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The click of a padlock echoed around the bedroom for the second time that night.

The first time, a few minutes and yet somehow an eternity before, was much louder. Part of that was its location, I was sure – the back of my neck, securing her collar tightly there for as long as she saw fit – but there was also an extra weight behind it: the weight of permanence, of security, of a new threshold having been crossed.

The second was something else entirely.

We had discussed the idea before, but it was only fairly recently that it had seemed anything more than idle speculation. Last week, she had brought out a little box, wrapped in black paper and with a thin gold ribbon around it.

‘It’s for you,’ she had explained as she set it down in front of me one morning. ‘But you aren’t allowed to open it.’

‘It’s a bit early for a birthday present, isn’t it?’

‘It’s not a birthday present. It’s for when you decide to submit. Properly, I mean. Full time.’

It was the way she said it – so blasé, so matter-of-fact – that made me harden even without knowing what it was. When you decide to submit. Not if. It was, at least to her, a foregone conclusion.

After four years of marriage, she still found ways to surprise me, but she could read me like a book.

That was two weeks ago: two weeks of running the idea over and over in my mind, two weeks of considering just how it would feel when fantasy and reality collided. And, gradually, two weeks of increasing acceptance.

No, not acceptance. Longing.

What did I need freedom for, when the woman of my dreams was already mine? Why would I want to argue with her when I was already so aware of the fact that she knew me better than I could ever know myself?

So I agreed to her terms. Two weeks after she had placed that box in front of me, I asked permission to be allowed to give myself to her. And then, to show how much it meant to me, I begged.

‘Tonight,’ she had said. ‘We’ll do it tonight.’

I nodded, but the words that I so desperately wanted to say wouldn’t come. ‘Thank you,’ I said instead.

‘Thank you, what?’

‘Thank you, Mistress.’

She smiled, and kissed me softly. ‘No. Not Mistress. Not yet.’

‘No?’

‘Use my name,’ she said, and then moved close to my ear. She whispered something, so low I had to strain to hear it – but somehow, her meaning was crystal clear. ‘It might be the last time,’ she said.

I had moaned at that, becoming hard at the notion of something so simple being taken away from me – that things really would never be the same again.

‘Thank you, Jen,’ I said, feeling the words catch on my tongue.

‘Good boy.’

And then, as I tried to get my mind to focus for long enough to string together a coherent thought, she left for work. It was a long time before the bulge in my trousers subsided enough for me to do the same.

I arrived home before she did. I didn’t mind that so much. It gave me the opportunity to prepare both the house and myself for her arrival.

She had sent me two messages during the course of the day. The first told me to make sure I put a bottle of wine aside to be ready and chilled for when she got home, and that we’d be celebrating tonight. The second, much shorter, came a few hours later, and simply said, ‘I love you.’

My anticipation grew with every tick of the clock. No matter what I did, I couldn’t take my mind off what I knew would be happening later that evening. Part of it was hesitation – was I really ready to give myself up so completely – but part of it was sheer, untapped arousal.

When my phone buzzed, I almost jumped out of my seat. I knew it was her, and I wasn’t surprised.

On my way back now, it said. Bringing food, so no need to cook. Be naked in the living room when I get back, or else trouble. Good boy. Love you xXx

I must have read it ten times before I pulled myself into action. There was a lot to be done. I had a bath and made sure I was smelling fresh for her when she got back, even though I had showered that morning, and nervously flitted around the house, tidying things that didn’t need to be tidied and doing anything to keep my mind from focusing too much on what was about to come. It was a strange sort of nervousness – not doubt, exactly, but the feeling that a threshold was about to be crossed, and perhaps irrevocably.

Eventually, there was nothing left for me to do. Around half past seven I knelt down naked on the floor and waited for her.

She came through the door practically on the stroke of eight o’clock, carrying three bags: one marked with the logo of the Chinese restaurant in town, but the other two plain black. She certainly hadn’t had them when she left for work that morning. I couldn’t even imagine what was inside them.

She caught me looking, and smiled. ‘They’re for you,’ she said – the first words out of her lips since she had arrived back. ‘Well, for us. I told you things were going to be different around here. That starts tonight. Now, in fact.’

I nodded. I couldn’t think of anything to say.

‘You’re sure you want this?’ she asked. ‘It’s not always going to be fun for you.’

‘I know.’

‘And you’re going to have to get used to not getting your own way. If you want to submit to me, you do it on my terms. My slave, my rules.’

Slave.

She had never called me that before, not even during the few playtimes we had spent fooling around with the idea. Sure, she had called me other things – her dirty little boy was one that always managed to get my dick instantly hard – and there was no doubt in either of our minds that my slavery to her was exactly what was on the table, but there was something so different about hearing the word in the flesh. It made it seem so much more... real.

But of course, this was real. The fantasy was about to come to life.

‘Yes,’ I said.

‘Yes what?’

‘Yes. I agree. I want that. All on your terms.’

She smiled, then: a gentle upturn of the mouth, without any harshness. ‘No, boy,’ she said. ‘Yes, what?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘Better.’

As soon as I had said it, it felt like a weight had been lifted from my shoulders. This was the right decision – for both of us. ‘Mistress’ wasn’t just a word we threw around in order to spice up our sex life. It represented something so much more than that: a complete surrendering of my autonomy to her will, a devotion to her needs, an understanding that no matter what happened in life, she was to be my first thought. She had been that since the day we met, of course, but now for the first time it felt as though she truly understood. From my first waking moment to the last image that crossed my mind before I closed my eyes at night, it would be her. Always. Forever.

And I had never felt more free.

She rummaged around in the bag she had placed by her feet and pulled out what appeared to be a large, square jewellery box – the kind of thing an expensive necklace or choker might be delivered in. She held it out to me, and I took it with trembling fingers.

‘I thought we might as well do it properly, if we’re going to do it,’ she said as my fingers fiddled with the corner of the box. ‘I had this custom-made, especially for you.’ She giggled to herself as she watched me fumble. ‘You can open it, you know,’ she said. ‘It’s not going to bite you.’

Finally my fingers caught the opening, and the red leather box flipped open. Inside was a single ring of steel, perfectly smooth in its construction except for an almost-invisible hinge, alongside a round silver padlock with a delicate-looking key. I stared at it mutely for a second, only realising I had been holding my breath once she reached her hand into the box and removed the collar. With one firm, smooth motion she slipped the collar around my neck and held it closed. Even with her hand providing some support, I could feel the weight of it. This was a collar designed to never be forgotten – not that I suspected it ever could be. The steel still weighed less than the symbolism of it all.

Once the collar was in place, fitting the padlock seemed to take no time at all. The hasp of it slid through the slim hole in the steel, but she paused for a moment before she closed it. Her eyes looked down at me as I knelt in front of her, as though trying to make sure I knew just what I was letting myself in for.

I gave a soft, slight nod, and that was enough. With a smile, she clicked the lock closed.

I was hers.

‘Good boy,’ she said as she pulled me in for a kiss. The sensation of her lips against mine – hot and hungry, her tongue immediately probing my mouth with a fierceness I had never encountered before – took a little while to get used to, but as soon as she had me craving more of her she pushed me away with a grin.

‘Tut tut, slave,’ she said playfully. ‘We can’t spoil you too much, can we? We wouldn’t want that slutty little dicklet of yours to get too hard before we lock it away for good now.’

For good?

The words echoed around the room, swirling in front of me. We had never discussed making it permanent. Then again, we had never discussed a release date either.

‘What’s the matter, slave?’ she said. Her tongue wrapped around that word, savouring it – using it to tease me every time. Anyone could see the effect it had on me. ‘You don’t like the idea of being locked up permanently?’

‘I… I don’t know,’ I stammered.

‘Then let me make things easy for you,’ she said. ‘Here’s the deal. This is your fantasy, and I respect that, but it’s going to happen on my terms. You can play your little game and have this collar as a toy – something we use to spice things up a little, if you choose.’

‘Or?’ I asked.

‘Or you can give up control, completely. You can accept that this is what you want, and that your cock is no longer your own – that your body is no longer your own. Everything about you will belong to me. If I choose, you might never feel pleasure again, let alone come. You might never fuck me. You might never even stand up in my presence, or utter another word. Hell, you might eat every meal from a bowl on the floor from now on, but it’s my decision. It’s not just part of your fantasy, to be turned on and off at the whim of your erection. You’re going to admit that you’re property, and that you are owned. Those are your options. Play, or…’

Her voice trailed off, but I didn’t need her to continue. I knew what she meant without further questioning.

Submission. Slavery. Ownership.

If I accepted her offer, I would cease to be my own person. I’d be giving up my right to make decisions, and in return I’d get… what, exactly? Humiliation? Deprivation?

Everything I’d ever wanted.

I nodded gently.

‘No,’ she said. ‘Let’s do this properly. If you want it, you’re going to ask for it – beg for it, even. Beg me to take control of your body, starting with your cock.’

The words seem to come from outside of me, as though someone else was directing my thoughts – someone who knew exactly what I needed, and was willing to ignore my reservations. ‘Please,’ I said. ‘Please take control of me.’

She smirked down at me. ‘Aren’t you forgetting something, slave?’ she asked.

‘Mistress,’ I whispered. ‘Please take control of me, Mistress.’

‘You see? You’re learning already.’ She pointed to the bedroom. ‘Go and fetch your cage,’ she said. ‘Let’s make this official.’

I began to stand up in order to follow her instructions, but before I could pull myself to my feet I felt a firm hand pressing down on my shoulder. ‘What do you think you’re doing?’ she asked sternly.

‘I… I was going to the bedroom…’ I said.

‘You were standing,’ she sighed. ‘Or trying to, anyway. Slaves don’t stand – not in this house, and certainly not without permission. Unless you think you deserve to walk on both feet, like a real man?’

I shook my head. ‘No, Mistress.’

‘No, I don’t think so either. Crawl. Be a good pet.’

My face burning, I headed off on all fours to the bedroom, nudging the door open with my forehead. The cage was exactly where we had placed it last week, in the drawer next to my side of the bed, wrapped in black paper and with an elaborate bow on top. I began to reach in for it, but then her words called me back.

Be a good pet.

If she wanted me to be an animal, surely she wouldn’t expect me to use my hands? Gingerly, I grasped the bow between my teeth and crawled back into the living room.

She laughed when she saw me. ‘Oh, don’t you just look precious?’ she exclaimed. ‘I wondered if I was going to have to punish you for using your hands. Now I suppose I’ll just have to find another reason.’ She took the box from my lips and unwrapped it in front of me. The black paper soon gave way to a red leather box that matched the one my collar had been in, and inside it shone a bright silver contraption.

‘It’s time,’ she said as she removed it, her fingers dismantling it with ease. She fastened the steel around my manhood, sliding my already-hard cock into the sheath and looping the ring around my balls. It was a perfect fit, and I couldn’t help but wonder if she had discretely measured me ahead of time. It looked high-end, and didn’t resemble any model I’d seen in the catalogues or online… was it so impossible to believe that it could have been manufactured especially for me?

Once she was finished, she slid the padlock through the hole at the top and paused. ‘Say goodbye to your cock, slave,’ she said. ‘From now on, you’ll only see it when I decide. It belongs to me. Understood?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘Repeat it.’

‘My cock belongs to you, Mistress.’

She smiled again. ‘That’s right. Everything about you is mine. I own you, completely.’

And with that, she clicked the padlock closed.

I couldn’t stop a soft little moan escaping from my lips as she fastened it; somehow, that tiny noise echoed through our bedroom – through our relationship, even – and I knew it would change everything.

She gripped my cock between her fingers, turning it over and over in its new home – examining every inch to see how well it fit. She seemed satisfied, and I couldn’t blame her. It had precisely zero room for my cock to expand.

‘Now thank me,’ she said.

‘Thank you, Mistress,’ I said. My voice was stronger this time; it seemed that every time I said those words, it felt less like a fantasy and more like a reality. She had proved that this wasn’t a game to her, and now it was just sinking in.

This was it. This was forever.

She shook her head, and pointed towards the floor. ‘No, slave,’ she said. ‘When I say to thank me, I mean properly.’

I followed the line of her finger, and saw that she was pointing directly to her feet. Her meaning was clear. Eagerly I lowered my head and began kissing her boots, pressing my lips against the leather over and over again in genuine devotion. She had never had me kiss her feet before, and I was shocked by how immediately submissive it made me feel. There really was no way to pretend I had control of the situation when I was almost literally worshipping the ground she walked on.

‘Good boy,’ she said once she was satisfied, and pulled on my collar to bring my head up. She leant down and planted a kiss on my lips – compared to her shoes, the feel of her skin against mine was like heaven. ‘I’ve got to admit,’ she said as she pulled away, ‘you’ve taken to this a lot better than I was expecting you to. I’d even bought you a little extra surprise for once I’d got you properly trained, but at this rate there hardly seems to be much point in saving it.’

I could feel myself blushing, but I wasn’t sure why. Was it the idea of another little gift, perhaps, especially when the previous two presents she had got me had changed things so much? Or was it the ring of pride in her voice, the way I had surpassed her expectations of me? A little of both, I suspected – but it didn’t matter. She smiled down at me with a look of satisfaction on her face. That was the only thing that was important now – that she was content in my service.

Perhaps she was right. Maybe this really was what I was born to do.

‘Would you like it, slave?’ she said. ‘Your extra gift, I mean. Or do you think it might all be a little bit much for one night?’

My mind was swirling – half from anticipation of what as to come, and half with everything that had just happened. In one night, everything I knew had been turned upside down. My wife had shown a dominant side to her I could never have guessed at, my cock had been locked away indefinitely, and my fantasy had now become my reality.

The only thing I knew for sure was that I wanted it all to continue.

‘Please,’ I said. ‘Please let me have it.’

‘Are you sure? There’s no going back. All or nothing, slave.’ Her voice was light and playful, daring me to go on, curious to see just how far I was willing to push myself into my new life for her amusement. ‘You might not enjoy it as much as you expect.’

I nodded. I didn’t care. ‘I’m sure, Mistress,’ I said.

She smiled. ‘Good boy. I was hoping you’d say that.’

She reached into the bag and removed a bundle of leather straps, each with a shiny silver buckle in it. I couldn’t work out what it was for at first, but she was by no means finished; her hand disappeared again for a second, and when it emerged it was wrapped around a large rubber phallus, bright pink and shaped exactly like a penis. A thick vein ran down the bottom, and the mould of it had obviously been taken from someone both cut and enormous. Even without the cage, it dwarfed my own cock.

‘I thought we’d start with a medium-sized one,’ she said simply. ‘The small ones just seemed so… well, small. What would be the point?’ She bucked her hips and shimmied her way into the strap on harness, before sliding the cock into the hole. It stuck out obscenely, the base almost at a right angle to the rest of her body and the top curving slightly upwards. ‘Don’t worry,’ she said as she noticed my eyes glued to it. ‘The shop sells ones that are much bigger. We’ll have you as my greedy little cockwhore in no time at all.’

It must have been eight solid inches. No matter what she seemed to think, this didn’t seem like it was designed for beginners. I considered begging her not to do what we both knew was going to happen, but there didn’t seem to be much point. She knew what she was doing, and she knew the effect it would have on me.

‘Well?’ she said. ‘What are you waiting for? Show me how much you like your gift.’

Tentatively, I let the rubber part my lips. It had a chemical taste, the taste of new toys, but I got the feeling it wouldn’t have it for long: extensive use would see to that. I swirled my tongue around it, but it was impossible to shake the realisation of what I was doing and let myself go.

She sighed, disappointed. ‘Not good enough, boy,’ she said. ‘I want you to really work it. I want to believe you really want this.’

I tried again, this time taking the cock further into my mouth until I could feel it pressing against the entrance to my throat. I gagged, but no matter how hard I tried I couldn’t bring myself to push it any further. I looked up at her imploringly, but all I got was a hard stare in return.

‘Let me make this easier for you,’ she said. ‘This big pink cock is going in your ass tonight. I’m going to show you that you’re owned, that your body is mine to do with whatever I like – every inch of it. Now if you impress me, I’ll lube it up nicely first, but if you don’t…’ She let her voice trail off, and then shrugged. ‘Your keys are secure. The walls are thick. You can scream as much as you like, and I’m sure the neighbours won’t even notice. Which is it to be?’

There was no other option, at least as far as I could see. I wrapped my lips around it, and took it down as deep into my throat as I could manage. It made my eyes water, but I manage to stifle my gag reflex for long enough to let it slip down. I inched further and further, desperately waiting for some signal from her that I had gone far enough, but none came. Eventually it was too much for me. With tears in my eyes, I pulled myself off her cock and retched. It took every ounce of effort I had to regain my composure.

‘Well?’ she said. ‘Thank me, slave.’

‘Thank you, Mistress,’ I spluttered out, my lips and chin still covered in drool and my jaw feeling as though I had almost dislocated it.

‘For what?’

I couldn’t believe she was pushing it – but of course, that was the point. It wasn’t just a physical humiliation, but a mental one as well. That was how she’d break me.

‘Thank you for letting me suck your cock, Mistress.’

‘Better,’ she said. ‘It looks like you win. Aren’t you lucky?’

As she flipped me into my front and bent me over the couch, I certainly didn’t feel lucky… but I would have been lying if I said the idea didn’t thrill me. I was strangely excited by how easy it had been for her to have me sucking on her cock, as though the pure and unbridled humiliation of it all was just a spur to my arousal. In the cage, my cock was rock hard – at least, as hard as it could get, pressed up against the unyielding steel.

‘Hands behind your back, slave,’ she said. I heard a rustle of the carrier bag as I did as I was told, and then the sensation of cold steel against my skin. The handcuffs ratcheted closed, keeping me immobile; with my wrists secured, there was no way of pushing back against her. All it took was a hand placed gently at the top of my back to keep me from sitting upright.

I was completely at her mercy.

I felt a cold splash against my asshole as the lube touched, and I immediately puckered tight. ‘Shh,’ she said. ‘Relax, slave. You need to be loose, or this is going to be a lot less fun for you.’ To prove a point, she circled my entrance delicately with the tip of one finger, coaxing it to open for her. It wasn’t long before she slid it inside me, closely followed by a second. We had never tried ass-play before, and at first it felt as though I was going to be split in two, but it didn’t take long before it began to feel almost… pleasurable? Was that the word?

Almost unconsciously, I found myself moving backwards, eager for more of the sensation.

‘My, my,’ she said, laughing. ‘First you swallow my cock like a pro, and now I can’t stop you thrusting back against my fingers. You really are a greedy little whore tonight, aren’t you?’

‘Yes Mistress,’ I moaned. All I knew for sure was that tonight had opened my mind in ways I couldn’t even articulate. My asshole missed the attention of her fingers. I needed it – deeper, harder, more quickly.

‘Well, you’ve been such a good boy that I’m going to give you the reward you seem to be craving so much,’ she said. ‘All you have to do is beg for it. Do you think you can handle that?’

‘Please,’ I said. ‘Please, Mistress.’

‘Please what?’ she purred. ‘Tell me what my little whore wants.’

I swallowed hard; wanting it was one thing, but saying it was quite another. ‘Please fuck me,’ I said in a small voice.

‘What was that, slave?’ she said. ‘I didn’t quite hear you.’

‘Please fuck me, Mistress,’ I replied. I could feel my face growing bright red with humiliation, which wasn’t helped by the fact that I knew she couldn’t see me. She didn’t need to. She knew just what she was doing to me, and the effect it was having.

‘And why should I do that?’

‘Because I need it.’ I was way past embarrassment now. ‘I need it. I want your strap on inside me. Please, Mistress. Please, just –’

That was the last thought that crossed my mind before she pushed the huge rubber cock deep into my asshole.

I gasped as it entered me, stripping me of my anal virginity in one smooth stroke. Mistress was firm but gentle, and she found my asshole to be extremely receptive. It felt so taboo, so dirty, that I knew I had to have more.

‘That’s right, my little slut,’ she purred. ‘Take it. Take all of your Mistress’s cock. Every lasy inch.’

It felt like forever before she had finished pushing it inside of me – a lifetime spent stuffed with hard rubber, impaled helplessly on that magnificent pink cock she had forced me to worship just minutes before – but she gave me no time to get used to the sensation. She began thrusting in and out of me, slowly at first and then picking up speed as my hole relaxed. The harder she fucked me, the sluttier I began to feel, and before long I was pushing back against her, craving more and more of her inside me.

This is how it feels to give up control, I thought. This is what it means to belong to someone else completely.

My body was hers, and the way she was using it told me she already knew that fact.

That was when the vibrations began.

I hadn’t anticipated that the strap on would vibrate, but as glorious as the sensation was against my prostate, it plainly wasn’t for my benefit. Mistress immediately let out a low moan as the vibrations hit her, and I could tell that it was perfectly designed to stimulate her clit. Even fully-dressed as she was, there was no doubt that she wouldn’t last long.

If that was the effect it could have through clothes, God only knew what it would be like when she was naked. I got the impression it wouldn’t be too long before I found out. I only hoped my ass would have recovered by then.

The vibrations spurred her on; the deeper and harder she pushed into me, the more her body must have sought them out for her own pleasure. I felt her clutch at me, digging her fingernails into my shoulders and biceps as I pulled against the chains that bound my hands, testing to make sure that I really was as restrained as I seemed.

I couldn’t move an inch.

She lowered herself down onto me, pressing her body against mine. ‘My whore,’ she murmured. Her voice was breathy with lust, and faint even close to my ear. ‘My slut. My slave. My… my…’

I couldn’t make out any words beyond that: those that followed blended into each other as Mistress moaned, her body surging with orgasm. The thrusts were longer then, and more sustained. I felt her body tense up and writhe above me as my own was filled with her, and as she pressed her cock deep into me the vibrations shuddered against my prostate. I could feel a strange sensation building – strange and yet unmistakeable at that.

The first stirrings of an orgasm of my own.

Could it be? Was it possible that I could come from being fucked in the ass? It didn’t seem right, but there was no way of denying it. What had started as agony had become pleasure, building to the release I needed as she pounded into my willing ass.

So close.

So, so close…

And then the emptiness as she pulled away from me.

I let out a low moan as she snatched my relief away, but it was no use: she knew what she was doing. My cock twitched in its steel prison as it sought out any friction, but there was nothing there to rub up against. Even as I began humping at the couch cushions, there was no way the cage would let me get enough to reach a climax, even though I could feel my precome leaking out of my cock and onto my thighs.

Mistress sat next to me, still breathing heavily from the exertion and the last waves of her arousal. She seemed to sense my desperation. ‘Don’t worry, slave,’ she said, stroking my hair gently. ‘One of these days I’ll let you come around my cock. In fact, that’s probably the only way you’re going to be coming from now on, thanks to your little cock cage. Doesn’t that sound fun?’

I knew she was being sarcastic, mocking me for my eagerness and my need for release, but it did. Strangely, unexpectedly, I found the thought of Mistress being able to hold such control over me – to the extent that any sexual pleasure I received in the future was completely down to her discretion, and only if it pleased her – to be a thrill unlike any other. I was owned now. I existed solely to please her.

In one night, I had gone from a husband to a slave – and I didn’t ever want to look back.

‘Yes, Mistress,’ I said.
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