still want to work through this? Through what I did? Or has this become our actual relationship now?"

"Both," Harper said. "This started as punishment, but it's evolved into something else. Something that works for both of us. You needed to be broken down and rebuilt, and I needed to feel powerful again after you made me feel powerless. We're healing together, just not in the way either of us expected."

"So we're okay?"

"We're getting there." Harper kissed his forehead. "But I'm never going back to being the only one who gets penetrated. This dynamic—me fucking you—it's permanent. That's the price of my forgiveness and the foundation of our new relationship."

Marcus nodded against her shoulder. "I can live with that."

"Good. Because tomorrow I'm introducing another new element."

"What kind of element?"

Harper's smile was wicked. "You'll see."
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Saturday morning, Harper woke Marcus early and told him to shower and clean himself out thoroughly.

"We're going shopping," she announced.

Marcus's stomach dropped. "Shopping where?"

"The sex shop. I want you to pick out your own toys now. Want you to look at dildos and choose what size you think you can take. Want you to participate in your own submission instead of me making all the decisions."

The thought of walking into a sex shop, looking at toys meant for his own ass, discussing sizes with a sales associate—Marcus's face burned with humiliation.

"Do I have to?"

"Yes. Because I want you to own this. Fully. No more pretending I'm forcing you. You're choosing this now."

An hour later, they walked into The Velvet Chamber together.

River looked up from the counter and smiled in recognition. "Harper! Good to see you again. How'd everything work out with—" She stopped, her eyes landing on Marcus, and her smile widened. "Ah. I see."

"River, this is Marcus," Harper introduced. "My partner. The one who's been getting so thoroughly fucked."

Marcus wanted to die of embarrassment.

"Nice to meet you!" River came around the counter with genuine enthusiasm. "How are you finding the equipment? Is the Awakening model working well for you?"

Marcus couldn't form words.

Harper answered for him: "He's graduated to the Dominion already. In fact, we're here because he's ready to pick out something even bigger."

"Excellent progress!" River turned to Marcus. "So you're ready to go up in size? That's great. Most people take months to work up to larger toys, but if you're training consistently—"

"Three times a day," Harper supplied helpfully, and Marcus wanted to sink through the floor.

"Wow, dedicated training regimen." River gestured toward the dildo wall. "Let me show you our advanced options."

She pulled down several dildos in increasing sizes, laying them out like a menu of Marcus's future humiliation.

"This is nine inches, substantial girth. This is ten inches, designed for experienced users. And this—" she pulled down a truly intimidating toy, "—is our 'Titan' model. Twelve inches, extremely girthy, for when you really want to feel completely filled."

Marcus stared at the Titan with a mixture of terror and unwanted curiosity. Could his body even take something that size?

"What do you think?" Harper asked him directly. "Which one do you want to work up to?"

"I... I don't know..."

"Be honest. Look at them and imagine each one inside you. Which one makes your cock hard with anticipation?"

Marcus felt his face burning, but he couldn't help his body's response—his cock was indeed stirring in his jeans, responding to the thought of being stretched that wide, filled that deep.

His eyes kept drifting back to the ten-inch model—big enough to be challenging but not impossible.

"That one," he admitted quietly, pointing.

"Excellent choice," River approved. "This one's called 'The Conqueror.' Popular with experienced bottoms. And it has good ridging along the shaft, so you'll feel every inch going in."

Harper picked it up, testing the weight. "Perfect. We'll take this one. And what about plugs? I want something he can wear for extended periods. Something that'll keep him stretched and aware."

River led them to another section, showing them weighted plugs, inflatable plugs, vibrating plugs. Harper selected several, discussing their features with River like they were shopping for furniture, while Marcus stood there being discussed in third person.

"Oh, one more thing," Harper said as River rang them up. "Do you carry chastity devices? I'm thinking about introducing that element."

Marcus's head snapped up. "What? Harper, no—"

"Yes," Harper said calmly. "I want control over your orgasms, not just your ass. Want you locked up so you can't touch yourself, can't come without my cock inside you. Seems like a natural progression."

River pulled out several options—metal cages, silicone devices, various sizes and styles.

Harper selected a sleek metal cage. "This one. I want him locked up starting tomorrow."

In the car afterward, shopping bags full of new toys in the backseat, Marcus finally found his voice.

"You're going to lock my cock up? Really?"

"Really." Harper's tone was matter-of-fact. "You're going to wear the cage whenever I'm not actively fucking you. Your cock doesn't belong to you anymore—it belongs to me, and I only want it getting hard when I'm inside you. This will help reinforce that."

"That's... that's extreme—"

"No more extreme than everything else you've accepted." Harper reached over and squeezed his thigh. "You'll adjust. Just like you adjusted to everything else."



That afternoon, Harper made Marcus unpack the new toys and arrange them on the dresser—a visual reminder of what he'd become.

The ten-inch Conqueror looked impossibly large sitting there next to the eight-inch Dominion Harper had been using. But Marcus's cock hardened looking at it, his body already anticipating the challenge.

"We'll work up to it," Harper said, noticing his reaction. "But first, I want to see how long you can wear the new weighted plug."

She pulled out a plug that was similar in size to the large training plug but with a metal weight in the base.

"This will make you acutely aware of having something in your ass," Harper explained. "The weight pulls down, creates constant sensation. I want you wearing it all day Sunday. Walking around, working, eating—fully plugged the entire time."

She worked it into Marcus with practiced efficiency, and he gasped at the difference the weight made—every movement sending sensations through his ass, making him hyper-aware of being filled.

"How does it feel?" Harper asked.

"Heavy. Constant. I can't ignore it."

"Perfect. That's the point." Harper patted his ass, making the weighted plug shift. "Now come here. I'm going to fuck you with the Dominion one more time before we upgrade you."

She bent him over the dresser—right in front of the mirror so Marcus could watch his own face as she entered him from behind. The weighted plug had stretched him perfectly, and Harper's cock slid in with almost no resistance.

"Look at yourself," Harper commanded as she began thrusting. "Look at how your face changes when I'm inside you. See how much you love this now."

Marcus watched his own expression—eyes rolling back, mouth open, face flushed with pleasure and need. He looked like someone being thoroughly fucked, and the shameful truth was: he was beautiful like that.

"Say what you are," Harper demanded, her pace increasing.

"I'm your bottom," Marcus gasped, watching himself in the mirror. "Your submissive. Someone who needs to be fucked."

"And?"

"And I love it. I love being penetrated. Love your cock in my ass. Love how you've made me into this."

Harper reached around and grabbed his caged cock—wait, no, not caged yet, but her hand wrapped around him possessively.

"Tomorrow this gets locked up," she reminded him. "And then your orgasms are completely under my control. How does that make you feel?"

"Scared," Marcus admitted. "But... excited too."

"Good boy." Harper stroked him in time with her thrusts. "Come for me one last time with your cock free. Tomorrow it belongs in a cage."

Marcus came watching his own face in the mirror, seeing himself completely owned by Harper, and accepted that this was who he was now.



Sunday morning, Harper locked Marcus into the chastity cage.

The metal was cold and confining, and Marcus's cock immediately tried to harden at the thought of being locked, but the cage prevented it. The attempted erection pressed against the metal painfully, and Marcus whimpered.

"That's the point," Harper explained. "You're going to try to get hard throughout the day, and the cage will remind you that your cock doesn't belong to you anymore. Only I decide when it gets to swell."

She fucked him that morning with him locked—the sensation bizarre and intense, his cock straining futilely in its cage while his ass got pounded. When he came, it was entirely from prostate stimulation, his locked cock dribbling pathetically without ever getting hard.

"Beautiful," Harper breathed. "This is perfect. You can still orgasm, but only from your ass. Your cock is completely irrelevant now."

Marcus spent Sunday walking around the apartment with both the weighted plug and the chastity cage, his body in a constant state of arousal he couldn't relieve. Every movement made the plug shift, made his cock try to harden, made him desperately aware of his submission.

By evening, he was begging Harper to fuck him just for relief.

She made him work for it—made him crawl across the floor on his hands and knees, made him kiss her feet, made him recite all the ways he loved being her bottom before she'd even consider removing the plug and replacing it with her cock.

"Please," Marcus pleaded. "Please fuck me—I've been plugged all day—I'm so desperate—need your cock so badly—"

"Tell me you prefer this to topping," Harper demanded.

"I prefer this! Being penetrated is better than penetrating—love being fucked more than fucking—please Harper please—"

She finally relented, removing the plug and sinking her cock into his grateful ass.

Marcus came in under three minutes, his locked cock dribbling uselessly, all his pleasure concentrated in his prostate.

"This is your sex life now," Harper said, still moving inside him. "Locked cock, plugged ass, orgasms that only happen when I'm inside you. This is what you get for cheating. Forever."

"I know," Marcus sobbed. "I know—and I accept it—want it—need it—"

"Good boy." Harper fucked him for another twenty minutes, making him come twice more, proving her complete control over his pleasure.



The fourth week brought Marcus's complete psychological transformation.

Monday, he woke up locked and immediately begged to be fucked.

Tuesday, he wore a plug to a video call work meeting and had to fight to focus while his ass was constantly stimulated.

Wednesday, Harper upgraded him to the nine-inch dildo—a size that a month ago would have seemed impossible but now just made him gasp and adjust.

Thursday, he spent the entire day locked and plugged, and when Harper finally fucked him that night, he came so hard he nearly blacked out.

Friday, Harper made him choose: get unlocked and fuck her like they used to, or stay locked and get fucked by her.

Marcus chose to stay locked without hesitation.

"Why?" Harper asked, genuinely curious.

"Because this is better," Marcus admitted. "Being penetrated feels better than penetrating. I'd rather be fucked than fuck. I'd rather submit than dominate. This is just... who I am now."

Harper smiled with fierce satisfaction. "Then you've officially graduated. You're not someone I'm reconditioning anymore. You're someone who's fully accepted their role as my bottom."

That night, she fucked him with the ten-inch Conqueror for the first time.

The stretch was intense, pushing Marcus to his limits, but he took it—gasping and whimpering but taking every inch.

"Look at you," Harper marveled as she bottomed out inside him. "Taking my biggest cock. So thoroughly trained. So completely mine."

Marcus came from the praise alone, his locked cock straining futilely while his prostate pulsed with pleasure.



By the end of the month, Marcus's transformation was complete.

He wore the chastity cage 24/7, only removed for cleaning. His ass was plugged whenever Harper wasn't actively fucking him. His orgasms only happened from prostate stimulation. His sexual identity had fully shifted from top to bottom, from dominant to submissive, from someone who penetrated to someone who got penetrated.

He begged for Harper's cock multiple times a day. He worshipped her when she wore the harness. He presented his ass without being asked. He thanked her for every orgasm like it was a gift.

Because it was.

Harper had complete control over his pleasure, and Marcus had not only accepted it—he craved it.

One evening, as they lay in bed after another intense session, Harper asked the question that had been hanging between them:

"Have I forgiven you yet? For cheating?"

Marcus thought about it. "I don't know. Have you?"

"Almost," Harper said. "I'm not angry anymore. I don't hurt when I think about what you did. But I need one more thing from you before I can fully let it go."

"What?"

"I need you to tell me, honestly and completely, what you learned from this. What this whole experience taught you."

Marcus took a deep breath. "I learned what it feels like to be vulnerable during sex. To have someone inside your body, controlling your pleasure, having all the power. I learned that you trusted me with that vulnerability every time we had sex, and I betrayed that trust."

"And?"

"And I learned that being submissive isn't weakness. That being penetrated doesn't make me less of a man. That sexuality is more complex than I thought, and that I'm actually happier as a bottom than I ever was as a top."

"One more thing," Harper prompted.

"I learned that I love you," Marcus said quietly. "And that you loving me enough to rebuild me instead of leaving me is something I'll never take for granted again. You could have walked away. Should have walked away. But you stayed and turned me into someone better. Someone who understands what it means to surrender, to trust, to submit. And I'm grateful for that."

Harper's eyes were bright with emotion. "Okay. Then I forgive you."

"Really?"

"Really." She kissed him softly. "You're not the same person who cheated on me. That person was selfish and entitled and treated sex like something he was owed. The person you are now understands that sex is a gift, that vulnerability is precious, that submission is strength. I like this version of you better."

"So do I," Marcus admitted. "I actually like who I've become."

"Good." Harper's hand found his caged cock, squeezed it gently. "Because this is permanent. Even though I forgive you, this dynamic isn't changing. You're my bottom. My submissive. The one who gets fucked. That's who you are now, and that's who you're going to stay. Understood?"

"Understood," Marcus said, and meant it completely.



The fifth week brought integration—making their new dynamic feel natural instead of forced.

Harper still fucked Marcus multiple times a day, but it stopped feeling like punishment and started feeling like their love language. The way some couples communicated through gifts or words of affirmation, Marcus and Harper communicated through penetration and submission.

"Fuck me because you love me," Marcus would say, and Harper would respond by making him come until he cried.

"Submit to me because you trust me," Harper would order, and Marcus would spread his legs without hesitation.

They developed rituals:

Every morning started with Marcus waking Harper by sucking her cock, then begging to be fucked.

Every evening ended with Marcus presenting his ass while Harper decided whether to plug him or fuck him or both.

Every weekend included extended sessions where Harper would fuck Marcus for hours, making him come repeatedly, pushing his limits, reinforcing her ownership.

And through it all, Marcus remained locked. His cock stayed caged, his orgasms remained entirely dependent on his ass, his pleasure completely under Harper's control.

He stopped thinking of it as a punishment. Started experiencing it as a gift—the gift of having all sexual decision-making taken away, of not having to worry about performance or dominance or any of the pressures he'd felt before.

All he had to do was submit. Spread his legs. Take what Harper gave him. And that simplicity was liberating in ways he'd never expected.



Six weeks after Harper had first fucked him, Marcus had a realization that crystallized during a particularly intense session.

Harper was pounding him with the Conqueror, her hands gripping his hips, her breath coming hard from exertion. Marcus was face-down in the pillows, his locked cock leaking uselessly, his ass stretched wide around ten inches of silicone, his body singing with pleasure.

And suddenly he understood: this was his sexuality now.

Not something forced on him. Not something he was enduring. Not something he was doing to earn forgiveness.

This was genuinely what he wanted. What he needed. What made him feel satisfied and whole.

He was a bottom. Actually, fully, completely a bottom. Someone who craved penetration the way he used to crave penetrating. Someone who got off on submission the way he used to get off on dominance.

Harper had rewired him, yes. But she'd also revealed something that had maybe always been there, buried under layers of toxic masculinity and societal expectations about what men were supposed to want during sex.

"I love you," Marcus gasped out as Harper made him come for the third time that session.

"I love you too," Harper replied, her voice tender despite the brutal pace of her hips. "My perfect bottom. My submissive. Mine."

"Yours," Marcus agreed, and felt the truth of it settle into his bones like coming home.



The seventh week, Harper surprised him with a gift.

"I bought you something," she said, pulling out a small velvet box.

Marcus opened it to find a delicate silver anklet with a small padlock charm.

"It's a symbolic collar," Harper explained. "I know you're not into the whole BDSM scene aesthetic, but I wanted you to have something that reminds you—and reminds me—that you belong to me. That you've submitted to me completely."

Marcus's throat went tight with emotion. "It's beautiful."

Harper fastened it around his ankle, the metal cool against his skin.

"Now everyone who sees this will know you're owned," she said softly. "Even if they don't know what it means. You'll know. And that's what matters."

Marcus looked down at the anklet, at the visible symbol of his submission, and felt a surge of pride instead of shame.

He was owned. He was Harper's. And he'd never been happier.



Two months after his first penetration, Marcus had been fucked over two hundred times.

His body had completely adapted. His ass could take the largest toy Harper owned with minimal prep. His orgasms were entirely prostate-focused—his caged cock rarely even tried to get hard anymore. His identity as a bottom was so integrated he couldn't imagine going back to topping.

And his relationship with Harper had never been stronger.

They talked more. Laughed more. Connected more deeply than they had in years. Because this new dynamic had forced them to communicate—about needs, about boundaries, about what they wanted from each other.

"I think this saved us," Marcus said one evening as they lay in bed, his head on Harper's chest, her fingers running through his hair.

"Saved us how?"

"We were coasting before. Going through the motions. The sex was fine but not exciting. The relationship was stable but not passionate. We were comfortable but not connected."

"And now?"

"Now I feel connected to you in a way I never did before. Because you've seen me at my most vulnerable. You know me completely—every limit I have, every way I respond to stimulation, every sound I make when I'm being fucked. There's no hiding from you anymore."

"And you don't want to hide?"

"No." Marcus tilted his head to look up at her. "I want you to know all of me. The submissive, needy, eager-to-please version of me. Because that's the real me. The version who topped was performing. This version is authentic."

Harper kissed his forehead. "I love the authentic you."

"I love you too. Thank you for not giving up on me. For rebuilding me instead of leaving me."

"You're worth rebuilding," Harper said simply. "And besides—I really enjoy fucking you. So it worked out for both of us."

They both laughed, and it felt good. Felt right. Felt like they'd survived something that should have destroyed them and come out stronger on the other side.



Three months after his first penetration, Marcus had a conversation with Harper that surprised him.

"I want to tell people," he said suddenly.

"Tell people what?"

"About us. About our dynamic. Not the details, obviously, but... I don't want to pretend anymore. I'm tired of people assuming I'm the dominant one in our relationship when the truth is the opposite."

Harper raised an eyebrow. "You want to come out as a bottom?"

"Kind of? I mean, our friends know we're working through the cheating thing. I want them to know that part of how we worked through it was me learning to submit to you. I want to stop performing masculinity when the reality is I'm happiest being penetrated by my girlfriend."

"That's a big step," Harper said carefully. "Are you sure you're ready for that?"

Marcus thought about it. "Yeah. I am. Because hiding it feels like I'm ashamed of it, and I'm not. I'm proud of who I've become. Proud of what we've built. And I want people to know that you're the dominant one. That you own me. That I'm yours."

Harper smiled slowly. "Okay then. Let's tell them."



They started with Marcus's best friend, Derek, over drinks the following weekend.

"So," Marcus said, his hands wrapped around his beer. "Harper and I have been working through some stuff. And I wanted to talk to you about how that's been going."

Derek leaned back. "Yeah? Everything okay?"

"Better than okay, actually. But different. Really different."

"Different how?"

Marcus took a breath. "I cheated on Harper a few months ago. And instead of leaving me, she gave me an ultimatum. She said I needed to understand what I'd done to her—needed to experience what it was like to be vulnerable during sex. So she's been... she's been fucking me. With a strap-on. And it's become our main form of sex now."

Derek's eyebrows shot up. "Wait, seriously?"

"Seriously. I'm a bottom now. Like, fully. She penetrates me, I don't penetrate her. She controls my orgasms. I submit to her. That's our dynamic."

Derek processed this for a long moment. "And you're... okay with that?"

"More than okay. I'm happy. Happier than I've been in years, actually. Turns out I'm way more suited to being submissive than dominant. Being fucked feels better to me than fucking. Harper's control feels better than me trying to control things."

"Huh." Derek took a drink. "I mean, good for you? I guess? That's... that's really honest, man."

"Yeah. And I wanted you to know because you're my best friend, and I'm tired of pretending to be someone I'm not. I'm not the dominant guy everyone assumes I am. I'm submissive. I'm a bottom. And I'm proud of that."

Derek clinked his beer against Marcus's. "Then I'm proud of you too, man. Takes guts to be that honest about who you are."



They told more people over the following weeks—not everyone, but their close friends, the people who mattered.

Reactions ranged from supportive to confused to curious, but nobody was cruel. And with each person they told, Marcus felt lighter—like he was shedding the weight of performance and stepping into authenticity.

Harper loved it. Loved that Marcus was publicly claiming his submission, making it clear to everyone that she was the dominant one in their relationship.

"You're really committing to this," she observed one evening.

"I am," Marcus agreed. "Because this is who I am now. And I don't want to hide it."

"Good." Harper pulled him into her lap, and Marcus settled there naturally—smaller despite being physically larger, submissive despite years of being expected to dominate. "I want everyone to know you're mine."

"Everyone does know," Marcus said, touching the anklet on his ankle. "This tells them, even if they don't know what it means."

"Mmm. Speaking of which..." Harper's hand slid down to cup his caged cock through his jeans. "I think you've earned an upgrade."

"An upgrade?"

"A permanent cage. Custom-fitted, designed to be worn 24/7 without removal. Your cock locked permanently, with me holding the only key."

Marcus's breath caught. "Permanently?"

"Permanently." Harper's eyes locked on his. "Your cock would never be free again. Only I could release it, and I might never choose to. You'd be locked forever, orgasming only from your ass, completely dependent on me for any sexual pleasure. Are you ready for that level of commitment?"

Marcus thought about it for exactly three seconds. "Yes."

"You're sure? Because once we do this, there's no going back. Your cock becomes a decorative accessory. Your ass becomes your only sexual organ. You become completely, irrevocably mine."

"I'm already irrevocably yours," Marcus said. "The permanent cage just makes it official."

Harper smiled, fierce and possessive. "Then we'll order it tomorrow. Get you measured, pick the perfect design, make your submission permanent."
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The custom cage arrived three weeks later—sleek titanium, perfectly fitted, designed to be worn forever.

Harper locked Marcus into it with ceremony, the small padlock clicking shut with finality.

"That's it," she said softly. "Your cock is permanently mine now. You'll never be hard again unless I decide to unlock you, and I might never decide that. Your sexuality is entirely focused on your ass now. You're officially a full-time bottom."

Marcus looked down at the cage—beautiful and unforgiving and permanent—and felt nothing but rightness.

This was who he was. Someone whose cock was caged, whose ass was trained, whose orgasms belonged to his dominant girlfriend. Someone who had been broken down and rebuilt into something better.

"Thank you," he said quietly.

"For what?"

"For not giving up on me. For turning my betrayal into transformation. For showing me who I really am."

Harper pulled him into a kiss, deep and possessive. "You're welcome. Now get on the bed. I want to fuck you with your new permanent cage and see how it feels."

Marcus obeyed immediately, his body moving into position without conscious thought—on his back, knees up, ass presented, ready to be penetrated.

Harper slid into him with practiced ease, and Marcus gasped at how right it felt. How complete.

"This is forever now," Harper said as she began to move. "You understand that? This dynamic, this submission, this arrangement—it's permanent."

"I know," Marcus moaned. "Want it to be permanent. Want to be yours forever."

"Good boy." Harper's pace increased. "Because I'm never letting you go. You're mine. My bottom. My submissive. My permanently caged, thoroughly fucked, completely owned partner. And that's all you'll ever be again."

"Yes," Marcus agreed, his body accepting her thrusts, his permanently caged cock straining futilely, his pleasure building entirely in his ass. "That's all I want to be."

Harper made him come three times that night—all from prostate stimulation, all while permanently caged, all while completely, irrevocably hers.

And as Marcus drifted off to sleep afterward, thoroughly fucked and deeply satisfied, he realized something profound:

He'd never been happier in his life.

Being broken down had been the best thing that ever happened to him. Being rebuilt as Harper's submissive bottom had given him more joy, more connection, more authentic pleasure than he'd ever experienced as a dominant top.

His betrayal had nearly destroyed their relationship. But instead, it had transformed it into something stronger, deeper, more honest than it had ever been before.

And Marcus wouldn't change a single thing.


Chapter 5: Forever

Month Four

Marcus woke to the familiar sensation of Harper's fingers inside him—three of them, working him open with practiced efficiency while dawn light filtered through the curtains.

"Morning," she murmured against his shoulder blade, her body pressed against his back, her fingers curling to find his prostate.

"Morning," Marcus gasped, his permanently caged cock straining uselessly against titanium, all his arousal concentrated in his ass where Harper was methodically preparing him for penetration.

This was their routine now. Every morning. Harper waking him by fingering him open, then fucking him before they started their day. It had been four months since his first penetration, and Marcus's body was so conditioned now that he woke up wanting this—craving the fullness, needing the submission, his ass practically begging to be filled before his eyes were fully open.

"You're so wet already," Harper observed, her fingers sliding easily through the lube she must have applied while he was still sleeping. "Your body knows what time it is. Knows it's about to get fucked."

She withdrew her fingers and Marcus felt the blunt head of her cock—the Conqueror, ten inches of purple silicone that had become as familiar as her own hands—pressing against his entrance.

"Please," Marcus whispered, his hips tilting back automatically, offering himself.

"Please what?" Harper's voice held that edge of command that made Marcus's whole body respond.

"Please fuck me. Need your cock inside me. Need you to fill me up and make me come."

"Good boy." Harper pushed inside in one smooth, deep thrust that made Marcus cry out into the pillow. "Never get tired of hearing you beg for it."

She fucked him slow and deep, her hands gripping his hips, her breath warm against his neck. The angle was perfect—every thrust dragging across his prostate, building his orgasm with methodical precision.

"This is your favorite way to wake up now, isn't it?" Harper murmured. "Better than coffee, better than anything. Just my cock in your ass, stretching you open, making you mine all over again."

"Yes," Marcus moaned, his fingers clutching the sheets. "Love it—love waking up getting fucked—"

"I know you do." Harper's pace increased slightly. "Your body's so honest about what it needs. The way your ass clenches when I'm inside you, the way you push back to take me deeper—you can't hide how much you love this."

Marcus came with a strangled gasp, his caged cock dribbling weakly while his prostate pulsed with intense, focused pleasure. Harper fucked him through it, drawing out his orgasm until he was shaking and whimpering.

"That's my good boy," she praised, finally stilling deep inside him. "Such a perfect way to start the day. You filled and satisfied, me knowing I own every inch of you."

She pulled out slowly and Marcus immediately felt the emptiness—a sensation that had become familiar over the past four months. His body had learned to crave being filled, and the moments when Harper's cock wasn't inside him felt incomplete.

"Plug or free today?" Harper asked, reaching for the weighted plug on the nightstand.

"Plug," Marcus said without hesitation. "Want to feel full all day."

Harper smiled and worked the plug into his still-open ass, and Marcus sighed in contentment as the weight settled inside him, keeping him stretched and aware.

This was his life now. Waking up to being fucked, spending his days plugged and caged, his nights filled with more penetration and submission. And he'd never been happier.



Month Four, continued

At work—Marcus had transitioned to mostly remote after the first month of constant fucking made it hard to sit comfortably in an office chair—he spent his days plugged, the constant fullness making it difficult to focus but impossible to forget what he was.

Harper's bottom. Her submissive. Someone whose ass was never truly empty, whose cock was permanently locked, whose pleasure belonged entirely to someone else.

Around 11 AM, his phone buzzed with a text from Harper: Lunch break in an hour. Be ready.

Marcus's stomach flipped with anticipation. He immediately saved his work and headed to the bedroom to clean himself out—the enema process had become so routine he could do it in under ten minutes now—and position himself on the bed.

By noon, he was naked and waiting, the plug removed, his ass lubed and ready, his body already trembling with need.

Harper walked in exactly on time, still wearing her work clothes but with the harness already strapped on beneath her skirt—she'd started doing that on work-from-home days, wearing the cock under her clothes so she was always ready to fuck him.

"Good boy," she said, taking in his positioned form. "Already prepared. You're learning so well."

She hiked up her skirt, revealing the Conqueror jutting from her hips, and climbed onto the bed behind him.

"Beg for it," she commanded.

"Please fuck me," Marcus said immediately, his voice already desperate. "Please put your cock in my ass and fuck me hard—I've been waiting all morning—need it so badly—"

Harper pushed inside without further preamble, and Marcus groaned at the perfect fullness.

This was their lunch break routine three or four times a week. Harper would take a break from work, come upstairs, and fuck Marcus for twenty or thirty minutes before returning to her desk. Quick, efficient, satisfying—like a snack to tide them over until the evening's more extensive sessions.

"Your ass is so well-trained now," Harper observed, establishing a brutal pace immediately. "Takes my cock so easily. Remember how much you struggled that first time? How you were so tight I could barely get inside?"

"Yes," Marcus gasped, meeting her thrusts.

"And now look at you. Opening up for me like you were made for it. Because you were, weren't you? Made to be fucked. Made to submit. Made to be mine."

"Yes—made for this—made to be yours—"

Harper reached beneath him and touched his caged cock, the metal warm from his body heat. "And this stays locked forever. Your cock is decorative now. Your ass is your only sexual organ. Say it."

"My cock is decorative," Marcus repeated obediently. "My ass is my only sexual organ. I'm a bottom. I'm yours."

"Perfect." Harper's pace increased, her hips slamming against his ass. "Come for me. Quick lunch break orgasm so I can get back to work."

Marcus came in under five minutes, his body so conditioned to respond to her that he didn't need extensive buildup anymore. His prostate pulsed, his caged cock strained, and pleasure flooded through him.

Harper pulled out, gave his ass a playful smack, and cleaned off her cock with a wet wipe.

"Back to work," she said cheerfully. "I'll want you again at dinner. Maybe we'll try the new position I've been thinking about."

Then she was gone, and Marcus was left trembling on the bed, thoroughly fucked and counting down the hours until evening.



Month Five

Harper introduced a new element to their dynamic: public ownership.

They were at a dinner party with friends—the ones Marcus had already come out to about being a bottom—and Harper was casually possessive in ways that made Marcus's caged cock strain.

Her hand on the back of his neck. Her fingers playing with the silver anklet that marked him as owned. Her voice when she said, "Marcus, get me another drink," with just enough command that everyone noticed the dynamic.

During dinner, seated next to each other, Harper's hand slid to Marcus's thigh under the table. Then higher. Then to his ass, where she pressed firmly right where the plug was lodged inside him.

Marcus gasped and tried to cover it with a cough.

Harper leaned close and whispered, "I can feel the plug through your jeans. Everyone here knows you're wearing it. Knows you're plugged and caged and owned. How does that make you feel?"

"Embarrassed," Marcus whispered back.

"But aroused?" Her fingers pressed harder, making the plug shift inside him.

"Yes."

"Good." Harper's hand moved away, but her smile was wicked. "Remember that feeling. We're going to talk about it when we get home."

The conversation continued around them—politics, work, upcoming vacations—but Marcus couldn't focus on any of it. All he could think about was the plug in his ass, the cage around his cock, the anklet marking him as Harper's, and the fact that everyone at this table knew what he was.

When they finally got home, Harper pushed Marcus against the door the moment it closed, her hand wrapping around his throat.

"You loved that," she said, her voice low and dangerous. "Loved everyone knowing you're mine. Loved being publicly claimed."

"Yes," Marcus admitted.

"Then we're going to do more of it." Harper's other hand cupped his caged cock through his jeans. "I want everyone who knows us to understand our dynamic. Want them to see you submit to me, obey me, worship me. Want them to know that you're the one who gets fucked, not the one who fucks. Can you handle that?"

"Yes," Marcus breathed.

"Good." Harper released him and stepped back. "Strip. Bedroom. I'm going to fuck you while you tell me about every moment tonight that made you feel owned."

Marcus obeyed, and for the next hour, Harper fucked him while making him recount each instance of public submission—her hand on his neck, her fingers on his anklet, her command for drinks, her whispered words about the plug.

With each memory, Harper fucked him harder, reinforcing that this was their life now. Public and private, Marcus was hers. And telling the story of his own submission while getting pounded made Marcus come so hard he nearly blacked out.



Month Six

Half a year since Marcus's first penetration, and his transformation was complete and permanent.

His body had fully adapted. His ass could take the Conqueror with minimal prep, could wear plugs for entire days without discomfort, could orgasm from prostate stimulation alone within minutes. His caged cock barely registered arousal anymore—all his sexual response had migrated to his ass, exactly as Harper had intended.

His identity had shifted completely. He introduced himself as "Harper's partner" instead of "Harper's boyfriend," and when people asked about their relationship, he was honest: "She's the dominant one. I'm submissive. It works really well for us."

Most people didn't understand, but Marcus didn't need them to. He understood. Harper understood. That was enough.

They celebrated their six-month anniversary of his first penetration with an entire weekend devoted to extensive sessions.

Friday night: Harper fucked Marcus for three hours straight, making him come six times, pushing his limits until he was sobbing and begging and completely overwhelmed.

Saturday: All-day edge play. Harper would fuck Marcus until he was right on the edge of orgasm, then stop. Then start again. Then stop. For hours. By evening, Marcus was a desperate, whimpering mess, begging incoherently for release.

"Please—Harper please—I can't take anymore—need to come so badly—"

"I know you do." Harper's hips moved in slow, deep strokes that kept him teetering on the edge. "But I want to see how long you can last. Want to prove to you that your pleasure is entirely mine to control. I can give it to you or withhold it, and you'll take whatever I decide."

"Please—please let me come—I'll do anything—"

"Anything?" Harper's hand wrapped around his throat. "Then beg prettier. Convince me you deserve it."

Marcus sobbed out the most desperate, degrading pleas he'd ever uttered—begging to be fucked harder, offering to worship her cock, promising to be good, to obey, to submit completely if she'd just let him come.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Harper relented.

"Come for me. Now."

Marcus's orgasm was explosive—so intense from hours of denial that his whole body convulsed, his vision whiting out, his caged cock straining so hard against the titanium it ached.

Sunday: Recovery day. Harper was gentle, fucking Marcus slowly and tenderly, praising him for how well he'd endured Saturday's torture.

"You're so good for me," she murmured, her movements languid and loving. "So strong, so obedient, so perfect. I'm so proud to own you."

Marcus came crying happy tears, overwhelmed by how thoroughly loved he felt despite—or maybe because of—being so thoroughly owned.



Month Seven

Marcus's parents came to visit, and dealing with them while caged and plugged was a psychological mindfuck.

His mother hugged him hello and Marcus wondered if she could tell something was different about him. His father shook his hand and Marcus thought about how horrified the man would be if he knew his son's cock was locked in a cage, his ass filled with a plug, his body belonging entirely to his girlfriend.

Dinner was excruciating. Marcus sat carefully, acutely aware of the plug shifting inside him with every movement. Harper's foot brushed his under the table and he nearly jumped.

"Everything okay, honey?" his mother asked.

"Fine," Marcus managed. "Just tired from work."

After dinner, while his parents watched TV in the living room, Marcus and Harper retreated to the kitchen to clean up.

"You're twitchy," Harper observed quietly.

"I'm plugged in front of my parents," Marcus hissed. "Of course I'm twitchy."

"Does it turn you on?" Harper's eyes sparkled with mischief. "Knowing they have no idea what you're wearing right now? What you've become?"

"Harper—"

"Because I think it does." Her hand slid to his ass, pressing right where the plug was. "I think you're getting off on the secret. On being owned even here, even now, even with them in the next room."

Marcus's caged cock tried valiantly to harden, proving her point.

"Later," Harper whispered. "When they're asleep in the guest room. I'm going to fuck you so quietly you'll have to bite a pillow to keep from making noise. And you're going to love every second of it."

That night, true to her word, Harper fucked Marcus with his parents sleeping one room away. The psychological intensity of it—being penetrated while trying to stay silent, knowing his parents were close by, the wrongness and rightness of it mixing—made Marcus come harder than he had in weeks.

Afterward, lying in Harper's arms, Marcus whispered: "I never want to go back to who I was before."

"You couldn't even if you tried," Harper said. "That person doesn't exist anymore. You're someone new now. Someone better."

"Someone yours," Marcus agreed.



Month Eight

Harper started bringing Marcus to local kink events.

Not the hardcore BDSM scene—neither of them was interested in elaborate protocols or theatrical dominance—but casual meetups for people in power exchange relationships.

The first event was terrifying. Marcus wore his cage under his clothes, a plug in his ass, and the anklet visible on his ankle. Harper introduced him to other couples where the woman dominated, and Marcus found himself in conversations with other men who bottomed for their female partners.

"How long have you been doing this?" a guy named James asked.

"Eight months," Marcus said.

"Oh, you're still pretty new then. My girlfriend's been pegging me for three years now. Best thing that ever happened to our relationship."

"Yeah?" Marcus felt some of his nervousness ease. "How'd it start for you?"

"I asked for it, actually. Always knew I was more submissive but was too scared to admit it. Finally worked up the courage to tell her I wanted to try bottoming, and she was into it. We haven't looked back."

They talked for an hour—comparing experiences, swapping stories about their first times, discussing the psychological aspects of submission. Marcus realized he wasn't alone in this, wasn't weird or broken. There was an entire community of men who preferred being penetrated, who loved submitting to their female partners, who'd built happy, healthy relationships around power exchange.

On the drive home, Harper asked how he felt about it.

"Good," Marcus said honestly. "Really good. It helped to talk to other guys who get it. Who understand what this is like."

"Want to go back?"

"Yeah. I think I do."

They became regulars at the monthly meetups, and Marcus found himself building friendships with other submissive men. Guys he could text when he was struggling with something, who understood the unique challenges of being a male bottom in a world that expected men to be dominant.

It helped more than Marcus had anticipated. Made him feel less isolated, more normal, more confident in his identity.



Month Nine

Marcus's body had adapted so thoroughly that Harper could fuck him almost anywhere, anytime, with minimal prep.

In the car after a date night—Marcus bent over the hood in a dark parking lot, Harper pounding him from behind, both of them half-dressed and desperate.

In the shower—Harper pressing Marcus against the tile, water streaming over them, fucking him standing up with one of his legs hitched over her hip.

In the kitchen while dinner cooked—Marcus bent over the counter, Harper's cock sliding into him while she kept one eye on the timer, multitasking her dominance.

On the couch during a movie—Marcus sitting in Harper's lap, impaled on her cock, riding her slowly while trying to follow the plot.

Sex had become spontaneous and frequent, integrated into their daily life instead of relegated to specific times or places. Harper would strap on whenever the mood struck her, and Marcus had learned to always be ready—to relax into penetration immediately, to take her cock without extensive warm-up, to come quickly when she demanded it.

His body was so well-trained now that Harper could make him orgasm in under two minutes if she wanted to. Just slide inside, hit his prostate with a few targeted thrusts, and Marcus would be pulsing around her cock, his caged dick leaking, his whole body shaking with release.

"You're so responsive now," Harper marveled one evening after making him come in ninety seconds flat. "I barely have to work for it anymore. Your body just gives me what I want."

"Because it's yours," Marcus gasped, still coming down from his orgasm. "My body knows it belongs to you. Responds automatically."

"I love that." Harper kissed him deeply. "Love that I've trained you so thoroughly. Love that you're mine."



Month Ten

They had their first real fight since everything began.

Not about the dynamic—that was solid, unquestioned. About something stupid: Marcus forgot to buy groceries, Harper was stressed from work, they snapped at each other and it escalated.

"You never listen—"

"You're being unreasonable—"

"Don't tell me I'm being unreasonable—"

They went to bed angry, not touching, the space between them cold and unfamiliar.

In the morning, Marcus woke to find Harper already awake, staring at the ceiling.

"I'm sorry," he said quietly.

"Me too." Harper turned to face him. "I was stressed and took it out on you."

"I should have remembered the groceries. You're right."

They lay there for a moment, the tension slowly dissipating.

Then Harper said: "I don't want to fuck you right now."

Marcus's stomach dropped. "What?"

"I'm still a little mad, and fucking you while I'm mad would feel... wrong. Like I'd be using the dynamic to punish you instead of connect with you."

Marcus understood what she meant. Their power exchange was built on love and trust, not genuine punishment or anger. Using sex to hurt instead of heal would corrupt it.

"What do you want instead?" he asked.

"I want you to hold me," Harper said simply. "Just... be here with me. Let me feel close to you without the dominance and submission. Just us."

Marcus pulled her into his arms, and they lay there tangled together—equals in that moment, partners before they were dominant and submissive.

"I love you," Marcus whispered into her hair.

"I love you too." Harper's fingers traced patterns on his chest. "And that's bigger than our dynamic. More important. The power exchange serves our love, not the other way around."

"I know."

They stayed like that for an hour, just holding each other, reconnecting on a level that had nothing to do with penetration or submission and everything to do with simply being in love.

Later that day, after they'd talked through their fight properly and apologized sincerely, Harper fucked Marcus with a tenderness that made him cry.

"I don't ever want you to feel like this is just about me using you," she said, moving slowly inside him. "This is about us. About our connection. About love expressed through power exchange. Okay?"

"Okay," Marcus gasped.

"You're not just my bottom. You're my partner. My love. The person I'm building a life with. And that comes first, always."

Marcus came sobbing, overwhelmed by how much he loved her, how right this felt, how grateful he was that they'd found this together.
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Month Eleven

Harper surprised Marcus with a weekend trip to a resort that catered specifically to kink communities.

"It's a clothing-optional place with playrooms and no judgment," she explained. "I thought we could use a getaway. Somewhere we can be completely ourselves without worrying about what anyone thinks."

The resort was beautiful—private cabins, lush grounds, a main lodge with various themed rooms. When they checked in, the receptionist didn't blink at Harper's request for extra lube and access to the pegging playroom.

That weekend was transformative.

They fucked in their cabin with the windows open, Marcus's moans echoing across the grounds without shame.

They went to the playroom where Harper fucked Marcus on a specifically designed bench while other couples did similar things nearby—not interacting, just existing in parallel pleasure.

They attended a workshop on advanced prostate play where Harper learned new techniques that made Marcus see stars.

They spent evenings in the communal areas talking to other couples in similar dynamics, sharing stories and advice and camaraderie.

For three days, they existed in a space where their relationship wasn't unusual or shocking—it was normal. Expected, even. And the freedom of that was intoxicating.

On their last night, Harper fucked Marcus under the stars on their cabin's private deck, and Marcus had never felt more free, more loved, more completely himself.

"This is what I want," he said afterward, lying in Harper's arms. "Not just here, not just this weekend. I want to feel this free everywhere. Want our dynamic to be so normalized for us that we don't hide it or minimize it."

"Then that's what we'll do," Harper promised. "We'll build a life where you're openly mine, where everyone knows I own you, where our power exchange is just... part of who we are."

"I'd like that," Marcus said.
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Month Twelve - One Year Anniversary

They celebrated the one-year anniversary of Marcus's first penetration with ceremony and significance.

Harper had Marcus kneel before her in the bedroom—the same room where she'd taken his anal virginity a year ago—and placed her hands on his head.

"One year ago, I fucked you for the first time," she said formally. "And in that year, you've been penetrated over five hundred times. You've worn a cage for eight months. You've been plugged for thousands of hours. You've orgasmed exclusively from your ass for the majority of this year. You've submitted to me completely, publicly, permanently. Do you have any regrets?"

"None," Marcus said without hesitation.

"Do you want to continue this dynamic?"

"Yes. Forever."

"Then today we make it official." Harper pulled out a small box. "I'm collaring you. Properly. Not symbolically with an anklet, but with an actual collar that tells the world you're owned."

She opened the box to reveal a sleek black collar—leather lined with soft fabric, with a small silver lock built into the clasp.

"This goes around your neck," Harper explained. "And it stays there. Twenty-four seven. A visible, undeniable symbol that you belong to me. Are you ready for that?"

Marcus's eyes filled with tears. "Yes."

Harper fastened the collar around his neck, the leather snug but comfortable, and closed the lock with a soft click.

"Mine," she said softly. "Officially, visibly, permanently mine."

Marcus touched the collar, felt its weight, and something in his chest settled into place.

This was real. This was forever. He was Harper's, marked and claimed and owned, and he'd never been more certain of anything.

"Now," Harper said, helping him stand. "I'm going to fuck you as my collared submissive. Going to make you come while you wear my mark. Going to prove to both of us that this is who we are."

She fucked him for hours that night—slow and deep, then hard and brutal, then gentle and loving. Making him come over and over, his hand constantly reaching up to touch the collar, to remind himself this was real.

"How does it feel?" Harper asked during one of the quiet moments between orgasms.

"Right," Marcus said simply. "Complete. Like this is what I was always meant to wear."

"Good." Harper kissed the collar, then his lips. "Because this is who you are now. My collared bottom. My permanently caged submissive. My partner in this beautifully kinky life we've built. And I'm never letting you go."

"I don't want you to," Marcus said.
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Month Fourteen

Two months after being collared, Marcus realized the collar had become such a part of him that he felt naked without it.

He wore it everywhere—work video calls, family gatherings, social events. Most people either didn't notice or assumed it was just a fashion choice. Those who knew what it meant gave approving nods.

His parents finally asked about it during a phone call.

"Is that a new necklace, honey?" his mother asked during a video chat.

Marcus touched the collar instinctively. "It's a collar, actually. From Harper."

Pause. "A collar?"

"Yeah. It means I belong to her. That I'm hers."

His parents exchanged glances on screen.

"Marcus, are you... is this some kind of phase?" his father asked carefully.

"No, Dad. It's who I am. Harper and I have a power exchange relationship where she's dominant and I'm submissive. The collar is a symbol of that commitment."

Another pause.

"Are you happy?" his mother finally asked.

"Happier than I've ever been," Marcus said honestly.

"Then... okay." His mother smiled tentatively. "We don't really understand it, but if you're happy and Harper treats you well, that's what matters."

It wasn't total acceptance, but it was a start. And Marcus appreciated that they were trying.

After the call, Harper pulled him into her arms.

"Proud of you for being honest with them," she said.

"Had to be. Can't hide this anymore." Marcus gestured to the collar. "It's too much a part of me."

"Good. I want you proud of what you are. Want you owning it completely."

"I am proud," Marcus said. "Proud to be yours."



Month Sixteen

Harper introduced Marcus to her extended family as her "collared submissive partner," and watching him explain their dynamic to her confused but polite relatives was both hilarious and touching.

"So she... wears a strap-on?" Harper's aunt asked, clearly trying to understand.

"Yes," Marcus said patiently. "And she penetrates me. I'm a bottom, which means I receive rather than give during sex. It's a power exchange relationship where she's dominant."

"And you like this?"

"I love it. It's the most fulfilled I've ever been."

Harper's aunt looked at Harper. "And you're... comfortable with this?"

"Comfortable?" Harper laughed. "I love it. Fucking Marcus is my favorite activity. Owning him completely, controlling his pleasure, having him submit to me—it's incredible."

The family gathering was awkward but educational, and by the end, most of Harper's relatives seemed to accept that this was just how their relationship worked.

"Your family is surprisingly cool with this," Marcus observed on the drive home.

"They love me and want me happy," Harper said. "And they can see you make me happy. That's all that really matters to them."

"Your aunt asked me if I was still a man," Marcus said wryly.

"What'd you tell her?"

"That masculinity isn't defined by sexual position. That I'm still a man even though I bottom. That being penetrated doesn't make me less than, it just makes me submissive. And that there's strength in submission."

Harper reached over and squeezed his hand. "I'm so fucking proud of you."



Month Eighteen

A year and a half since his first penetration, and Marcus's body had adapted in ways that still amazed him.

His ass was so well-trained that Harper could fuck him with almost no prep. Just lube and entry, and his body would accept her immediately.

His prostate was so sensitive that Harper could make him come from penetration alone in under sixty seconds if she targeted it right.

His caged cock had been locked for a full year now—365 days without being hard, without being touched for pleasure, without being anything except decorative.

And Marcus didn't miss it. Didn't long for the freedom to use his cock. His sexuality had completely migrated to his ass, exactly as Harper had intended.

To celebrate the one-year cage anniversary, Harper took Marcus to the sex shop where they'd bought his first cage.

River greeted them enthusiastically. "Marcus! Look at you, still wearing the collar and everything. How's the permanent cage working out?"

"Perfect," Marcus said. "Haven't been unlocked once."

"Not even for cleaning?"

"We've got a system. The cage comes off just long enough to wash thoroughly, then right back on. He's never hard, never free. His cock literally hasn't been erect in a year."

River looked impressed. "That's serious commitment. Most couples unlock at least occasionally."

"Not us," Harper said. "Marcus's cock is permanently retired. His ass is his only sexual organ now."

They browsed the shop, Marcus completely comfortable discussing his submission with River, selecting new plugs and toys without shame.

On the way out, River called after them: "You two are relationship goals, seriously. The way you've made this work—it's beautiful."

In the car, Marcus turned to Harper. "Do you think what we have is beautiful?"

"I think it's perfect," Harper said. "I think we took something that should have destroyed us and turned it into something stronger than what we had before. I think you're the most authentic version of yourself you've ever been. So yes. I think what we have is beautiful."

Marcus touched his collar, then reached back to feel the plug lodged in his ass, then looked down at his caged cock.

All of it—every element of his submission—felt beautiful to him too.



Month Twenty

Marcus proposed.

Not in the traditional way—he didn't get down on one knee with a ring. Instead, he approached Harper with a different kind of proposal.

"I want to make this permanent," he said. "Legally, officially permanent. I want to marry you."

Harper's eyes widened. "You want to marry me?"

"Yes. I want to stand in front of everyone we know and vow to be yours forever. Want to make our power exchange legally recognized. Want to be your husband and your submissive and your bottom for the rest of our lives."

"Yes," Harper said immediately. "Yes, of course I'll marry you."

They kissed, and Marcus felt something click into place—the final piece of his transformation. He was going to be Harper's husband. Her collared, caged, thoroughly fucked husband.

Planning the wedding became an exercise in honoring their dynamic while keeping it appropriate for family.

Marcus wore the collar with his suit. Harper wore the harness under her dress—not with a dildo attached, but the harness itself, a hidden symbol of her dominance.

Their vows were traditional with subtle tweaks:

Marcus: "I promise to submit to you, to trust you, to let you lead us through life. I give you my body, my pleasure, my complete surrender. I am yours, now and forever."

Harper: "I promise to treasure your submission, to use my power wisely, to own you with love and care. I accept your surrender and give you my protection, my guidance, my complete devotion. You are mine, now and forever."

The guests who knew what those words really meant smiled knowingly. Those who didn't just thought it was sweet.

At the reception, during their first dance, Harper whispered: "You're wearing a plug under that suit, aren't you?"

"Of course," Marcus whispered back. "Couldn't get married without being filled."

"Good boy. Tonight I'm going to fuck my husband for the first time."

That night, in their honeymoon suite, Harper did exactly that—fucked Marcus still wearing her wedding dress, his suit jacket discarded but his collar and cage still on, marking him as thoroughly owned even on his wedding night.

"My husband," Harper breathed as she moved inside him. "My permanently collared, perpetually caged, thoroughly fucked husband."

"Your husband," Marcus agreed, his voice breaking with emotion and pleasure. "Yours forever."

He came crying happy tears, and Harper fucked him twice more before they finally collapsed in exhausted satisfaction.

They fell asleep tangled together, Marcus's collar pressed against Harper's neck, his caged cock trapped between them, his ass still full of her cock—married and devoted and completely, irrevocably bound to each other.



Month Twenty-Four - Two Years

Two years since Marcus's first penetration. Two years of constant fucking, training, submission, and transformation.

They celebrated with a weekend retreat—just the two of them, no family, no friends. A cabin in the woods where they could exist in their dynamic without any outside influence.

Harper fucked Marcus constantly that weekend. Morning, afternoon, evening, middle of the night. Fucked him in every position, with every toy they owned, in every room of the cabin.

"You've been penetrated over a thousand times now," Harper said during one session, her hips moving in slow, deep thrusts. "Over a thousand times I've pushed my cock into your ass and made you mine all over again."

"And I've loved every single one," Marcus gasped.

"I know you have." Harper's hand wrapped around his throat—not squeezing, just holding, claiming. "You've become exactly what I needed you to be. Not just my bottom, but my partner. My equal in all the ways that matter, and my submissive in all the ways that make us work."

"Do you forgive me?" Marcus asked suddenly. "Completely? For what I did two years ago?"

Harper considered. "I forgave you about a year ago, actually. Somewhere between month twelve and month fifteen, I realized I wasn't angry anymore. That you'd paid whatever debt you owed through your complete surrender and transformation. Why? Do you still carry guilt about it?"

"Sometimes," Marcus admitted. "When I think about how badly I hurt you."

"Then let me be clear: you're forgiven. Completely. The person who cheated on me doesn't exist anymore. You're someone new now. Someone better. Someone I trust absolutely with my heart and my body and my life. Okay?"

"Okay," Marcus whispered.

"Good. Now stop thinking about the past and focus on the present. On my cock in your ass. On how good this feels. On how much we love each other."

Marcus obeyed, letting go of the last vestiges of guilt and shame, surrendering completely to the pleasure of being penetrated by his wife.

He came harder than he had in months, his whole body convulsing, and Harper fucked him through it with fierce love.

That night, lying in bed with Marcus's head on her chest, Harper said: "I want to tell you something."

"What?"

"This—us, our dynamic, the way we live—it saved me too. Not just you. When you cheated, I felt powerless and small. Like I wasn't enough, wasn't worthy. But taking control, fucking you, owning you completely—it gave me back my power. Made me feel strong and valued and dominant in ways I'd never experienced before. So this wasn't just about fixing you. It was about healing both of us."

Marcus lifted his head to look at her. "I'm glad. I'm glad we both got something good from this."

"We got everything," Harper corrected. "We got each other, better than we were before. We got a relationship built on complete honesty and trust. We got a sex life that satisfies us both completely. We got a power exchange that makes us both happy. That's not just good—that's extraordinary."

"Yeah," Marcus agreed, settling back against her. "It really is."



Month Thirty

Two and a half years in, and their life had settled into a beautiful rhythm.

Marcus worked remotely, wore his collar and cage and plugs without thinking about it, spent his days anticipating the next time Harper would fuck him.

Harper thrived in her career, came home to a submissive husband who worshiped her, spent her evenings and weekends thoroughly enjoying Marcus's ass.

They had date nights where Harper would fuck Marcus in semi-public places—alleyways, parking lots, secluded parks—the risk adding excitement.

They had quiet nights where they'd make love slowly, Harper moving inside Marcus with gentle tenderness while they whispered their devotion to each other.

They had intense scenes where Harper would restrain Marcus, edge him for hours, make him beg and cry and completely submit before finally letting him come.

Their sex life was varied and satisfying, always centered on penetration but never boring or routine.

Outside of sex, they were partners in every sense. Making decisions together, supporting each other's goals, building a life that honored both of them.

The power exchange existed in the bedroom (and kitchen, and car, and various other locations), but outside of sexual contexts, they were equals who happened to have a kink-based relationship.

It worked. Beautifully, sustainably, joyfully.



Month Thirty-Six - Three Years

Three years since Marcus's first penetration.

They celebrated with a renewal of their commitment—not a wedding renewal, but a kink commitment ceremony attended by their friends from the community.

Marcus knelt before Harper while she locked a new collar around his neck—this one custom-made, engraved with "Harper's Forever" on the inside.

"Three years ago, I took your anal virginity," Harper said formally. "And in these three years, you've given me complete ownership of your body, your pleasure, your submission. Do you wish to continue?"

"Yes," Marcus said firmly. "Forever."

"Then wear this new collar as a symbol of our three years together and all the years to come. Wear it proudly, openly, as a mark of my ownership."

Marcus touched the new collar, feeling its weight, its permanence.

"I'm yours," he said. "Three years, thirty years, three hundred years—however long we have, I'm yours."

Harper pulled him up and kissed him deeply while their friends applauded.

That night, she fucked him with a new dildo—custom-made, shaped from a mold of what his cock used to look like before it was permanently caged.

"This is symbolic," Harper explained as she pushed the replica of his old cock into his ass. "Your cock—the one that betrayed me, that cheated—now it fucks you instead. Justice and transformation in one act."

Marcus came sobbing, overwhelmed by the symbolism, by the beautiful cruelty of it, by how perfectly it represented their journey.

His cock had betrayed Harper, so now it served her in a different way—as a toy to fuck him with, to remind him that even the part of himself that had caused harm was now dedicated to his submission.

It was poetic. It was perfect. It was them.



Month Forty-Two

Three and a half years since his first penetration, and Marcus had a realization while getting fucked one morning:

He couldn't remember what his cock felt like hard.

The permanent cage had been on so long—over two years now—that the sensation of an erection was completely foreign to him. His body had forgotten how to respond that way.

All his arousal, all his pleasure, all his sexual response had migrated entirely to his ass.

"Harper," he gasped as she thrust into him, "I can't remember what being hard feels like."

"Good," Harper said, not slowing her pace. "That means the conditioning is complete. Your cock is truly decorative now. Your ass is your only sexual organ. Just like I wanted."

Marcus came from her words alone, his prostate pulsing, his caged cock completely uninvolved in his orgasm.

He was, in the truest sense, a complete bottom. Someone who experienced sexuality entirely through receiving, through being penetrated, through submission.

And he loved it.



Month Forty-Eight - Four Years

Four years since Marcus's first penetration. Four years of constant fucking, unwavering submission, complete transformation.

They celebrated quietly—no ceremony, no party. Just the two of them, in bed, with Harper fucking Marcus slowly and lovingly.

"Four years," Harper murmured. "Over two thousand penetrations. Thousands of hours plugged. Your cock caged for over three years straight. You've been my bottom longer than you were ever a top. This is who you are now, completely and permanently."

"I know," Marcus said, meeting her thrusts. "And I'm grateful for it. Grateful you didn't give up on me. Grateful you rebuilt me. Grateful for every single time you've fucked me."

"I'm grateful too," Harper said. "Grateful you trusted me enough to submit. Grateful you let me transform you. Grateful we found this together."

They made love for hours that night—no degradation, no harsh language, just deep connection and mutual pleasure. Harper bringing Marcus to orgasm over and over with gentle, loving penetration.

As he came for the fifth time that night, Marcus thought about the journey they'd taken—from betrayal to transformation, from pain to healing, from broken to whole.

And he knew, with absolute certainty, that he'd never been happier.

This was his life. Being Harper's collared, caged, thoroughly fucked bottom. And he wouldn't change a single thing.



Month Sixty - Five Years

Five years since Marcus's first penetration.

They'd fucked over three thousand times now. Marcus had been permanently caged for over four years. His collar had never come off except to be upgraded to newer, more beautiful versions.

Their relationship was solid, healthy, deeply satisfying for both of them.

And they were ready for the next phase.

"I want to adopt," Harper said one evening as they lay in bed after sex.

Marcus looked at her in surprise. "Yeah?"

"Yeah. I want us to be parents. Want to raise a kid together, give them a good life. Do you want that too?"

"I do," Marcus said. "But... our dynamic. How do we navigate that with a child in the house?"

"Carefully," Harper said. "We keep the bedroom private, obviously. We don't involve them in any way. But we also don't hide who we are. When they're old enough to understand, we're honest about the fact that our relationship has a power exchange dynamic. That I'm dominant, you're submissive, and that's how we express our love."

"You think a kid can understand that?"

"I think kids understand love in whatever form it takes. And I think raising them in a household where both parents are completely honest about themselves will teach them authenticity."

They talked for hours, planning, discussing, figuring out how to be parents while maintaining their dynamic.

A year later, they adopted a baby girl.

Marcus wore his collar to bring her home from the hospital. Harper wore her harness under her clothes—not with a dildo, just the harness, a reminder that she was still dominant even as she became a mother.

Their daughter grew up in a house where Daddy wore a collar and had a special bedtime that meant the bedroom was Mama's private space, where submission was modeled as strength rather than weakness, where love looked different than traditional families but felt just as solid.

When she was old enough to ask about the collar, Marcus was honest: "It means I belong to Mama. That I've given myself to her completely."

"Like marriage?"

"Sort of. Marriage is about partnership. The collar is about me trusting Mama to lead our family and take care of me in a special way."

"Okay," their daughter said, satisfied with that answer, and went back to playing.

As she grew, she understood instinctively that her parents' relationship was different but never questioned whether it was loving. Because it clearly was—Marcus and Harper were devoted to each other and to her, and that was what mattered.



Year Seven

Seven years since Marcus's first penetration, and their life was full and beautiful.

Marcus was a stay-at-home dad, wearing his collar and cage while managing the household and raising their daughter. Harper worked and came home to her collared husband and beloved child.

They fucked less frequently now—parenthood meant less spontaneity—but when they did, it was intense and satisfying.

Late nights after their daughter was asleep, Harper would fuck Marcus quietly in their bedroom, both of them aware of the need for silence but no less passionate for it.

Weekend afternoons when their daughter was at a friend's house, they'd reconnect with longer sessions that reminded them why this dynamic worked so well.

And through it all, Marcus remained completely, happily submissive. His collar never came off. His cage stayed locked. His ass remained Harper's primary focus during sex.

He'd been penetrated over five thousand times now. Had spent over eight years caged. Was so thoroughly conditioned as a bottom that he couldn't imagine any other way of experiencing sexuality.

And he was happy. Genuinely, deeply, completely happy.

Their daughter was thriving. Their relationship was strong. Their sex life was satisfying. Their life together was everything they'd built it to be.



Year Ten

Ten years since Marcus's first penetration.

They celebrated with a weekend away—their daughter staying with grandparents—and spent three days fucking like they had in the early years.

"Ten years," Harper marveled as she thrust into Marcus for what must have been the eighth time that weekend. "A decade of fucking you. Over seven thousand penetrations. Your cock caged for over nine years. You've been my bottom longer than most marriages last."

"Best decade of my life," Marcus gasped, meeting her thrusts. "Best decision I ever made, agreeing to this."

"Best decision I ever made, not giving up on you," Harper countered. "Choosing to rebuild you instead of leave you."

They came together—Harper from the psychological pleasure of owning him, Marcus from the physical pleasure of being penetrated—and collapsed into satisfied exhaustion.

Later, lying in bed, Marcus said: "I want you to know something."

"What?"

"That first time you fucked me—when you took my anal virginity and made me understand what I'd done to you—I thought it was punishment. Thought I was enduring it to earn forgiveness."

"And now?"

"Now I understand it was a gift. You gave me the gift of discovering who I really am. Of learning that submission is where I thrive. Of becoming the most authentic version of myself. So thank you. For that first penetration and all the thousands that followed. For seeing what I could become and making it happen."

Harper's eyes were bright with emotion. "You're welcome. And thank you for trusting me enough to submit. For letting me transform you. For becoming this incredible man who's both my equal partner and my devoted bottom."

They held each other close, two people who'd been through hell and come out the other side stronger, bonded by penetration and power exchange and the deepest love Marcus had ever known.



Year Fifteen

Fifteen years since Marcus's first penetration, and their daughter was a teenager now.

She knew, in an age-appropriate way, about their dynamic. Knew Daddy was submissive to Mama, knew their relationship involved power exchange, knew it was consensual and loving and not something to be ashamed of.

And she was fine with it. Healthy, well-adjusted, secure in her parents' love for each other and for her.

Marcus was graying at the temples now, his body showing signs of age, but his collar remained constant. His cage had been replaced a few times as materials improved, but he'd been locked for over fourteen years straight—hadn't seen his cock hard in a decade and a half.

Harper was as beautiful as ever, confident and powerful, having fully embodied her dominance over the years.

They still fucked regularly—less frequently than in the early years, but no less passionately. Marcus's body still responded to penetration with the same eager submission it always had.

Their daughter came home from school one day and asked: "Do all relationships have a dominant and submissive partner?"

"No," Harper said. "Some are equal in all ways. Some have different power dynamics. There's no right or wrong way to structure a relationship, as long as everyone involved is happy and consenting."

"Are you happy?" their daughter asked Marcus.

"The happiest I've ever been," Marcus said honestly.

"And you're okay with being submissive? It doesn't bother you?"

"It's who I am," Marcus explained. "Being submissive to Mama isn't something I tolerate—it's something I love. It's how I express my devotion to her. Does that make sense?"

"Yeah," their daughter said. "I think so. It's like... you show love by surrendering, and Mama shows love by protecting what you give her?"

"Exactly," Harper said, impressed. "That's exactly it."

Their daughter nodded, satisfied, and the conversation moved on.

Later, in bed, Harper fucked Marcus with a tenderness that made him cry.

"We did it," she whispered. "We built a life. Raised a kid. Maintained our dynamic. Made it work."

"We did," Marcus agreed. "And I wouldn't change anything."

"Me neither," Harper said, moving deeper inside him. "You're still mine. After fifteen years, you're still completely, irrevocably mine."

"Always," Marcus promised. "Forever."



Year Twenty

Twenty years since Marcus's first penetration.

Two full decades of being Harper's bottom, of being fucked thousands upon thousands of times, of wearing a collar and cage and living in complete submission.

Their daughter was an adult now, off at college, building her own life. Marcus and Harper were empty nesters, rediscovering each other without the responsibilities of active parenting.

And they fucked like newlyweds.

Every morning, every evening, sometimes multiple times a day. Making up for lost time, reclaiming the spontaneity they'd had to temper during their daughter's childhood.

"Twenty years," Harper said one evening, balls-deep inside Marcus, both of them older but no less connected. "Two decades of owning you. Of fucking you. Of being your dominant and your wife and your everything."

"And I'd give you twenty more," Marcus gasped. "Forty more. However many we get."

"Growing old together," Harper mused, her hips still moving. "Me still fucking you when we're seventy, eighty. Your cock still caged, your collar still on, your ass still mine."

"God yes," Marcus moaned. "Want that. Want to be yours until the day I die."

They came together, their bodies aged but their passion undimmed, and afterward lay tangled in satisfied exhaustion.

"We made it," Marcus said softly. "Through everything—the betrayal, the transformation, parenthood, life—we made it."

"We did better than make it," Harper corrected. "We thrived. We built something beautiful."

"Yeah," Marcus agreed, touching his collar—twenty years old now, worn but cherished. "We really did."



Epilogue: Year Twenty-Five

Twenty-five years since Marcus's first penetration.

A quarter century of submission, of being fucked, of living as Harper's collared bottom.

They were older now—Marcus in his late fifties, Harper in her early sixties—but their dynamic remained unchanged.

Marcus still wore his collar, still stayed caged, still presented his ass for Harper's pleasure whenever she desired.

Harper still fucked him regularly, still owned him completely, still found deep satisfaction in penetrating her devoted husband.

Their daughter—grown and married herself—visited with her own family, and Marcus's grandchildren played in the house where he'd been transformed so many years ago.

When the grandkids asked about Papa's collar, he told them the truth in age-appropriate terms: "It's a gift from Nana. It means I belong to her and she takes care of me."

And they accepted it, because love in their family looked many different ways, and all of them were valid.

One evening, after their family had left and the house was quiet, Harper led Marcus to their bedroom.

"Twenty-five years," she said, helping him undress, her hands reverent on his aging body. "You've been mine for a quarter century. Never wavered, never regretted, never wanted to go back."

"Never," Marcus confirmed. "This was the best thing that ever happened to me. Being yours. Being your bottom. Being loved this way."

Harper fucked him slowly that night, both of them savoring every moment, every sensation, every proof that their love had endured for twenty-five years and would endure for however many they had left.

As Marcus came—his body still responsive, still capable of finding intense pleasure in being penetrated even after decades—he thought about the journey they'd taken.

From betrayal to transformation. From pain to healing. From broken to whole.

Harper had taken his worst moment and turned it into his greatest blessing. Had broken him down and rebuilt him into someone better, stronger, more authentic.

And Marcus was grateful. For every penetration, every orgasm, every moment of submission over the past twenty-five years.

This was his life. Being Harper's collared, caged, thoroughly loved bottom.

And he wouldn't have changed a single second of it.

"I love you," he whispered as Harper held him afterward.

"I love you too," Harper said. "My bottom. My submissive. My Marcus. Mine forever."

"Yours forever," Marcus agreed, and drifted off to sleep in the arms of the woman who owned him completely.
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