
        
            
                
            
        

    
CHAPTER 1: HER TERMS OF SERVICE

The weight of Ryan's mistake hung in the apartment like a toxic cloud. Three weeks since Amelia had discovered the texts. Three weeks of sleeping on the couch, of silent dinners, of her red-rimmed eyes avoiding his. The confession had spilled from him in a pathetic stream—yes, he'd slept with Vanessa from accounting. Yes, it had happened twice. No, it hadn't meant anything.

Tonight, Amelia sat across from him at their kitchen table, her posture rigid, fingers wrapped around a mug of tea gone cold. The steady tick of the wall clock punctuated the silence.

"I've made my decision," Amelia said finally, her voice unnervingly calm. "Either we're done, or we continue on my terms."

Ryan's heart hammered against his ribs. "Anything. I'll do anything."

A mirthless smile played at the corner of her lips. "You haven't heard my terms yet."

She stood, walking to the kitchen drawer with deliberate steps. When she returned, she placed a small key on the table between them.

"This opens the box under our bed. I want you to go get it."

Ryan's mouth went dry as he took the key with trembling fingers. He found the lacquered wooden box exactly where she'd said, heavy and unfamiliar. When he returned and placed it on the table, Amelia's eyes had darkened.

"Open it."

Inside, nestled in black velvet, lay an assortment that made Ryan's stomach drop: a sleek black harness, a collection of silicone appendages in graduating sizes, and several bottles.

"You wanted to fuck someone else?" Amelia's voice cut through the silence. "Fine. Now I get to fuck you."

Ryan's face burned hot. "Amelia, I—"

"These are my terms," she interrupted, leaning forward. "You become my submissive. My pegboy. My slut. I own your pleasure and your pain. That's the price of my forgiveness."

Ryan swallowed hard, unable to tear his gaze from the contents of the box. His cock twitched traitorously against his thigh.

"I need your answer now," Amelia said. "Or I pack my bags tonight."

The choice crystallized before him: lose her forever or surrender completely.

"Yes," he whispered, then louder, "Yes."

Something dangerous flashed behind Amelia's eyes. "Strip. Now."

Ryan stood on unsteady legs, fingers fumbling with the buttons of his shirt. He'd never undressed with such an audience before—Amelia's gaze clinical, assessing, as if she were seeing his body for the first time. When he stood naked before her, cock half-hard despite his anxiety, she circled him slowly.

"Hands behind your head," she instructed, and he complied immediately.

Her fingernails traced lightly down his spine, stopping at the small of his back. "Did Vanessa see you like this? Vulnerable? Exposed?"

Ryan shook his head. "No. It wasn't—"

The sharp crack of Amelia's palm against his ass silenced him. The sting bloomed across his skin, and to his shame, his cock jerked upward.

"You don't get to tell me what it wasn't," she hissed. "You only speak when I ask you a direct question. Understand?"

"Yes," he gasped.

"Yes, what?" Her hand squeezed the flesh she'd just struck.

Ryan hesitated only a moment. "Yes... Mistress?"

A small smile of approval. "Good boy. Now, on your knees."

Ryan sank down, the hardwood floor unforgiving against his kneecaps. Amelia towered above him, still fully dressed in her work clothes—a pencil skirt and silk blouse that suddenly seemed like armor compared to his nakedness.

She reached into the box, extracting a slim black collar with a small silver ring. "This stays on whenever we're alone together. It's a reminder of what you are now."

The leather was cool against his throat as she fastened it, not tight enough to restrict his breathing but snug enough that he couldn't forget its presence. Her fingers lingered at the clasp.

"Kiss my feet and thank me for giving you another chance."

Ryan bent forward, pressing his lips to the top of her foot, the leather of her heel digging into his chest. "Thank you for giving me another chance, Mistress."

"Good." She lifted his chin with one finger. "Now, into the bedroom. Hands and knees on the bed."

Ryan crawled, acutely aware of his exposed backside, his bobbing erection. The bedroom, once their shared sanctuary, now felt like her domain. He positioned himself as instructed, face burning with humiliation and arousal.

Amelia followed with the box, setting it on the nightstand. He heard the rustle of fabric as she undressed, but she didn't allow him to turn and look.

"You know what's ironic, Ryan?" Her voice was conversational as he heard the snap of a latex glove. "I've wanted to try this for years, but I was afraid you'd think I was perverted. Turns out you don't get to judge me anymore."

The bed dipped as she knelt behind him. He flinched at the cold drizzle of lubricant between his cheeks.

"Have you ever been touched here before?" Her gloved finger circled his entrance.

"No," he admitted, voice barely audible.

"No, what?"

"No, Mistress."

"Then this will be educational for both of us."

The initial breach of her finger made him gasp. The intrusion was foreign, uncomfortable, but as she worked the digit deeper, curling and exploring, something electric shot through him.

"Fuck," he groaned, dropping his head between his shoulders.

"Language," she admonished, delivering a sharp slap to his thigh with her free hand. "Though I suppose I should expect a filthy mouth from a cheater."

She withdrew her finger, and he heard the sound of more lubricant being dispensed. When she returned, it was with two fingers, stretching him with methodical patience. His cock hung heavy between his legs, leaking onto the sheets.

"Look at you," Amelia marveled, her voice a mixture of disgust and fascination. "Getting off on being used. Maybe this is what you needed all along."

Ryan bit his lip as she brushed against something inside him that made his vision blur. A moan escaped him, unbidden and desperate.

"That's your prostate," she explained clinically. "Your pleasure button. And it belongs to me now."

She worked a third finger into him, the stretch burning now, hovering on the edge between pain and pleasure. Ryan's thighs trembled with the effort of staying positioned.

"Please," he whispered, unsure what he was begging for.

"Please what? Please fuck you properly? Is that what you want?"

"Yes, Mistress. Please."

The loss of her fingers left him feeling strangely empty. He heard the clink of metal, the adjusting of straps, and then felt the blunt, slick head of something much larger than fingers pressing against him.

"This is the smallest one," Amelia said, her voice husky now. "And you're going to take every inch like the good slut you are."

The pressure built as she pushed forward, the silicone dildo breaching him slowly but inexorably. Ryan's breath came in stuttered gasps, his fingers clawing at the sheets.

"Too much?" There was genuine concern beneath her dominance.

"No," he gritted out. "I can take it."

She pressed deeper, one hand gripping his hip, the other reaching around to stroke his cock. The dual sensation overloaded his senses—the invasive fullness behind, the familiar pleasure of her hand in front.

"That's it," she coaxed as the dildo seated fully inside him. "You're mine now. My toy. My pegboy."

She began to move, tentatively at first, then with growing confidence. Each thrust sent shockwaves through him, hitting that spot that made his toes curl and his cock throb. The harness creaked with her movements, her breathing growing labored.

"Vanessa couldn't give you this, could she?" Amelia's voice was strained with exertion. "Couldn't make you whimper like a bitch in heat."

Ryan couldn't answer, lost in the overwhelming sensations. His Amelia, his sweet, reserved girlfriend, was fucking him into incoherence. The room filled with obscene sounds—the squelch of lubricant, the slap of her hips against his ass, his own broken moans.

"Touch yourself," she commanded, releasing her grip on his cock. "Show me how much you love being my slut."

Ryan's hand moved frantically, matching the rhythm of her thrusts. He was close, embarrassingly close, teetering on the edge of what promised to be the most intense orgasm of his life.

"Please, Mistress," he begged. "Please may I come?"

Amelia leaned over him, her breasts pressing against his back, her voice hot in his ear. "You come when I say you come. And not before."

She reached beneath them, squeezing the base of his cock painfully, staving off his release. Then she redoubled her efforts, fucking him with abandon now, the dildo hitting his prostate with unerring accuracy.

"This is what happens to cheaters," she growled. "They get turned into cock-hungry sluts who beg for mercy."

Ryan was beyond coherent thought, reduced to animal need. Tears leaked from the corners of his eyes, pleasure and shame mingling into a potent cocktail.

"Please," he sobbed. "Please, Mistress."

"Come for me," she finally relented. "Come with my cock inside you."

The permission unleashed something primal in him. His orgasm tore through his body like a lightning strike, come spurting onto the sheets in thick ropes as he cried out her name. Amelia continued to thrust through his climax, wringing every last shudder from him until he collapsed, boneless and spent.

She withdrew slowly, careful not to hurt him. The emptiness that followed was profound. He felt her weight leave the bed, heard water running in the bathroom. When she returned, she gently cleaned him with a warm washcloth, removed the harness, and lay beside him.

For a long moment, they breathed together in silence.

"Are you okay?" Her voice was soft now, the dominatrix persona set aside.

Ryan turned to face her, surprised to find vulnerability in her eyes. "Yeah. I'm... wow."

A small smile played at her lips. "That was just day one, Ryan. We have a long way to go."

He reached for her hand, threading their fingers together. "I meant what I said. I'll do anything to keep you."

"I know," she said, her expression growing serious. "And that's exactly what scares me. This isn't just about punishment or kink. It's about rebuilding trust. It's about you giving up control because you took away mine when you cheated."

Ryan nodded, the weight of her words settling over him like the collar around his neck.

"Next time will be harder," she warned. "And there will be rules. Strict ones."

"I understand."

Amelia's fingers traced the leather at his throat. "Do you? Because once we go down this path, there's no going back to what we were. We'll be something new."

Ryan thought of Vanessa, of the momentary pleasure that had nearly cost him everything. Then he looked at Amelia, fierce and beautiful in her newfound power.

"I don't want to go back," he said with conviction. "I want to be yours. However you'll have me."

She studied him for a long moment, then leaned in to kiss him—gentle, almost chaste compared to what they'd just done.

"Then get some rest," she whispered against his lips. "Tomorrow, your real training begins."

As Ryan drifted toward sleep, the collar a constant reminder around his neck, he knew with absolute certainty that he'd made the right choice. Whatever Amelia demanded of him—whatever humiliation, whatever surrender—would be worth it to keep her in his life.

This was just the beginning.


CHAPTER 2: THE RULES OF ENGAGEMENT

Ryan woke to the unfamiliar weight of the collar against his throat and the dull, pleasant ache between his thighs—reminders of his new reality. Sunlight filtered through the blinds, casting golden stripes across the empty space beside him. A handwritten note rested on Amelia's pillow: "Kitchen. 9 AM. Don't dress."

The digital clock read 8:47. His heart quickened as he swung his legs over the edge of the bed, wincing slightly at the tenderness in his muscles. Last night had changed everything—transformed the foundation of their relationship from the conventional partnership they'd built over three years into something raw and uncharted.

Ryan padded naked through their apartment, hyperaware of his vulnerability. The hardwood was cool against his bare feet, raising goosebumps along his skin. He found Amelia at the kitchen table, already showered and dressed in a crisp white blouse and slim-fitting black pants—ready for work while he stood exposed before her.

"Good morning," she said, not looking up from her laptop. "Coffee's in the pot. You may pour yourself a cup before we begin."

"Thank you, Mistress," he replied, the title still strange on his tongue.

He felt her eyes on him as he moved to the counter, tracking the subtle stiffness in his gait. When he returned to the table with his coffee, she closed her laptop with deliberate slowness.

"Today we establish the framework," Amelia said, sliding a document across the table. "My terms in writing."

Ryan's eyes widened as he scanned the meticulously typed pages. It was a contract—detailed, explicit, and thorough in outlining his new role in their relationship.

"You'll notice there are three sections," she continued. "Rules, punishments, and rewards. Read it carefully."

His hands trembled slightly as he turned the pages. The document specified behaviors expected of him both in and out of the bedroom. He would address her as 'Mistress' in private. He would not touch himself without permission. He would perform domestic duties to her specifications. He would submit to her sexual demands without hesitation.

The punishment section made his mouth go dry: spanking, orgasm denial, chastity devices, public humiliation disguised as private jokes between them.

"Is this... legally binding?" he asked, looking up from the final page.

Amelia's laugh was sharp and genuine. "No, Ryan. It's symbolic. But make no mistake—I expect you to honor it as if it were."

She reached into her briefcase and produced a sleek black box. "Which brings me to this."

Inside lay a matte black silicone plug, smaller than what she'd used on him last night but substantial nonetheless.

"This stays in while I'm at work," she said matter-of-factly. "A constant reminder of who you belong to now."

Ryan swallowed hard. "I have a meeting at eleven."

"And you'll sit through it with my plug inside you," she replied, her tone brooking no argument. "Thinking of me with every shift in your chair."

She stood, circling behind him. Her fingers traced the nape of his neck, just above the collar. "Unless, of course, you'd prefer I walk out that door permanently."

Ryan closed his eyes, feeling the choice before him—dignity or Amelia. It was no choice at all.

"I'll wear it," he said softly.

"Good boy." Her approval sent an embarrassing wave of pleasure through him. "Now bend over the table."

Ryan complied, pressing his chest against the cool wood, his ass exposed to the open air. Amelia's hands were clinical as they spread his cheeks, the snap of a lubricant cap loud in the quiet kitchen.

"Still a bit red from last night," she observed, her slick finger circling his entrance. "Do you regret it?"

"No, Mistress."

"Even though it hurts?"

Ryan gasped as she worked her finger inside him, gentler than yesterday but still commanding. "The pain... reminds me of you."

Something shifted in Amelia's breath—a hitch, a moment of genuine emotion breaking through her dominant façade. "That's very good, Ryan."

She worked him open with methodical patience, adding a second finger when his body relaxed. The plug, when she finally pressed it against him, felt impossibly large. Ryan gripped the edge of the table, forcing himself to breathe through the stretching sensation.

"Push back against it," Amelia instructed. "Take it like you took my cock last night."

Ryan obeyed, fighting his body's resistance until the widest part slipped past the tight ring of muscle. His relieved exhale turned to a moan as the plug settled inside him, the flared base nestling between his cheeks.

"Perfect," Amelia murmured, patting his ass lightly. "Now stand up and face me."

Ryan straightened, the plug shifting inside him, pressing against his prostate. His cock had hardened during the insertion, standing proudly against his stomach. Amelia's eyes flicked downward, a small smile playing at her lips.

"Excited by your new accessory, I see."

"It's you that excites me," Ryan said truthfully. "Everything you do to me."

She stepped closer, close enough that he could smell her perfume—vanilla and something darker, muskier. Her hand wrapped around his erection, not to pleasure but to possess.

"This belongs to me now," she said, giving him a single, firm stroke. "You don't come without my permission. Not when I'm here, not when I'm gone. Understand?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Good." She released him and checked her watch. "I need to leave for work. You'll sign the contract and text me a photo of it before your meeting."

Ryan nodded, acutely aware of the plug with every slight movement.

"Oh, and Ryan?" Amelia added, gathering her things. "I expect a full dinner prepared when I get home. After which, you'll serve dessert in a very special way."

The implication hung in the air between them. Ryan's imagination raced with possibilities, each more depraved than the last.

"What should I make?" he asked, his voice husky.

Amelia smiled, predatory and beautiful. "Something that pairs well with submission."

With that, she kissed him—a deep, claiming kiss that left him breathless—and then she was gone, the apartment door clicking shut behind her.

Ryan stood alone in their kitchen, naked save for his collar, the plug a constant presence inside him. He moved carefully to the coffee pot for a refill, each step a reminder of his new status. The contract lay open on the table, waiting for his signature—waiting for his final surrender.

As he signed his name with a slightly shaking hand, Ryan wondered how he'd make it through his meeting, how he'd focus on quarterly projections while secretly stuffed full, owned from the inside out. The thought should have terrified him. Instead, he found himself growing harder, leaking a drop of pre-come onto the hardwood floor.

He was becoming what Amelia wanted—what some hidden part of him had perhaps always wanted to be.

The workday was exquisite torture. Ryan sat through his meeting in constant awareness of the silicone intruder, shifting subtly in his chair as his colleagues discussed market trends. Every movement sent sparks of pleasure through him, making concentration nearly impossible. Twice he had to excuse himself to the restroom, splashing cold water on his face and willing his erection to subside.

By the time he returned home, he was a mess of need and anticipation. He prepared Amelia's favorite—seared salmon with roasted vegetables and risotto—his movements in the kitchen careful and measured. The plug had become almost a part of him now, a constant companion reminding him of his place.

When the door opened at 6:30, he was waiting as instructed: naked except for the collar, dinner plated and ready on the table, a bottle of white wine breathing beside it.

Amelia's eyes darkened appreciatively as she took in the scene. "Very nice."

She set down her bag and walked a slow circle around him, inspecting him like prized livestock. Her finger hooked through the ring on his collar, pulling him into a kiss that was more possession than affection.

"How was your day?" she asked, releasing him.

"Challenging, Mistress." Ryan's voice was rough with need. "I couldn't stop thinking about you."

"And the plug? Did anyone notice?"

He shook his head. "No, but during the meeting, it pressed against me every time I moved. I nearly..." He trailed off, embarrassed.

"Nearly what?" Amelia prompted, her hand sliding down to squeeze his ass, pressing the base of the plug deeper.

Ryan groaned. "Nearly came in my pants like a teenager."

Her laugh was musical, genuinely amused. "My desperate little slut. Let's eat before your hard work gets cold."

Dinner was a surreal affair. They discussed their days as if nothing had changed—work politics, an upcoming family visit, plans for the weekend—while Ryan sat naked, collared, and plugged across from his fully-clothed girlfriend. The contrast heightened his awareness of his submission, of the power imbalance they'd created.

As they finished the meal, Amelia dabbed her lips with her napkin and fixed him with an intense stare. "You mentioned dessert earlier."

Ryan's pulse quickened. "Yes, Mistress."

"Clear the table. Then bring me the wooden box from under the bed."

He hurried to comply, stacking dishes in the dishwasher with trembling hands before retrieving the now-familiar box. When he returned, Amelia had moved to the couch, legs crossed elegantly at the ankle.

"Kneel," she instructed, pointing to the floor before her.

Ryan sank to his knees, the plug shifting inside him, sending a jolt of pleasure up his spine. Amelia opened the box and removed something he hadn't noticed yesterday—a slender leather riding crop.

"I'm going to remove your plug," she said, trailing the crop's tip along his jawline. "And then I'm going to redden that pretty ass of yours until you're begging for mercy. After which, if you've been good, I might let you come."

Ryan's breath hitched. "Thank you, Mistress."

"Don't thank me yet," she smiled, standing. "Position yourself over the ottoman. Ass up, face down, legs spread."

The ottoman was the perfect height, forcing Ryan's backside into the air while his face pressed against the cool leather. He felt utterly exposed, completely at her mercy. The sound of latex gloves snapping behind him made him jump.

"Relax," Amelia soothed, her gloved fingers grasping the base of the plug. "Deep breath now."

The sensation of the plug being slowly withdrawn made Ryan moan, his body reluctant to surrender it after a full day of accommodation. When it finally slipped free, he felt strangely empty, his hole clenching around nothing.

"Look at you," Amelia marveled, setting the plug aside. "So open for me. So ready."

The first strike of the crop came without warning—a sharp, stinging blow across his right cheek that made him yelp.

"Count," Amelia ordered. "And thank me for each one."

"One," Ryan gasped. "Thank you, Mistress."

The second blow landed on his left cheek, harder than the first. "Two! Thank you, Mistress!"

By the tenth strike, tears pricked at the corners of his eyes, his ass burning with delicious pain. By the twentieth, he was sobbing openly, his cock leaking copiously onto the ottoman below. Amelia paused, running her hand soothingly over the heated flesh.

"Color?" she asked, using the safeword system they'd outlined in the contract.

"Green," Ryan managed. "So green, Mistress."

Her approval was palpable as she delivered ten final, blistering strokes that had him crying out with each impact. When she finally set the crop aside, Ryan was floating in a haze of endorphins, his body singing with pain and arousal.

"Stand," Amelia commanded.

Ryan rose on shaky legs, his abused backside throbbing. Amelia had removed her blouse, sitting now in just her bra and pants, her chest flushed with exertion and arousal.

"You took that beautifully," she said, genuine pride in her voice. "Now for your reward."

She unzipped her pants, lifting her hips to slide them down her legs along with her underwear. The scent of her arousal hit Ryan immediately—musky, familiar, intoxicating.

"Kneel again," she instructed, spreading her thighs. "Show me how grateful you are for my correction."

Ryan dropped to his knees eagerly, his own discomfort forgotten at the sight of her glistening sex. He leaned forward, inhaling deeply before dragging his tongue through her folds in a long, worshipful lick.

"Fuck," Amelia hissed, her hand finding his hair. "That's it."

Ryan lost himself in pleasuring her, using every trick he'd learned in their years together. He circled her clit with the tip of his tongue, sucked the sensitive bud between his lips, fucked her entrance with his tongue until she was grinding against his face, coating him in her essence.

"Make me come," she demanded, her voice strained. "Make me come and I'll let you come too."

Redoubling his efforts, Ryan slid two fingers inside her, curling them to find the spot that made her thighs tremble. He sucked her clit rhythmically, matching the pace of his fingers, feeling her body tighten around him.

"That's it," Amelia panted. "Right there. Don't you dare stop."

Her orgasm crashed over her with a sharp cry, her thighs clamping around his head, her body shuddering as she rode his face through the waves of pleasure. When she finally relaxed, releasing her grip on his hair, Ryan looked up at her with pleading eyes, his chin slick with her juices.

"Please," he whispered. "May I come now, Mistress?"

Amelia's smile was languid, satisfied. "Not yet. First, I want to try something new."

She reached into the box again, producing a new toy—a prostate massager with a curved end and a vibrating base.

"Stand and brace yourself against the wall," she instructed. "Legs apart."

Ryan obeyed, placing his palms flat against the living room wall, his reddened ass pushed out behind him. Amelia knelt behind him, lubing the toy generously before pressing it against his already-worked entrance.

"Still sensitive from your day with the plug?" she asked, slowly working the massager inside him.

"Yes," Ryan hissed. "But in a good way."

Once the toy was fully seated, Amelia turned it on to its lowest setting. The vibration against Ryan's prostate made his knees buckle, a strangled moan tearing from his throat.

"Oh god," he gasped. "Fuck, Amelia—Mistress—please!"

"Please what?" She increased the vibration intensity, watching his cock jerk untouched.

"Please let me come!" Ryan begged, overwhelmed by sensation. "I need to come so badly!"

Amelia moved in front of him, her eyes locked on his face, drinking in his desperation. "Tell me you're mine. Tell me you'll never stray again."

"I'm yours," Ryan promised fervently. "Only yours. Forever. I swear it."

She reached between his legs, adjusting the massager to press more firmly against his prostate while her other hand wrapped around his aching cock.

"Come for me," she commanded. "Come now."

The permission unleashed a dam of pleasure. Ryan's orgasm ripped through him with brutal intensity, his come shooting across the wall in thick ropes as he cried out Amelia's name. The prostate stimulation extended his climax beyond anything he'd experienced before, leaving him shaking and incoherent.

As he started to come down, Amelia gently removed the massager and guided him to the couch, where he collapsed, utterly spent. She disappeared briefly, returning with a warm washcloth to clean him and a glass of water that she held to his lips.

"Drink," she said softly, and he obeyed automatically.

When his breathing had returned to normal, Amelia curled against his side, her fingers tracing patterns on his chest. The dominant persona had receded, leaving the woman he'd fallen in love with three years ago.

"You were amazing," she murmured. "How do you feel?"

Ryan considered the question seriously. His ass was sore, his muscles ached, and he felt more emotionally raw than he could ever remember. And yet...

"Complete," he answered honestly. "Like I found a part of myself I didn't know was missing."

Amelia looked up at him, her expression searching. "And us? How do you feel about us?"

Ryan cupped her face in his hands. "I feel like I'm finally seeing all of you. And you're finally seeing all of me. The real me."

"The real you is a submissive who gets off on being dominated?" she asked, a hint of uncertainty in her voice.

"Maybe," Ryan admitted. "Or maybe the real me is someone who would do anything to keep you. Who needs to atone. Who finds freedom in surrender." He paused, swallowing hard. "Is that okay?"

Amelia's smile was soft, genuine. "More than okay. It's exactly what I needed too."

She kissed him gently, then more deeply, her hand sliding down to his collar. "Rest now. Tomorrow we take this further."

As Ryan drifted toward sleep, Amelia's warmth against him, he realized that his mistake—his betrayal—had forced them to a place of honesty they might never have found otherwise. His surrender was both penance and discovery, punishment and reward.

And tomorrow promised even more.


CHAPTER 3: DEEPER WATERS

Ryan awoke to the sensation of gentle tugging at his collar. Amelia stood over him, already dressed in running clothes, her hair pulled back in a tight ponytail. Dawn light filtered through the blinds, casting the bedroom in a soft golden glow.

"Up," she commanded, her voice quiet but firm. "We're starting your morning routine."

Ryan blinked away sleep, his body protesting as he sat up. Every movement reminded him of yesterday's activities—the plug he'd worn all day, the crop that had painted his backside with fire, the prostate massager that had reduced him to incoherent pleasure. His ass still felt tender, a pleasant soreness that marked him as hers.

"What time is it?" he asked, reaching automatically for his phone.

"Five thirty," Amelia replied. "And you've forgotten something."

Ryan's eyes widened as he realized his error. "I'm sorry, Mistress. What time is it, Mistress?"

Her approving nod sent a ridiculous surge of pride through him. "Better. Your routine begins now, every morning. First, a three-mile run with me. Then, your hygiene ritual according to section two, paragraph four of your contract."

The memory of that particular clause made Ryan's cheeks burn. He'd read it yesterday, the detailed instructions for how he was to clean himself—inside and out—in preparation for whatever Amelia might demand of his body.

"Yes, Mistress," he said, swinging his legs over the edge of the bed.

"You'll wear these." Amelia tossed a pair of running shorts and a tank top onto the bed. No underwear, he noticed immediately. "Five minutes. I'll be waiting by the door."

The run was both exhilarating and humiliating. The shorts were shorter than anything Ryan would have chosen for himself, riding high on his thighs and offering minimal coverage. The morning air raised goosebumps on his exposed skin as they set off down the quiet streets of their neighborhood.

Amelia set a punishing pace, forcing Ryan to push himself to keep up. The collar around his neck felt conspicuous, though it was partially hidden by the tank top. Every time they passed another early morning runner or dog walker, he felt their eyes linger, wondering perhaps about the black band encircling his throat.

"Faster," Amelia urged as they rounded the corner into the park. "If you can keep up, there's a reward waiting at home."

Ryan dug deep, ignoring the burning in his lungs and thighs as he matched her stride for stride. By the time they returned to their apartment building, sweat soaked his clothes and his breath came in ragged gasps.

"Good boy," Amelia said as they stepped into the elevator. "You've earned the first part of your reward."

Before Ryan could ask what she meant, she pushed him against the elevator wall and kissed him deeply, her tongue invading his mouth with the same authority with which she now ruled every aspect of their relationship. Her hand slipped into his shorts, finding him already half-hard despite the exertion of their run.

"Mistress," he gasped when she released his mouth, her hand still wrapped around his cock. "Someone might see."

"That's part of the thrill," she whispered, stroking him to full hardness as the elevator climbed. "The risk. The exposure."

When the doors opened on their floor, she withdrew her hand and stepped out calmly, leaving Ryan to follow with an obvious tent in his shorts. Thankfully, the hallway was empty.

Inside their apartment, Amelia pointed toward the bathroom. "Shower. Follow the protocol. You have thirty minutes."

Ryan hurried to comply, stripping off his sweaty clothes and turning the water to the temperature Amelia preferred when they showered together—hot enough to pink his skin. The "protocol" she referred to was extensive: a thorough cleansing of his entire body with the expensive soap she'd purchased specifically for this purpose, followed by the more intimate preparations.

The enema kit waited on the counter, new and intimidating. The contract had been explicit about this—he was to clean himself internally every morning, ensuring he was ready for whatever use Amelia desired. Ryan had never done this before, but the instructions were clear. The process was strange, uncomfortable, and deeply humbling. By the time he finished, his face burned with embarrassment, but there was also an undeniable sense of dedication to his role, to her pleasure.

He dried himself meticulously, applied the unscented lotion to his entire body as specified, and returned to the bedroom with exactly two minutes to spare.

Amelia waited, sitting on the edge of the bed. She'd changed into a silk robe, her work clothes laid out beside her. At her feet rested their now-familiar box of implements.

"Kneel," she said, pointing to the floor before her.

Ryan sank to his knees, hands resting on his thighs, eyes downcast as the contract required.

"Today is a workday for both of us," Amelia said, opening the box. "But that doesn't mean your training takes a pause."

She removed a new device—a slim, curved cage of metal with a locking mechanism. Ryan's breath caught as he recognized it.

"A chastity cage," Amelia confirmed, holding it up for his inspection. "Your cock belongs to me now. Your pleasure is mine to give or withhold."

Ryan's mouth went dry. "All day, Mistress?"

"All day," she nodded. "You'll wear this, along with a little something extra I've selected for your other hole." She produced a smaller plug than yesterday's, with a jeweled base that caught the light. "This one is designed for longer wear. More comfortable, but still a constant reminder of who owns you."

Ryan's cock twitched at her words, beginning to harden despite his nervousness. Amelia noticed and smiled.

"Eager to be locked up, are we? Or is it the plug that excites you?" She reached out, running a finger along his length. "Either way, we need to get you soft first."

She stood, moving to the bathroom, returning with a washcloth soaked in cold water. The shock of it against his genitals made Ryan gasp, his erection quickly subsiding under the chilly assault.

"Perfect," Amelia murmured, setting aside the cloth and applying a clear lubricant to the inside of the cage. "Hold still now."

The sensation of the cold metal encasing him was bizarre. Amelia worked with surprising dexterity, sliding his flaccid penis into the confining tube, carefully arranging his testicles through the base ring. When everything was positioned, she snapped the lock shut with a click that sounded unnervingly final.

"How does it feel?" she asked, inspecting her handiwork.

Ryan shifted, adjusting to the alien sensation. "Strange, Mistress. Confined."

"That's the point," she said, helping him to his feet. "Now bend over the bed for the second part."

Ryan complied, bracing himself on the mattress, his still-tender ass exposed to her view. Amelia's lubricated finger circled his entrance, which was already more relaxed after yesterday's extensive use and this morning's preparations.

"You're opening up so beautifully for me," she praised, working a finger inside him with little resistance. "Your body is learning its purpose."

The plug, when she pressed it against him, slid in with surprising ease. The base settled snugly between his cheeks, the jewel catching the morning light.

"Stand up and look at yourself," Amelia directed, guiding him to the full-length mirror on their closet door.

Ryan barely recognized the man who stared back at him. Collared, his cock imprisoned in metal, a jeweled plug nestled between his ass cheeks—he looked owned, claimed in the most primal way. And despite the cage, he could feel his penis attempting to harden within its confines, the pressure building as blood rushed to his groin with nowhere to expand.

"This is who you are now," Amelia said, standing behind him, her hands possessively sliding over his chest. "My toy. My property."

"Yes, Mistress," Ryan whispered, mesmerized by the transformation.

"The key," she said, holding up a small silver key on a chain, "stays with me. You don't come without my permission, and now you physically can't even get fully hard without my consent."

She slipped the chain around her neck, the key disappearing beneath her robe, resting between her breasts. The symbolism wasn't lost on Ryan—his pleasure literally held close to her heart, accessible only through her grace.

"Now," Amelia said, her business-like tone returning, "get dressed for work. I've selected your outfit."

The clothes she'd chosen were his normal business attire—charcoal slacks, light blue button-down, navy tie—but the experience of dressing was entirely new. The cage made his pants fit differently, creating a smaller, more contained bulge than usual. The plug shifted with every movement, a constant reminder of his submission. By the time he finished knotting his tie, Ryan was already in a state of heightened awareness, his senses attuned to every sensation.

"Perfect," Amelia said, appraising him. She herself had dressed in a form-fitting pencil skirt and cream blouse that highlighted the swell of her breasts, where Ryan knew the key to his release lay hidden. "Now for breakfast and your morning instructions."

In the kitchen, she directed him to prepare their usual—avocado toast for her, eggs and bacon for him. As they ate, Amelia outlined his day.

"You'll text me every hour on the hour with an update on how you're feeling. Be specific about the sensations. I want to know exactly how the cage and plug are affecting you."

Ryan nodded, already imagining trying to compose such messages during meetings or client calls.

"At lunch," she continued, "you'll find an empty conference room, lock the door, and edge yourself with the plug. You won't be able to get fully hard in the cage, but you can still stimulate your prostate. You'll record yourself doing this and send it to me."

Ryan nearly choked on his coffee. "Record myself? Mistress, if someone found that—"

"Then you'd better be very careful," Amelia interrupted, her expression unyielding. "That's part of the risk you accept as my submissive."

She stood, gathering her plate and mug. "One last thing before we leave. Under your desk at work, you'll find a package I had delivered yesterday. Inside is a remote-controlled vibrator that connects to the plug you're wearing. I'll be activating it at random intervals throughout the day."

Ryan's eyes widened. "How did you—"

"I have my ways," Amelia smiled enigmatically. "Just know that at any moment, that plug could start vibrating against your prostate. During a presentation, a client meeting, lunch with colleagues—you never know when I'll decide to remind you who owns your pleasure."

The implications sent a shiver down Ryan's spine, his caged cock futilely attempting to harden at the thought.

"Now," Amelia said, checking her watch, "we should leave. Separate cars today—I have a dinner meeting after work. Which reminds me..."

She reached into her purse and removed a small velvet pouch. "Tonight, I'm going to fuck your mouth until you can't breathe. To prepare you, wear these today."

Inside the pouch was a set of graduated silicone balls, designed to help train his gag reflex. Ryan swallowed hard, imagining her intentions for the evening.

"Yes, Mistress," he said, tucking the pouch into his pocket.

Amelia stepped close, adjusting his tie unnecessarily, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. "Remember when you're sitting in those meetings, feeling that plug inside you, your cock straining against its cage... remember that every bit of this is because you couldn't keep your dick in your pants with Vanessa."

The mention of his transgression sent a flush of shame through Ryan. "I remember, Mistress. I'm sorry."

"I know you are," she said, patting his cheek. "And by the time I'm done with your training, you'll never even think about straying again." She pressed a light kiss to his lips. "Now go. Don't be late for work. And don't forget your hourly texts."

Ryan's workday was an exercise in exquisite torture. The cage prevented his full arousal but couldn't stop the constant throbbing need as the plug pressed relentlessly against his prostate with every shift in his chair. His first text to Amelia was clinical, almost detached, describing the physical sensations in objective terms.

Her response was immediate: "More emotional detail. How does it make you FEEL to be caged and plugged in a room full of people who have no idea?"

His subsequent messages became more revealing, more vulnerable. By mid-morning, he was sharing thoughts he'd never admitted even to himself:

"The cage feels like a constant embrace, Mistress. Restrictive but somehow comforting. The plug makes me feel dirty and claimed every time I move. During the marketing meeting, Peterson asked my opinion and all I could think was that if they knew what was inside me, what I've become for you, they'd never look at me the same way again. And that thought made me want to squirm in my seat. Not with shame, but with pride. I'm yours in a way no one else could understand."

Amelia's response to that particular message was a single word: "Perfect."

The vibrator activated for the first time during a conference call with the executive team. One moment Ryan was discussing quarterly projections, and the next, the plug inside him hummed to life, sending shockwaves of pleasure radiating through his core. He stumbled over his words, covering with a fake coughing fit as he struggled to maintain composure.

"Ryan, are you all right?" his boss asked.

"Fine," he managed, his voice strained as the vibrations increased in intensity. "Just—swallowed wrong."

The vibrator continued for exactly three minutes—he timed it, watching the seconds tick by on his computer clock as he fought to keep his expression neutral. When it finally stopped, he was sweating, his caged cock painfully compressed, his breath shallow.

His text to Amelia afterward was barely coherent: "You nearly broke me. In front of everyone. It was terrifying and thrilling and please warn me next time but also don't because the surprise was everything."

Her reply came with a photo—a close-up of her hand holding what was clearly the remote control: "No warnings. That's the point. Stay alert."

At lunch, Ryan found an unused meeting room on the top floor, one rarely booked because of its awkward location. With shaking hands, he locked the door, set up his phone on a shelf, and began recording as instructed.

"Mistress," he whispered to the camera, loosening his tie. "I'm doing as you commanded."

He turned, presenting his back to the camera, and carefully lowered his pants and underwear just enough to expose the jeweled base of the plug. The humiliation of recording himself like this, in his workplace, was profound—and profoundly arousing. His caged cock strained painfully against its confines as he reached back and began to move the plug, working it against his prostate in small, circular motions.

The sensation was overwhelming—pleasure without release, stimulation without satisfaction. Ryan bit his lip to stifle his moans, his free hand braced against the conference table as he fucked himself with the plug, following Amelia's instructions to edge himself without the possibility of climax.

"Please, Mistress," he gasped to the recording, knowing she would watch it later. "I need to come so badly. I'm yours, completely yours."

After five minutes of this torment, he straightened, adjusted his clothing with trembling hands, and ended the recording. He sent the video to Amelia with a simple message: "Yours to command."

Her response came as he was walking back to his office: "That hungry hole of yours takes the plug so well now. Imagine what else I could fill it with. Be in the third-floor bathroom at 2:15 exactly."

Ryan's heart raced as he watched the clock crawl toward the appointed time. At precisely 2:10, he excused himself from his desk and made his way to the specified bathroom—a single-occupancy facility in a quieter wing of the building.

At exactly 2:15, the door opened, and Amelia stepped in, locking it behind her.

"Mistress," Ryan gasped, surprised to see her in person. "I thought you were across town today."

"I had a meeting nearby," she said, setting down her purse. "And I decided my pet deserved a personal inspection."

Without preamble, she pushed him against the sink and spun him to face the mirror. Her hand snaked around to his front, cupping the cage through his pants.

"How's my property holding up?" she asked, her breath hot against his ear.

"Aching for you," Ryan admitted. "The cage is... intense."

"Good," she purred, unbuckling his belt. "Let's see it."

Ryan watched their reflection as Amelia efficiently opened his pants, pushing them down along with his underwear to expose the metal cage constraining his genitals. She handled him clinically, lifting the device to inspect it from all angles.

"No attempts to tamper with it, I see," she noted with approval. "Now turn around. Hands on the sink."

Ryan obeyed, presenting his ass to her. Amelia tugged his pants lower, exposing the jeweled base nestled between his cheeks.

"Beautiful," she murmured, tapping the plug lightly, sending jolts of sensation through him. "Has it been comfortable?"

"Constant awareness, Mistress," Ryan replied honestly. "Not painful, but impossible to forget."

"That's the idea." She worked the plug in small circles, watching his reaction in the mirror. "Your hole looks a little red. We should add more lube."

From her purse, she produced a small bottle of lubricant. With careful movements, she extracted the plug, leaving Ryan feeling empty and exposed. The cool lube drizzled directly onto his entrance made him shiver.

"Push back," she instructed, and Ryan obeyed, feeling her slick finger breach him easily. "You're opening up so naturally now. Soon you'll be gaping for me, begging to be filled."

"Yes, Mistress," Ryan moaned softly as she added a second finger, scissoring them to stretch him further.

"I want you to remember something," Amelia said, her voice taking on that educational tone she sometimes used when imparting important lessons. "This isn't just about punishment anymore. This is about reshaping your sexuality, rewiring your pleasure centers."

Her fingers found his prostate, pressing firmly against the sensitive gland. Ryan's knees nearly buckled as intense sensation radiated through his pelvis.

"By the time I'm done with you," she continued, working a third finger into him, "you'll crave submission the way you once craved conquests. Your ass will hunger for my cock the way your dick used to hunger for new pussy."

The crude language from Amelia's usually measured mouth sent a thrill through Ryan. She was changing too, growing into her dominance as he grew into his submission.

"I think you're ready for an upgrade," she said, withdrawing her fingers. From her purse, she produced a new plug—larger than the one he'd been wearing, with the same jeweled base but a more substantial bulb.

"Mistress," Ryan protested weakly, "I have meetings all afternoon..."

"And you'll sit through them with this inside you," Amelia finished for him, pressing the lubricated toy against his entrance. "Breathe and bear down."

The stretch was considerable, bordering on painful as the widest part of the plug demanded entrance. Ryan panted through it, gripping the sink white-knuckled until the toy slipped past the tight ring of muscle and settled inside him.

"Perfect," Amelia said, patting his ass before helping him straighten his clothing. "Now, one more thing before I go."

She reached into her purse again and removed what looked like a small remote with a single dial. With a wicked smile, she turned it slowly clockwise.

Inside him, the new plug hummed to life, the vibrations stronger than the previous model, targeting his prostate with unerring precision. Ryan gasped, his caged cock painfully attempting to harden.

"This one has ten settings," Amelia explained, turning the dial further. "We're currently at three."

The vibrations intensified, making Ryan's thighs tremble. "Oh god, Mistress, please..."

"Please what? Please stop?" She raised an eyebrow. "Or please don't stop?"

Ryan couldn't answer, caught between desperate arousal and the fear of someone discovering them.

Amelia leaned close, her lips brushing his ear. "This is what you are now—a man who gets off on being controlled, filled, owned. Admit it."

"Yes," Ryan gasped as she turned the dial to setting five, the vibrations now strong enough that he imagined they must be audible. "Yes, Mistress, it's what I am. What I want to be."

"Good boy," she praised, finally turning the dial back to zero. The sudden absence of stimulation left Ryan sagging against the sink. "That was just a taste of tonight."

She straightened her skirt, checked her appearance in the mirror, and retrieved her purse. "Return to work. Continue your hourly texts. And Ryan?"

He looked at her, still trying to compose himself. "Yes, Mistress?"

"Practice with those balls I gave you. Your throat needs to be ready." With that, she unlocked the bathroom door and was gone, leaving Ryan to put himself back together.

The rest of the workday passed in a blur of arousal, discomfort, and anticipation. The new plug was significantly more noticeable than its predecessor, making sitting through afternoon meetings an exercise in concentration. Twice more, the vibrator activated without warning—once during a one-on-one with his direct report (setting four, three minutes) and again while he was alone in his office (setting seven, five minutes, leaving him a sweating, trembling mess sprawled in his executive chair).

By the time he headed home, Ryan was in a state of constant, frustrated arousal—his body trained to associate the fullness in his ass with pleasure, his caged cock a throbbing reminder of his submission to Amelia's will.

The apartment was empty when he arrived, a note on the counter reminding him that Amelia had a dinner meeting. Additional instructions were listed beneath:

	Shower according to protocol 
	Practice with all three training balls for at least 15 minutes each 
	Prepare bedroom: fresh sheets, towels, restraints at corners of bed 
	Kneel by front door, naked except for collar and cage, from 8:30 until my arrival 


Ryan checked the time—6:45. Enough to complete his tasks before assuming the waiting position. He moved through the shower ritual with growing familiarity, the processes that had seemed so foreign yesterday already becoming routine.

The throat training was challenging and occasionally uncomfortable, but Ryan persisted, determined to please Amelia. Each ball stayed in place longer than required, the largest making him fight his gag reflex repeatedly. The thought of Amelia using his throat, claiming that final unclaimed part of him, sent shivers of anticipation through his body.

At precisely 8:30, freshly showered and prepared, Ryan assumed the position by the front door—kneeling on the hardwood, back straight, hands resting on his thighs, knees spread to display the cage that held his genitals captive. The larger plug still filled him, occasionally shifting to press against his prostate when he adjusted his position.

Time passed slowly. Nine o'clock came and went. Then nine-thirty. Ryan maintained his position, muscles beginning to ache, the hardwood unforgiving beneath his knees. His mind drifted to Amelia—what she was doing, who she was with, when she would return to claim what belonged to her.

At 10:17, the lock turned. Ryan straightened, heart racing as the door swung open to reveal Amelia, slightly flushed, her eyes bright. She'd had wine with dinner, he could tell immediately—not drunk, but loosened, her inhibitions softened at the edges.

"Good boy," she said, taking in his patient, perfect positioning. "You've been waiting for me."

"Yes, Mistress," Ryan replied, eyes downcast as required.

Amelia set down her purse, removed her heels, and walked a slow circle around his kneeling form. "How long have you been in position?"

"Since 8:30, Mistress, as instructed."

"Nearly two hours," she mused, her hand trailing across his shoulders. "Your knees must ache."

"They do, Mistress, but it was my pleasure to wait for you."

Something in his answer pleased her deeply—he could see it in the softening of her expression, the slight parting of her lips. She reached down, threading her fingers through his hair before gripping it firmly.

"Stand," she commanded, pulling upward.

Ryan rose, his legs stiff from prolonged kneeling. Amelia pressed against him, her work clothes rough against his naked skin as she kissed him deeply, possessively. He could taste wine and desire on her tongue.

"I thought about you all through dinner," she murmured against his lips. "Imagined you here, waiting, aching, your cock straining against its cage, your ass stretched around my plug."

"I thought of nothing but you, Mistress," Ryan replied truthfully.

She smiled, pleased by his answer. "Did you prepare as instructed?”

"I did, Mistress. All three training balls, fifteen minutes each. The bed is ready with fresh linens and the restraints are in position."

Amelia's eyes darkened with approval. "Show me your throat."

Ryan tilted his head back, exposing the vulnerable column of his neck above the collar. Amelia's fingers traced the outline of his Adam's apple, applying gentle pressure.

"Open," she commanded.

Ryan parted his lips, and Amelia slipped two fingers into his mouth, pressing down on his tongue. "Deeper."

He accepted her fingers to the knuckle, fighting against his gag reflex as she pressed toward the back of his throat. To his pride, he remained composed, breathing steadily through his nose.

"Impressive," Amelia murmured, withdrawing her fingers. "Let's see how you handle something more substantial."

She led him to the bedroom, where the fresh sheets and arranged restraints awaited them. The bedside lamp cast a warm glow across the room, creating shadows that seemed to pulse with anticipation.

"Undress me," she instructed, standing still with her arms slightly away from her sides.

Ryan moved with reverent precision, unbuttoning her blouse to reveal a black lace bra he hadn't seen before. The key to his cage hung between her breasts, catching the light as it rose and fell with her breathing. He continued his task, removing her skirt, rolling down her stockings with gentle hands, until she stood before him in only the lace underwear.

"Leave these," she said when his fingers reached for her bra clasp. "On the bed, on your back."

Ryan positioned himself as instructed, his head near the edge of the mattress. Amelia secured his wrists to the restraints at the head of the bed, then moved to the foot to bind his ankles, leaving him spread-eagled and vulnerable.

"Perfect," she murmured, retrieving something from the wooden box. "Now for the main event."

She straddled his chest, knees on either side of his shoulders, the heat of her core inches from his face. In her hand was a sleek, black silicone dildo, attached to a harness he hadn't seen her put on.

"This is smaller than what I'll work you up to eventually," she explained, running the toy along his lips. "But perfect for your first throat training session."

Ryan's heart hammered against his ribs as Amelia positioned herself, the tip of the dildo pressing against his lips.

"Open for me," she commanded. "Remember your training. Relax your throat."

Ryan parted his lips, accepting the silicone head into his mouth. Amelia pressed forward slowly, giving him time to adjust to the intrusion. The sensation was foreign but not unpleasant—being filled from this end created a strange symmetry with the plug still nestled in his ass.

"That's it," Amelia encouraged as the dildo slid deeper. "Take it for me."

Ryan focused on breathing through his nose, on relaxing his throat as the toy pushed past the point where he would normally gag. Tears pricked at the corners of his eyes from the effort, but he didn't fight it, surrendering to Amelia's control.

"Look at you," she marveled, beginning a gentle rhythm. "Taking my cock so beautifully. Such a natural."

The praise washed over Ryan like a physical caress. His caged cock throbbed painfully as Amelia established a steady pace, fucking his throat with measured strokes. Each time the dildo pressed deep, cutting off his air momentarily, a wave of submission flooded through him.

"This is what you were made for," Amelia said, her voice husky with arousal as she watched his lips stretch around the shaft. "To be used at both ends. To be filled and owned completely."

She reached behind her, finding the base of the plug still inside him, and pressed it deeper. The dual penetration—throat and ass—created a circuit of sensation that made Ryan moan around the silicone invading his mouth.

"That's right," Amelia encouraged, increasing her pace. "Take it all."

The room filled with obscene sounds—the wet slide of silicone against his lips, the muffled moans he couldn't contain, Amelia's increasingly labored breathing. She ground herself against the base of the harness with each thrust, her own pleasure building as she used his mouth.

"I'm close," she gasped, her rhythm becoming erratic. "God, the power of seeing you like this..."

Ryan redoubled his efforts, hollowing his cheeks to create suction, using his tongue along the underside of the dildo as best he could. Above him, Amelia's body tensed, her thighs clamping around his head as she ground against the harness one final time and came with a sharp cry.

She withdrew the dildo carefully, leaving Ryan gasping for air, his lips swollen and slick. Leaning down, she kissed him deeply, tasting herself and the silicone on his tongue.

"You did beautifully," she praised, releasing his wrists from the restraints. "So perfect for me."

As she freed his ankles, Ryan felt a profound sense of accomplishment wash over him. He had pleased her. He had surrendered completely and been rewarded with her pleasure, her approval.

"Thank you, Mistress," he whispered, his voice hoarse from the use of his throat.

Amelia reached for the chain around her neck, removing the key to his cage. "I think you've earned a reward."

Ryan watched, breath catching, as she unlocked the device that had kept him confined all day. As she carefully removed it, his cock sprang free, painfully hard after hours of frustrated arousal.

"Don't come until I say," she warned, wrapping her hand around him.

The sensation after hours of denial was almost too much. Ryan bit his lip, fighting against the overwhelming urge to explode at her first touch. Amelia worked him with expert strokes, occasionally twisting the plug still nestled in his ass to send jolts of pleasure through his prostate.

"Please," he begged, sweat beading on his forehead from the effort of restraint. "Please, Mistress."

"What have you learned today?" Amelia asked, slowing her strokes to a torturous pace.

"That I belong to you," Ryan gasped. "Body and soul. That my pleasure is yours to control. That I never want to be with anyone but you, ever again."

Satisfaction bloomed across Amelia's features. She leaned close, her lips brushing his ear as her hand resumed its quickened pace. "Come for me now. Show me what happens when I set you free."

The permission unleashed a tidal wave of sensation. Ryan's orgasm ripped through him with unprecedented force, his body arching off the bed as thick ropes of come painted his chest and stomach. The intensity seemed endless, wave after wave of pleasure crashing through him until he lay spent and trembling.

Amelia watched with fascination, as if witnessing something rare and precious. When the last aftershocks subsided, she gently removed the plug from his ass, setting it aside to be cleaned later.

"How do you feel?" she asked, reaching for tissues to clean his chest.

Ryan considered the question seriously, taking inventory of his body and emotions. "Transformed," he answered finally. "Like I've discovered something essential about myself. About us."

Amelia nodded, a soft smile playing at her lips. "I feel it too. This isn't just about your mistake anymore. It's about who we're becoming together."

She curled against his side, her head resting on his shoulder, the dominant persona temporarily set aside. "I had no idea I had this in me," she confessed quietly. "This need to control, to own."

"I had no idea I needed to be controlled," Ryan replied, his arm tightening around her. "To surrender."

They lay in comfortable silence for several minutes, the significance of their discoveries settling between them like a physical presence.

"Tomorrow will be different," Amelia said finally. "Less about punishment, more about exploration. We're building something new, Ryan. Something deeper than what we had before."

"I wouldn't change any of it," Ryan whispered, pressing a kiss to her forehead. "Not even my mistake, if it led us here."

Amelia lifted her head to meet his eyes. "Don't push it," she warned, but there was no real heat behind her words. "You're still my submissive. My property."

"Always," Ryan agreed, feeling the truth of it in his bones. "For as long as you'll have me."

As they drifted toward sleep, Ryan's body pleasantly exhausted from the day's trials, he realized that what had begun as penance had evolved into something profound—a reconfiguration of their relationship, their desires, their understanding of themselves. His transgression had cracked open a door neither of them knew existed, revealing rooms of possibility they were only beginning to explore.

Tomorrow would bring new challenges, new sensations, new surrenders. And Ryan would meet them all willingly, gratefully, as the man he was becoming—Amelia's man, collared and claimed, finally home in his submission.


CHAPTER 4: SURRENDER COMPLETE

Thirty days.

It had been thirty days since Ryan had begun his journey into submission. Thirty days of collars and cages, of plugs and prostate massagers, of Amelia's increasingly confident dominance reshaping his understanding of pleasure. His body had changed, developed new sensitivities, new hungers. His mind had shifted too, finding peace in surrender that he'd never known in his previous life.

Today marked a milestone—the date Amelia had circled on their calendar with red ink and no explanation. Ryan had spent the morning in a state of nervous anticipation, following his now-familiar routine: the run, the shower protocol, the meditation kneeling at Amelia's feet while she enjoyed her coffee and scrolled through emails.

"Go to the bedroom," she said finally, setting down her mug. "Strip completely and wait for me on the bed. No collar today."

The absence of the collar—a constant companion for a month—made Ryan's throat feel strangely naked as he positioned himself on their bed. The room had transformed during these weeks, now housing a collection of implements hanging from hooks on the wall: floggers, paddles, canes, each one intimately familiar against his skin. The bedposts bore permanent restraints, easily hidden by decorative drapes when company visited but always ready for use.

Amelia entered carrying a small velvet box and wearing a silk robe he'd never seen before—blood red with black trim, cinched tightly at her waist.

"Today is special," she began, sitting beside him on the edge of the mattress. "Today we complete your transformation."

Ryan's pulse quickened. "What does that mean, Mistress?"

"It means two things," she replied, running her fingers through his hair with uncharacteristic tenderness. "First, your punishment for infidelity is officially over. You've served your penance beautifully."

Relief and—surprisingly—disappointment flooded through Ryan. "It's over?"

Amelia smiled, understanding his conflicted reaction. "The punishment phase is over. What comes next is your choice."

She opened the velvet box, revealing two items nestled in black satin: a key and a collar unlike any he'd worn before—this one crafted of fine black leather with silver accents, clearly custom-made.

"This is a permanent collar," Amelia explained. "Not a symbol of punishment but of devotion. And this"—she held up the key—"opens every lock I've ever put on you."

She placed both items on the bed between them. "You have a choice to make today. You can take this key, unlock yourself from this lifestyle we've discovered, and we can return to a more... conventional relationship. Your debt is paid."

Ryan stared at the key, the possibility of freedom suddenly tangible.

"Or," Amelia continued, her voice dropping lower, "you can accept this collar and belong to me permanently. Not as penance, but as purpose."

The weight of the decision hung in the air between them. Ryan reached out, his fingers hovering over both options.

"If I choose the collar..." he began.

"Then you're mine completely," Amelia finished. "My submissive. My property. My love. In the bedroom and beyond."

Ryan picked up the collar, feeling the supple leather, the perfect craftsmanship. "And if I need to stop? If it becomes too much?"

"We'll have safe words, as always," she assured him. "Boundaries we establish together. This isn't about breaking you anymore. It's about completing you."

Ryan met her eyes, seeing not the vengeful woman who had collared him a month ago but a partner who had discovered her own truth alongside his.

"I choose you," he said, offering the collar back to her. "I choose this. Us."

The smile that bloomed across Amelia's face was radiant. She took the collar reverently.

"Kneel," she instructed.

Ryan slid from the bed to his knees, head bowed, offering his bare neck to her. Amelia's hands were steady as she wrapped the leather around his throat, securing it with a small silver lock that clicked with satisfying finality.

"With this collar," she said formally, "I claim you as mine. Not in punishment but in partnership. My dominant to your submissive. My strength to your surrender."

Ryan felt something profound settle in his chest—a certainty, a rightness he'd never experienced before. "Thank you, Mistress. I am yours, completely."

Amelia leaned down, kissing him deeply. When she pulled away, her eyes had darkened with familiar hunger. "Now for your real gift."

She stood, untying her robe with deliberate slowness. As the silk parted, Ryan's breath caught in his throat. Beneath it, Amelia wore an elaborate harness of black leather straps that framed her breasts and curved around her hips, highlighting every perfect inch of her body. At the center, positioned at her groin, was the largest dildo she'd ever worn for him—jet black, realistically veined, intimidatingly thick.

"Today," she said, letting the robe fall completely away, "you surrender the final part of yourself to me."

Ryan's cock hardened instantly, his body responding to the visual promise of complete submission. "You're going to...?"

"I'm going to claim you completely," Amelia confirmed, reaching for a bottle of lubricant on the nightstand. "I'm going to fuck you until you come untouched, until you're ruined for anyone but me."

She circled him predatorily, the dildo jutting proudly from between her thighs. "On the bed. Hands and knees."

Ryan scrambled to comply, positioning himself as instructed, his body thrumming with anticipation. Over the past month, Amelia had worked him open gradually—fingers, plugs of increasing size, smaller dildos—but never anything like what she wore now. This would be a true test of his submission, his ultimate surrender.

The mattress dipped as she knelt behind him. Cool lubricant drizzled between his cheeks, making him shiver.

"You've been such a good boy," Amelia praised, working the slickness around his entrance with practiced fingers. "Taking everything I've given you. Learning to crave the stretch, the fullness."

Ryan moaned as she slipped two fingers inside him easily, his body now trained to accept her intrusion. "Yes, Mistress. I crave it."

"Tell me what you crave," she demanded, adding a third finger, stretching him with purpose. "Be specific."

"I crave your cock," Ryan gasped as her fingers brushed his prostate. "I crave being filled by you, owned by you, fucked by you."

"Good boy," Amelia purred, withdrawing her fingers. "Look at how easily you open for me now. Your hungry hole begging for what only I can give you."

The blunt head of the dildo pressed against his entrance, larger than anything he'd taken before. Ryan focused on breathing deeply, on relaxing into the pressure rather than fighting it.

"Push back against me," Amelia instructed. "Take what belongs to you."

Ryan obeyed, bearing down as he pushed backward, feeling the moment his body yielded to the intrusion. The stretch was intense, burning despite their careful preparation, but beneath the discomfort lay something profound—a fullness that spoke to something primal in him.

"That's it," Amelia encouraged, her hands gripping his hips firmly. "Take it all."

Inch by inch, she worked the massive dildo into him, pausing whenever he tensed, advancing when he relaxed. The process was exquisite torture, his body struggling to accommodate her while his mind surrendered completely to the invasion.

When she finally hilted inside him, both of them were breathing heavily. Ryan had never felt so full, so completely possessed. The dildo pressed relentlessly against his prostate, sending continuous waves of pleasure radiating through his groin.

"How does it feel?" Amelia asked, her voice husky with arousal. "To be completely filled by me?"

"Perfect," Ryan managed, his voice strained. "Like this is what I was made for."

Amelia reached beneath him, finding his cock rock-hard and leaking. "Look how much you love this. Your body knows what it needs even if your mind took time to catch up."

She began to move then, withdrawing partially before pushing back in, establishing a slow, deep rhythm that made Ryan see stars. Each thrust sent electric pulses of pleasure through his prostate, his cock jerking untouched between his legs.

"You're mine," Amelia growled, picking up pace. "Every. Fucking. Inch of you." Each word was punctuated with a thrust, driving the dildo deeper.

"Yes!" Ryan cried out, past caring how desperate he sounded. "Yours, Mistress, only yours!"

The harness creaked as Amelia established a punishing rhythm, her hips slapping against his ass with each thrust. She reached forward, gripping his collar from behind, using it for leverage as she ravaged him.

"Touch yourself," she commanded. "I want to feel you come around my cock."

Ryan balanced on one arm, reaching beneath himself to grasp his aching erection. The dual sensation—her massive intrusion behind, his hand in front—quickly pushed him toward the edge.

"Not yet," Amelia warned, sensing his approaching climax. "You come when I say."

She slowed her thrusts, switching to a grinding circular motion that pressed the dildo firmly against his prostate. Ryan whimpered, his whole body trembling with the effort of restraint.

"Tell me what you've learned," Amelia demanded, resuming her thrusts at a deliberately slow pace. "Tell me what these weeks have taught you."

"That I'm yours," Ryan gasped. "That submission isn't weakness but strength. That pleasure can come from surrender. That I never knew myself until you showed me who I truly am."

His words seemed to ignite something primal in Amelia. She growled with approval, her thrusts becoming harder, faster, more insistent. The sound of skin against skin filled the room, along with Ryan's increasingly desperate moans.

"And what about Vanessa?" Amelia asked, her voice dangerous. "Do you ever think about her?"

"No!" Ryan cried out truthfully. "Only you, Mistress. Only ever you."

"Prove it," she demanded. "Come for me now. Come from my cock claiming your ass, marking you as mine forever."

The permission unleashed something cataclysmic within Ryan. His orgasm tore through him with unprecedented force, come spurting onto the sheets below as his body clenched rhythmically around the invading dildo. He screamed Amelia's name, his vision whiting out as pleasure beyond anything he'd ever experienced consumed him.

Behind him, Amelia continued thrusting through his climax, prolonging the intense sensations until he collapsed forward, utterly spent, the dildo still buried deep inside him.

She withdrew carefully, mindful of his sensitivity, then moved to stretch out beside him on the bed. For several minutes, they lay in silence broken only by their gradually steadying breaths.

"Are you okay?" Amelia finally asked, her dominant persona receding to reveal the woman who loved him.

Ryan turned his head to look at her, a dazed smile playing at his lips. "I've never been more okay in my life."

She smiled, reaching to trace the edges of his new collar. "How does it feel? Your permanent status?"

Ryan considered the question seriously. "Like coming home. Like finding a truth I didn't know I was searching for."

Amelia's expression softened with emotion. "I feel the same way. Discovering this side of myself—my dominance, my need to possess and control—it's been transformative."

She propped herself up on one elbow, her free hand continuing to caress his face, his chest, the planes of his stomach. "We've both changed so much."

"For the better," Ryan affirmed.

"Who would have thought," Amelia mused, "that your betrayal would lead us here? To something deeper than what we had before?"

Ryan caught her hand, bringing it to his lips. "I regret hurting you. I will always regret that. But I can't regret the journey it sent us on."

Amelia nodded, understanding in her eyes. "The worst mistake of your life became the gateway to your truth."

"To our truth," Ryan corrected. He touched his collar, the symbol of his willing servitude. "I would choose this a thousand times over. Choose you, like this, forever."

Amelia leaned down to kiss him, gentle now where she had been demanding before. When she pulled away, there was a glint in her eye that Ryan had come to recognize—the spark of new ideas, new dimensions to explore.

"Forever is a long time," she said thoughtfully. "We're just getting started."

She stood, magnificent in her harness, the dildo that had claimed him so thoroughly still glistening with lubricant. "Clean up and meet me in the living room in fifteen minutes. Wearing only your collar."

Ryan's spent cock twitched with renewed interest. "Yes, Mistress."

As Amelia walked away, her confidence evident in every step, Ryan marveled at how completely their lives had transformed. His momentary weakness had led them here—to a relationship deeper and more honest than anything they'd had before, to sexual fulfillment beyond his wildest imaginings, to a dynamic that satisfied something essential in both of them.

He touched the collar around his neck, feeling the perfect fit, the weight of its significance. This wasn't just a symbol of his submission or her dominance. It was a testament to their journey—from betrayal to forgiveness, from conventional to extraordinary, from hiding parts of themselves to complete revelation.

As he rose to follow her instructions, feeling the pleasant soreness that would remind him of her possession with every movement, Ryan knew with absolute certainty that he had found his purpose, his place, his truth.

In surrender, he had found freedom. In submission, he had found strength. In Amelia's dominance, he had found home.

And this was only the beginning.
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