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Five Minutes Before Midnight



Pet,

It’s time... or at least, almost.

It’s not too far from midnight as I write this. My birthday. The day you’ve been waiting for – the day we’ve been waiting for, should I say – for months now. Can you believe it’s finally here?

I know I can’t.

I could hear you moving around upstairs before, preparing things. The floor between your apartment and ours always was a little too good at transmitting the noise. I remember all those nights spent wondering if my sister would be able to hear what we were doing, or if she had any idea what was going on between us. If she did, she never mentioned it. Perhaps she didn’t care. Perhaps she was oblivious.

I don’t think she could ever have guessed the truth.

A few hours ago, I could hear every movement you made. Nervous pacing. The slide of what I think was your coffee table across the floor. Were you making more space for us, pet? Were you giving me more room to manoeuvre?

Good. We’ll need it.

I haven’t heard anything for a while, though. It’s possible that you’ve decided to do something else. You could be sitting on your couch reading a book, for all I know, or having a nap. I don’t think you are, though: not tonight, of all nights. I think you’d be too distracted to focus, and I know you’re too excited to sleep. I would be, certainly

So that only leaves one possibility.

Are you on your knees now, pet? Ten feet above me, an hour before I said I was going to be there, are you kneeling down? Are you following your orders already? Was the anticipation too much for you to bear?

I’d say that you should get up and enjoy your freedom, but I won’t. Firstly, that would involve talking to you, and as much as I long to hear your voice, I’ve deliberately avoided you for the past week for precisely that reason: it’s all part of the tease. Everything I’ve done since we last met has been designed to keep you just hovering on the edge. The way I breezed past you in the corridor every morning without saying a word. The way I play my music just loud enough that I know you can hear it, so you have no choice but to be reminded of the fact that I still exist.

Did you like the panties I pushed through your letterbox yesterday, pet? I thought that might be a step too far, but then I figured, why not? I worked myself into such a state thinking about what will be coming tonight that I couldn’t resist. I must have masturbated myself to an orgasm three or four times, dreaming about having you all to myself at last.

But of course, you knew that, didn’t you? I know the first thing you did when you got them was press them to your nose and breathe in deeply; you’re too greedy a little slut to have done anything else. Did you enjoy the smell, pet?

Soon you’ll be able to smell me firsthand, and more.

But that’s not the only reason I won’t tell you to go and enjoy the last hour or so of freedom you have. The simple truth is, you’re not free.

You haven’t been free for a long time now.

Do you remember the first time we met, pet? I do. I don’t think I’ll ever forget it.

Me, a stupid little girl, kicked out of her mother’s house and taken in by her sister after one too many screaming matches at home: almost capable of setting out into the world on her own, at least legally an adult – only just, maybe, but the fact remained – but by no means capable of surviving. I couldn’t even get my suitcase up the stairs by myself all that easily, and when I finally made it there and discovered I couldn’t find the key she’d had cut for me, I lost it. I had a complete breakdown right there outside her door, where anyone could see me and judge me.

I didn’t care. That was the truth of it. I didn’t care what anyone thought of me, until I met you.

You asked if I was OK, and that was all. I remember your voice, sweet and kind, as I sat there sobbing. It cut through the tears like a flashlight through a fog, and somehow made everything just that little bit brighter.

I said I was fine, and you didn’t believe me. Of course you didn’t; who would have believed that tear-stained mess? That wouldn’t have stopped most people from going about their lives, though.

But not you. You helped. You didn’t make me feel like a silly little girl who couldn’t manage. You didn’t ignore the fact that I was a stranger crying in the stairwell because I’d lost the key to the only future I seemed to have. You didn’t try and hit on me, even though you told me later that you thought I was cute, and much older than I actually was.

Instead, you invited me into your flat until my sister got home from work. You made me a cup of tea, and you cheered me up – this sad, small creature who didn’t have anywhere else to go.

And we talked.

I never thanked you for that, pet. Not enough, anyway. You gave me everything I could possibly have needed at that moment, and it really made all the difference in the world to me. I knew right then that I had to have you in my life, somehow.

But of course, you were older than me – almost a decade, in fact. Too old to even consider me, or so you thought. In your late twenties, you’d somehow convinced yourself that you were ancient, and that a young girl like me could never be interested in you – and, worse still, that you could never be interested in anyone my age.

Did you think we were all the kind of vacuous teens you see on TV, pet? Did you think that young meant foolish? I like to think I changed your mind during our time together.

When my sister got home, I was almost sad to go. I know you said I could come back any time, but surely that was politeness and nothing more? After all, we were neighbours now, and it’s not like you see on TV: we might have shared a building but we were far more likely to only be nodding acquaintances.

I didn’t want that.

I remember the first time I knocked on your door again, a week later. I brought a cheesecake and a bottle of wine I’d borrowed from my sister – ‘creative wording’ was how you described that when I brought it up – and the moments between the final knock and the sound of the door opening were among the most tense of my life. I felt like a child making friends for the first time, and I almost chickened out; when you didn’t answer immediately, I considered leaving the wine and the cake outside your door as a gift to say thank you for being so nice to me, then running off back to the safety of my sister’s empty apartment.

When the door opened and you looked genuinely pleased to see me, I couldn’t have been happier.

They became a regular thing, then – my little trips up the stairs to see you. No one else interested me the way you did. You were sweet and kind and shockingly intelligent, but you didn’t seem to realise it. It was all wrapped up in that innocent shyness, as though you were constantly expecting to find yourself the butt of some joke or other.

You were constantly on guard in those early meetings, pet, but that soon slipped away.

Eventually – and it took a while, but it happened – you began to loosen up around me. You told me how hard you found it to go out and meet people, how your job working from home had left you a virtual shut-in. How you moved to the city for a girl who had promptly broken up with you and left you with nothing.

You had been my white knight when I needed it most, but deep down you were the one that needed saving. I just wanted to look after you, pet. I still do.

I pushed you to go out and meet people – to go on dates, even – despite how much it hurt me. I was always secretly thrilled when you came back to report that the evening had been a failure. A selfish, childish part of me loved hearing about how horrible these women were, and how their minor-sounding flaws made them completely unbearable.

That was when I realised that I didn’t just want you in my life. I wanted you for my own.

You had to be all mine.

I saw from the way you looked at me that you wanted me too. You’d just spent so long convincing yourself that I was too young for you, that I was forbidden fruit that could never end well. You thought that you’d be some sort of creepy old man for making a move on me, even though there was nothing else I wanted more in the world.

I think that was why I decided to take matters into my own hands.

I don’t know what made me say it. It wasn’t a conscious decision. Do you remember it, pet? When you handed me a cup of coffee made just the way I liked it?

I’d meant to say thank you – I promise you, I had – but when I saw that soft, sweet look on your face I just couldn’t help myself, and the words came tumbling out.

‘Good boy.’

I can’t tell you how wonderful it was to watch you freeze like that, unsure if you’d heard me properly – part of you wondering whether you should laugh and pass it off as a joke, and the other part of you looking guilty, as though you’d been caught red-handed in some horrible secret.

I hadn’t known about your fantasies of submission then. I didn’t know how much you wanted to be under the control of a powerful, dominant woman. If you’d asked me thirty seconds before, I wouldn’t have known I wanted it either, but when I saw the look in your eyes...

Oh, pet. Then I knew. After that, I knew nothing else in the world could matter.

You couldn’t bring yourself to admit quite how much you liked it, but you didn’t have to. Your body told me everything I needed to know. I think that was when I decided that I was going to have to take the lead.

The next time I visited you was the night everything changed. It was a Friday, I remember, and you were telling me all about a date you had arranged for the Saturday. I felt a little guilty, knowing what I had planned, but at the same time I wasn’t willing to risk losing you to some other woman. Our connection meant more to me than that.

I knew I had to mention it, but I didn’t know how to bring it up in conversation. I didn’t want to risk scaring you off, but I knew that if I wasn’t firm then you’d always be able to find a way to wriggle out of it. I didn’t want to give you the opening to let your doubts get in the way of what you really wanted.

I didn’t need to worry. The minute you spilt your drink, everything fell into place.

I remember watching you hurry off to the kitchen to get a washcloth. You were only gone a second, but that was all the time I needed.

I remember seeing you drop to your knees at my side and start scrubbing away at the carpet as though it was all happening in slow motion. It was only white wine, not likely to leave a mark, but that didn’t matter to you. You kept apologising, as though you’d offended me in some way, when actually I found your klutziness fairly adorable.

I remember the look on your face when you started to rise, and I put my hand on your shoulder. ‘Stop,’ I said. ‘You look good down there.’

The blush seemed to come from nowhere. Every drop of blood in your body must have run to your cheeks, painting your complexion a deep scarlet. I had never wanted to kiss you more in my life than I did at that moment; it was a wonder I managed to restrain myself.

‘I know you enjoy being on your hands and knees in front of me,’ I remember saying, struggling to keep my voice steady even through the doubt that suddenly plagued my mind. Surely I was being ridiculous? Surely someone as incredible as you wouldn’t even consider me as an option, even if your tastes did run to the kinkier side of the spectrum?

But it was too late for doubt. I had to be sure. I forced myself to carry on.

‘I know you’ve thought about it,’ I said. ‘I know you’ve considered what it would be like to submit to me. I can see it in your eyes.’

It was a bluff, and you could have just laughed it off, but you didn’t. Instead, you said one word that made my heart leap.

‘Sorry.’

Oh, pet... you thought it was something to be ashamed of, something that would disgust me and make me run away from you, when in actual fact it made me want to be with you more than ever. My poor, stupid, wonderful, beautiful pet.

I pulled the collar out of my bag then, and I watched your eyes light up like it was Christmas morning. It was nothing special to me – I’d picked it up for practically no money in the pet aisle of the local supermarket – but the way you looked at it you’d think it was made out of solid gold rather than imitation leather.

‘I bought you a present,’ I said. ‘But you’re going to answer some questions first. You’re going to answer them quickly, and you’re going to answer them honestly, and you’re not going to make any of your usual smartass jokes about it. Understood?’

I can still see you trying to wrap your head around it when I close my eyes. I think I’ll savour that memory forever.

‘Yes,’ you said.

And you were true to your word, pet. Yes, you told me, you were interested in BDSM. Yes, you identified as submissive. Yes, you’d considered what it would be like to submit to me. Yes, you’d masturbated at the thought. (Oh, how I loved hearing that last one – the thought of you, alone in your flat, working your hand along your shaft at the thought of being mine to control...)

And yes, you told me: yes, you wanted to be my toy. My plaything. My pet.

So I took you. I slipped the collar around your neck, pulled it tight, and watched the light dance in your eyes as I fastened the buckle. I could see the words straining at your lips, resting there until you felt you had permission to speak them out loud, but you held them back until I gave you a little nod of encouragement.

‘Thank you,’ you said at last. Nothing else was needed.

We talked for what felt like forever that night, discussing where we wanted this to go and all the things that could involve. All the while, you stayed kneeling at my feet. I didn’t even realise until after the first hour or so – that was just how natural the whole thing felt. You looked so adorable down there, with your knees on the rug and a collar – my collar – around your neck, that it didn’t even occur to me that it should be any other way.

We agreed that from then on you would consider me your owner. You’d address me as Miss, unless I gave you other instructions, and to me you’d be pet – or anything else I felt like. Pet felt so right, though: a beloved companion who needed nurture and care, completely loyal and devoted to me. It describes you perfectly.

We were frank about the sexual aspect of our relationship, and how there wouldn’t be one until after my next birthday. For some reason, the slight shrinking of our age gap made you feel more comfortable with the idea – less like you were taking advantage of an innocent girl, and more like you were giving yourself to a confident woman. It wasn’t an issue, really – it wasn’t as though what we were doing was illegal or anything – but it helped to set you at ease, and that was all I wanted. Funny, the difference that one number can make.

That was the only thing you insisted on, and even though I was sure I could have pushed it and won, I yielded. No matter how badly I wanted you, my birthday was only a few months away, and the wait would do us both good. When you gave yourself to me, I explained, I wanted it to be completely. You could have no reservations or regrets.

You nodded, and I knew you felt the same way.

I didn’t leave until the first fingers of dawn started to peek through your blinds. If I’d had my way, I wouldn’t have left at all. The collar stayed around your neck; somehow, it didn’t seem right for me to see you without it now. If it had to be removed, I didn’t want to be around to watch it happen.

I didn’t want to go back to my own bed, lying there prone in the semi-darkness, tossing and turning and dreaming of you just one storey above me. What I wanted was to be with you, to have your arms wrapped around me – to steal your warmth and to feel the pressure of your body next to mine.

I dozed off, eventually, and I dreamt of you.

Just because I agreed to not have sex with you in person didn’t mean I wasn’t going to think about it. The dreams I had that night ran the whole spectrum: everything from the joys of having you go down on me to how wonderful it would feel to fill my eager mouth with your prick. I was no stranger to pleasuring boys, but you were a man, and you were all mine: if I wanted every drop of your come to splash down my throat, by God I was going to get it.

I dreamt of you fucking me while you wore your collar, begging for my body and being so grateful when I finally granted it to you. I woke up with the thought of you writhing underneath me as I wrapped my cunt around your cock and milked you until you exploded inside of me.

I woke up wetter than I have ever been.

When I hurried up the stairs to see you the next morning, you answered the door with bleary eyes and in your dressing gown. The collar was still fixed tightly around your neck, untouched.

That was when I knew you were really mine.

Do you remember the first night I let you masturbate for me, pet?

You cooked a lovely dinner for us then: coq au vin, I believe. Your signature dish, the one you told me you pulled out to impress all the girls.

And now you were making it for me.

The thought excited me, I have to admit: that you were finally treating me the same way you’d treated the other women in your life – at least, in one way. Our relationship wasn’t really like anything you’d had before, was it?

You’d settled into the role of obedient pet so easily, it was like you were born to do it. The second I’d closed your collar around your neck that first time, I knew this was something more than just a quick tease for you. You worshipped me, and I loved you for it. Some nights I’d let you kiss my feet, and you’d smother me with such glorious devotion that I began to wonder how you’d ever managed to wind up single. Other nights you’d just sit by me, me on the couch and you on the floor, while I gently ran my fingers through your hair, the way you would with a puppy.

I was so happy back then. You made me so happy, and you did it without even trying. You still do.

But we were holding back, and we both knew it. Our relationship was sensual but not sexual, partly out of nervousness but also partly by design. I enjoyed teasing you, even though abstaining was torture for me. I wanted you right then and there, watching you go about your business wearing my collar. I wanted to feel your body next to mine, your cock pressing its way inside me, taking me as I had taken you.

But we had promised to wait until my birthday, and so I had to hold back. I am a woman of my word.

You never complained, not once. To my knowledge, you weren’t getting any release anywhere else – if you were still going on dates, you’d stopped mentioning them to me – and when I asked you about it you told me you barely masturbated at all. You must have been so desperate, what with me coming to visit you every chance I got. I wasn’t exactly subtle in my teasing. I wanted you to want me the way I wanted you, pet.

I remember that night. We watched a movie together, me on the couch and you on the floor at my feet, and as it got to the credits I remember thinking how stupid it was to deny myself access to most of you just because I couldn’t have the whole thing. I promised you we wouldn’t fuck until my birthday came around, but why did that mean I had to go without?

I told you to kneel in front of me, hands behind your back, head down, and you did so without question. Even now, I get such a rush thinking about how easily obedience came to you – still comes to you, in fact.

You paused when I told you to take your clothes off, but not for long. It only took a few seconds for your fingers to head up to the buttons on your shirt, and in seconds you were in your underwear in front of me. You didn’t look up once the entire time. Were you embarrassed, pet? Did you think I wouldn’t like what I saw?

You kept your head down as I knelt down beside you and ran my hands across the smooth skin of your chest for the first time. I knew you were modest, but I couldn’t have predicted just how much. Your body was firm and lithe, toned without being over-engineered. You took care of it, that much was clear, and now was time for me to reap the benefits.

I remember you seemed to stop breathing as I traced my hand downwards, past the taut ridges of your stomach and beyond the elastic waistband of your underwear, until I wrapped my fingers around the firm muscle of your cock. You didn’t stop me, though – you didn’t even make a move. You just let me take what we both knew belonged to me.

I stroked it for a moment or two, working my delicate fingers up and down the shaft and relishing the sight of you struggling to maintain your composure there in silence, before I pulled it out of its cotton prison. It stuck out your body like a flagpole, rock hard and ready to be used, but you kept your hands behind your back as though they had been cuffed into place.

‘Play with yourself,’ I said eventually, once I had taken it all in. ‘I want to watch.’

You were so hesitant at first, but you knew it was going to happen one way or another. You reached a hand down to your cock, so thick and hard for me, and began to stroke it slowly up and down. You didn’t need lubrication: the precome that had already begun to leak out of you saw to that. Every stroke was a gentle tease, for me as well as for you, and I could see the look of intense focus on your face as you concentrated on obeying my instructions.

You sped up gradually, I remember, until you couldn’t focus on anything else. The friction against your cock became your entire world, your whole reason for being. When I saw your eyes began to close in concentration, I knew I had you right where I wanted you.

‘No, pet,’ I said, drawing you back to reality. ‘I want you to look at me.’

You moaned as I began to hitch my skirt up my legs, teasing you with the sight of my pussy through the mesh of my panties. I watched you watching me as I slowly pulled down my underwear – sexy and lacy and chosen especially, just on the off-chance that you might be seeing them that night – and began rubbing myself in time with you. You had never seen my cunt before, and anyone looking at you would think you had been hypnotised. Your eyes fixated on me as I slid one finger inside, then a second, before bringing them out again. They glistened in the lamplight as I teased you.

‘Just think, pet,’ I said. ‘Soon, you’ll be able to taste this yourself.’

I remember taking my fingers into my own mouth then, trying to make you jealous. I watched as your strokes grew faster and more frantic, as you lost yourself in your desperation. I know how badly you wanted to reach out and taste me, to suck my fingers clean and have my pussy juices coat that eager little tongue of yours, but that was never going to happen and we both knew it.

I made you slow down, then. Do you remember that, pet? How difficult it was for you to make your hand calm down and let your grip loosen, in order to make sure you didn’t push yourself over the edge without my permission?

You should have known that I’d insist on coming first.

I remember the look on your face as I worked my clit, your body tightening with anticipation of every little whimper I gave out. When I beckoned you close, I could see the greed in your eyes: you knew even as you rested your face just inches away from my aching cunt that if you dared to touch me without my say-so this would all end and you wouldn’t get your relief, but I know how badly you wanted it. Did my scent make you want to disobey me, pet? Or were you always going to be a good little boy for me?

Decisions, decisions.

When I came, I pushed you away. I didn’t mean to; in fact, I wanted you closer than ever, but I knew if I allowed myself to touch you right then I would have never let you go. My moans felt like they shook the whole building. Having you there at my feet where you belonged was the ultimate aphrodisiac. My control over you made the world a hundred times sharper and a thousand times more exhilarating.

You waited until my breath had calmed before you asked if it was OK to carry on playing with yourself. That was so typically you, pet. There has never been a moment in our entire relationship where you put your pleasure above mine. You could not be more perfect in that respect.

I ran my hands across your body as you grasped your cock, but I made sure never to go below the waist. My kisses coated your chest, and I will never forget the sound you made as my tongue and then my teeth found out just how sensitive your nipples were. The little gasp – half pleasure and half pain – almost made you break your stroke, but not quite.

I teased you until you ran into the edge of your ability to cope. As you looked into my eyes and begged me for permission, I bent down and kissed you. That was all the permission you needed. I felt your body tense and then slacken as hot spurts of your excitement shot out from you and splashed across the hardwood floor. You have no idea how tempting it was to make you get down there and lick them up, but I decided against it. Right then I just wanted to hold you, to be close to you. I needed to feel your body next to mine as your heartbeat slowed to normal. I had to know that your submission to me went beyond your desire to come.

It did. Oh, how it did.

I think that if I’d given you the option you would have changed your mind and fucked me right there – just pushed me down on the couch and mounted me like a bitch in heat until you’d taken everything you wanted. Part of me would have enjoyed that – pretty much all of me, in fact – but it was your rule and I made sure you stuck to it.

You said you wanted to wait until my birthday, even though it was three months away by that point. I wonder if you would have reconsidered if you’d had an inkling of what came next, but part of me thinks you would have gone along with it anyway.

The next morning I ordered a chastity cage for you. You’ve been caged up pretty much constantly since then, with only five or six brief sessions to let you milk yourself for my entertainment and your relief. You’ve never once complained either, pet, and for that I am extremely grateful.

You recognise that you belong to me, and I have no intention of changing that any time soon.

You’re mine. All mine.

It’s almost midnight now. Five minutes to go, give or take. Just enough time to finish writing this before I head upstairs to see you.

I’ve missed you so much, pet. Not being with you for this week has been torture for me, so I can only imagine how it’s been for you. I think it’ll be worth it, though. We needed a clean break, to separate the life that was from the life that will be. I don’t want there to be any doubt about where we stand, so I’m going to lay it out for you clearly.

In five minutes, I’m going to seal this letter in an envelope and put it away on my bookshelf for safekeeping. Maybe one day, years in the future, when we’ve settled into our wonderful lives together, I’ll let you see it, but not right now. At the moment, I have more pressing things on my mind.

Once that’s done, I’ll fetch your present from where it’s hidden in my bedroom, and make sure that everything is in order: the first of three surprises I have planned for you tonight. I know that traditionally it’s the birthday girl that gets the gifts, but I hope you’ll indulge me just this once.

I’ll head up the stairs then, trying to keep my footfalls as soft as possible. I know you know there’s no way I’ll wait a minute longer than I have to, but I like to keep up the pretence. I don’t want you to hear me coming.

I’ll open the door to your flat with the key you keep hidden under the mat, and I’ll walk over to where I know you’re kneeling for me. If you’ve followed my instructions, you’ll be naked and blindfolded, wearing nothing but your collar and the cock cage.

I’ll kiss you softly, running my lips and my hands all over that wonderful body of yours. I’ll watch you struggle to get hard in the cage the way you always do at my touch.

And then I’ll take your collar off you.

It’ll worry you, I think, not having the strip of leather around your neck – especially without explanation – but you won’t say anything. You trust me, and you know I always have a plan.

When I take the blindfold off your eyes, you’ll see why. Your new collar is really quite beautiful, pet. None of that cheap, pet store rubbish for you anymore: I saved up and saved up, and now you have a steel collar all of your very own. From now on your neck is going to be marked with a solid band that will never come off inside the house. You’ll never have to be responsible for deciding when you should and shouldn’t be marked as mine anymore.

I don’t know how you’ll react. I expect you’ll wait until I’ve locked it in place, until the key to your freedom has been put on the chain around my neck where it will live from now on, and then you’ll thank me deeply and from the bottom of your heart, but I can’t be sure. Perhaps you’ll be too overcome to speak. I won’t judge you either way, pet. It’s a pretty big deal, for both of us.

Then, once you’re marked as mine – for good, this time – I’m going to take you to our bedroom, allow you to undress me, and then prepare myself for the fucking I’ve been anticipating for so, so long. That’s your second surprise. I need you inside me, pet. I need you to take me the way I’ve taken you. I need to feel that magnificent cock of yours pounding into me, threatening to split me in half with every thrust. I need to feel your come in me, marking me out as the only one who gets to have you.

I need you, pet.

I need you.

Yes, you read it right, by the way: I said our bedroom. Belonging to both of us.

Remember a few weeks ago, when you suggested I move in with you and I said I needed time to think about it first? Well, I did, and that’s what I want. I want us to be together properly, you and me, pet and owner, Mistress and slave.

And I want to start right now. See you soon, my darling pet.

Yours, always and completely,

Mistress

xXx


Greed


He pleads with his eyes, but the decision has been made – was made long ago, in fact, and at least partly by him. He even told her not to let him chicken out, but now, with the fact of it staring him right in the face...

Now he seems to regret it.

It’s OK, she tells herself. It’s better for us this way. Soon he’ll come to love it – almost as much as you will, even. And if he doesn’t, he’ll at least learn to live with it.

It might not be easy for him, but it will at least become easier. With time and exposure, he’ll adapt and learn. This is his life now. This is what he signed up for.

She moves a hand gently upwards in order to feel the twin keys resting on their chain around her neck. Suddenly, they feel extremely small, as though there is no possible way they could be responsible for turning her husband into the shell of a man he has become – but of course, that’s because they’re not. They’re a symbol, as much as anything else. Even the cage that rests between his legs, trapping his cock away for – what was it now? Three weeks? Maybe a month, even? – is just a symbol of the power she has over him. He wouldn’t dare to come even if he did have access.

The tight steel that encases him is just a little extra security. It protects him from his lesser urges, the ones that a real man would be able to keep suppressed if necessary. It protects him from the punishment he’d get if she ever caught him playing with himself. In that sense, the cage is for his benefit more than hers.

But that’s not to say she doesn’t love it. There’s no way of denying the thrill she gets when she hears the padlock close, trapping his cock and balls for her amusement only. It’s right up there among her favourite sounds, third only to his agonised whimpers as the blue balls set in and the quiet whimper of resignation as he realises that no, the cage won’t be coming off this week either.

And that has been fine... for a while. She has loved the extra devotion she can extract from him now. Every single part of him aches for her, even the parts that are ostensibly free. Knowing that he can’t have her is a cruel tease that whets his appetite.

But denying him is denying herself. At first, she found herself able to settle for once a week – removing the cage and fucking his cock, using him to get her off with no consideration for his own orgasm – but as the cage began to become more of a permanent fixture, the desire to have her pussy filled and not just teased by his tongue or fingers became too much to bear.

He had agreed to her taking a lover... but then again, he would have agreed to pretty much anything.

It was her cruel streak that made her want to include him. That was why he was stripped, on his knees, wearing nothing but his cage and an embarrassed expression that didn’t evoke a single shred of pity in her. She didn’t want to keep any secrets from him; she loved him far too much for that.

She just... needed more.

Yes, that was it. She needs more than he can provide – than he ever could provide, in fact. That’s why she has to take it where she can.

The gag that stretches his lips apart is likely to make his jaw sore before too long, but she suspects that she’ll be able to get a good two hours out of it before it becomes completely unbearable. That will be plenty of time.

She clicks her fingers and he slinks off to the corner begrudgingly, like a puppy who has been told off for chewing the furniture. The closet door is open and waiting for him, but he pauses before he steps across the threshold. He had expected to be in the next room, or maybe even out of the house altogether, but there was never any danger of that. From the second she knew that it was going to happen, that she would be inviting another man into their marital bed, she knew that she would have to have him within earshot. That was all part of the fun.

A gentle nudge with the tip of her patent leather kitten heels against the fresh white skin of his ass, and he crawls into place. Once there, he puts his hands behind his back almost mechanically, instinctively aware that there is no way he’s going to be unrestrained while this happens. The handcuffs lock around his wrists with a pleasing click.

She leans down, kisses him gently on the forehead, and closes the door. A slight whimper comes from behind it, but that is all. He’s taking it better than she expected.

One day, she thinks, one day none of this will be necessary. One day he’ll be so obedient and well-trained that I’ll just be able to have him kneel placidly in the corner, waiting for me to find a use for him. Maybe I’ll even be able to get him to answer the door. Maybe serve us drinks, or roll the condom onto a real man’s cock, or...

A knock on the door startles her out of her daydream. She was getting ahead of herself. There would be plenty of time for that later – a lifetime, in fact. If she had her way – and with the new direction her relationship was taking, why wouldn’t she have her way? – then she could quite happily take a new lover every week.

She smiles at the thought as she heads downstairs to let her guest in. Picturing the look on his face as she brings home yet another anonymous cock to please her for the night makes her wetter than even she had expected. Yes... yes, that was definitely an image to savour – and to tease him with later that night, once everything was finished with.

The door is opened, and the man behind it falls on her immediately. There is no small talk, no chit-chat – there is no need. He knows what he is there for, and he knows what she requires from him. His hands cross her body like explorers, charting her curves with their eager fingers, grasping her to him. His lips begin playing over the skin of her neck immediately, even before the door is closed behind him: with him here, though, it is hard for her to care what the neighbours might think.

Let them watch, for all she cares. They won’t be the only ones.

Eventually, she manages to pull herself from his clutches, and his strong arms fall away from her reluctantly. She gives a coy smile and heads for the stairs. He doesn’t need to be told to follow. He takes what he wants – not like her darling husband, locked safely out of harm’s way. He would never have kissed her like that. He would never have swatted her playfully on the ass as she ran up the stairs, causing her to yelp and then giggle.

No... it was never in his nature, bless him. He was always more inclined to wait for permission, to hold back even when it was clear that what she needed wasn’t care but force.

And oh, how she needs force sometimes. How she needs to be held down as she struggles, to feel a man – a real man, with real wants and real desires – push himself into her aching cunt to relieve himself. She needs to be used occasionally, not just cherished; to be an object of lust, not just of admiration. She needed to drive men wild.

And now, she can.

She falls onto the bed before he even makes it into the room; as soon as she does, her hand slips between her legs and finds her pussy wet and aching with anticipation. The damp patch spreading out through the fabric serves as a marker of just how much she has needed this – how much she desires the man who is about to thrust his way inside of her.

But it is not just his doing, of course. So much of the pleasure she anticipates comes from knowing that her husband – the man she loves unconditionally, the man she pledged herself to – is waiting just a few feet away, trapped behind the slanted slats of the cupboard door. Will he be watching as he takes her? Will he be able to look away?

She is distracted for a moment as her visitor bursts into the room. He pauses in the doorway and smiles her: the smile of a predator, of a man about to take what he wants because he knows that he can – that she needs him as much as he needs her.

And then he does.

He strips on the short walk to the bed, and his naked torso is soon resting on top of her. She runs her fingertips along the sculpted ridges, feeling just how hard and unyielding they are under her touch; if not for the warmth of his body, she could easily believe he had been carved from marble just for her.

His hands are on her, first pulling off her trousers and shirt, then unfastening her bra, slipping the panties down past her knees and finally removing them altogether. He casts them aside with a simple flick of the wrist, and she can’t help but smile to herself as they hit the wall of the closet.

It’s almost as if he knew... but that was impossible, surely? Does he suspect that they have an audience? Is all of this for his benefit, or was that demonstration just an act of showmanship, designed to position him firmly above the shell of a man who he knows is watching?

She casts her eyes across to the closet door for the last time. I love you, she thinks to herself, but I need you to see why this could never be you. Not as you are.

‘Fuck me,’ she says. ‘I need you inside of me. Now.’

He’s nothing if not obliging. He jumps on her, holding her hands to the bed, his cock pressing at the entrance to her cunt. He’s giving her a moment to wriggle, to fight him off – perhaps that adds a little extra spice to things for him – and as soon as she attempts to push up against his weight he bears down upon her and slides his cock home.

He fucks her with an animalistic passion she hasn’t known in months – maybe even years. Her husband wouldn’t dare, and there has been no one else, but this... this is a whole new world of sensation. Every thrust makes her feel alive, and yet there’s something so dirty about it: he is fucking her not like a gentle lover, but like someone only interested in using her body for his own interests. There’s a filthy thrill in the way he pushes himself into her, in the rabid enthusiasm of his fucking her and the way he gives himself over completely to the act. He wants her – needs her, in fact – and nothing else will do.

And yet that is another part of the thrill: the power she has over him, as well as over her husband. She loves the way she can have men wrapped around her finger as her cunt wraps around their cocks, taking what she needs. Does he know he’s a sex toy for her? Would he care if he did?

The questions lose their edge with every thrust as her thoughts become foggy; a toy he may be, but he is reaching parts of her that she had almost forgotten existed. Every time he slides his cock into her, pounding into her cunt in a tremendous display of erotic athleticism, it becomes harder for her to focus on what is going on. Instead, she finds herself giving over to the pleasure. When she comes, it washes over her in waves, threatening to subsume her completely as her body tenses up. She grips the bedclothes in clutching fingers, screams out to the heavens, and lets herself be swept away.

‘Fuck,’ he says as she reaches the peak of her climax. ‘I’m... I’m...’

He can’t complete the thought before she feels him spill inside of her, filling her pussy with the warmth of his come. He thrusts again, twice and then a third time, before rolling off her, his cock somehow miraculously erect even as her pussy aches and her thighs glisten with a mixture of his and her juices.

For a second, she considers if it would be prudent to go again, and then decides against it. There are better ways for her to occupy herself now.

He doesn’t stay: that isn’t part of their deal. He doesn’t even display much in the way of affection towards her, and she’s happy with that; in fact, short of an oddly platonic kiss on her forehead as he pulls on his jeans, the whole thing has been sterile.

She doesn’t care. It was never about him anyway. He was just a means to an end.

She listens to the thud of his feet on the stairs, and then the click of the door as it opens and shuts behind him, shutting him out of her life once more – perhaps forever, perhaps until the next time she has an itch she needs to be scratched. A few more seconds, to give him time to put some distance between himself and the house, and she speaks.

‘You can come out now,’ she says. Her voice echoes into the soft light of the room and for a moment she isn’t convinced he has heard her, but soon there is a knocking sound at the door of the cupboard, then a second, and then finally it swings open.

He is waiting there, as he was left, but there’s something different about him now. His eyes are downcast, and his face is pink with a humiliated blushing that she imagines will last a while. As he crawls towards her – slowly, given the fact that his hands are restrained – she has plenty of time to enjoy the sight.

On his chest, there is a large wet patch: a marker of just how effective the gag was. The sight of him kneeling before her, covered in his own drool, evokes a strange mixture of pity and affection in her. How could anyone not love someone so pathetic – or at least, so willing to be pathetic for her amusement? How could anyone resist a partner so willing to put her needs above his own dignity?

She reaches around the back of his head, unfastens the buckle and lets the rubber ball and leather straps fall to the floor. She watches as he flexes his jaw, trying to coax it back into life.

‘Thank you,’ he says.

‘Don’t thank me yet. We’re not finished.’

The look on his face tells her that he was hoping to skip this part of the whole affair, that he hasn’t quite resigned himself to the futility of resisting her. Without this, what’s the point? What was the point in any of what came before?

‘You agreed to this,’ she says, her voice calm and steady. ‘You know this is what you need – what we need. Now are you going to do it willingly, or am I going to have to make you?’

The blush spreads until his face is glowing a dark crimson. She sees the soft, slow exhalation as he steels himself for what he knows is about to happen – what has to happen, really – and then the slight nod, too slight to be a signal for her, that he accepts it. He has convinced himself. He will do as he is told.

He leans forward, his tongue already extended. There’s a pause as he comes close, and for a second she thinks that she is going to have to reach out and pull his face into her pussy by force, but it doesn’t last: within moments, he’s lapping away at her lover’s salty-sweet residue. There’s a certain hesitance at first, but it doesn’t take long before he has adapted himself to it.

She strokes his hair gently as he cleans her, soothing him, reminding him that he is hers and that this is OK – expected, desired and encouraged, even. By the time he has finished and she allows him to kneel in front of her, he barely even seems ashamed anymore. Instead, he is smiling, and she can see in his eyes a bright spark that hasn’t been there in months – a look of acceptance, and of happiness. It’s a joy that she shares with him.

As she sits forward and plants a gentle kiss on his lips, she tastes the residue of her almost-forgotten lover on the lips of the man she adores, and sees a bright, crisp future ahead for the both of them.


The Sissy Maid Bet


‘How about a little wager?’ Miranda said.

She always did this. We could never just go out for a quiet drink without her suggesting a bet to liven things up – not that I was complaining, necessarily. Having a few hundred grand riding on a challenge or two never failed to keep things interesting. That was the problem with being wealthy by birth: if you could have everything you wanted at a click of the fingers, it was very difficult to find much of a thrill in anything.

I took a sip of my drink. ‘What did you have in mind?’ I asked.

‘A makeover.’

I snorted. ‘No thanks,’ I said. ‘I was at the spa yesterday.’ And the day before that… and the day before that…

‘Not you. Him.’

She cocked her finger subtly over to a corner of the bar, where a waiter was gathering up glasses. He wasn’t my type, but he definitely had potential. Somewhere under that long brown hair and scruffy designer stubble, there was a figure that seemed to have been cut from marble. Bright blue eyes shone out like search beams, and his smile was to die for.

Of course, he was a waiter. I was programmed not to notice him. In fact, I was surprised he had caught Miranda’s eye; normally she was even more of a snob than I was.

‘I’m listening,’ I said.

‘It’s simple. You always talk about how much control you have over guys. There’s the ultimate test. I want you to make that man into a girl for me.’

She was grinning, and I knew what that meant: she thought she had me on the ropes. I always hated that about Miranda: the smug, supercilious smirk that came from always feeling that she was right about things. Annoyingly, she usually was.

But not this time.

‘Fine,’ I said. ‘No problem at all. Let’s say… a month, shall we? That should give me time to prepare him properly?’

She let out a derisive laugh. ‘A month?’ she said. ‘Jenny, honey, even I could do it in a month. That’s far too easy for you. Where’s the challenge in it?’

‘A week, then,’ I bristled. ‘I can do it in a week.’ I was less sure, but… well, I did have a habit of making men fall at my feet. How hard could it be?

Miranda shook her head. ‘Nope. No deal. I want it done by… tomorrow.’

‘Tomorrow? You must be out of your mind.’

She shrugged. ‘That’s the deal. A hundred grand says you can’t make him into a convincing woman by eight o’clock tomorrow evening. Unless you’re chicken, of course?’

Chicken.

I hated that word. I was no coward: I’d happily accept any bet, no matter where it came from – as long as I thought I had even the slightest chance of winning. Twenty-four hours to make a passable woman out of nothing, though… that was a stretch, even for me.

‘And who gets to decide if he passes?’ I asked. ‘You’re not the most reliable of witnesses, after all.’

She thought it over for a second, fiddling with her straw the way she always did when she was busy pondering the rules of one of our bets. ‘I’ll bring someone,’ she said eventually. ‘We’ll come around to your flat for a few drinks, and as long as he’s a convincing girl then I’ll gladly concede that you win.’

‘And I’m supposed to trust you on that?’

‘Of course,’ she said. If I didn’t know better, I would have said she almost sounded offended. ‘Where’s the fun in a bet if you cheat? After all, it’s not like I need the money.’ She was right on that score, at least. If there was one thing I could be sure of, it was that Miranda had no financial reason to lie, even with that amount of cash on the table. ‘Don’t worry,’ she continued. ‘I’ll make sure your little toy’s secret stays safe. If he fucks up and spills the beans – or should I say, when he fucks up – it’ll all be down to you.’

I took another look across the bar at the chiselled young man who Miranda had picked out for me. He couldn’t have been more than about twenty-four – our age, give or take – and he still had that youthful vigour that meant he was likely to be up for things that an older man might have considered beyond the pale. Still, he had that alpha male vibe that might take a while to stamp out – longer than twenty-four hours, certainly. That was no doubt why Miranda had picked him out. She wanted to make it difficult for me.

Still, by picking a waiter she had given me a secret weapon. If I couldn’t use my feminine wiles to win him over, I could definitely use my bank account.

‘Sure,’ I said as I beckoned the waiter over. ‘It’s a bet.’

Miranda smiled as I shook her hand. It was sealed.

‘What can I get for you ladies?’ the boy said, his teeth flashing in a charming grin. If only you knew what I have in store for you, I thought. You wouldn’t be nearly so amused.

‘Oh no,’ I said. ‘I was thinking maybe I could do something for you. Tell me… what are you doing tomorrow?’

The bell rang at exactly ten minutes to three. I liked that: the fact that Sam was early showed eagerness, and eagerness was something he’d definitely need over the coming hours. Sure, it was all happening a little later than I might have liked, but I’d needed some time to prepare. Five hours would just have to suffice.

I wasn’t surprised that he’d turned up, even though he’d seemed a little sceptical the night before at the bar. The idea that so much money could fall into his lap seemingly out of nowhere must have seemed like a trick – but then again, what I had asked of him must have seemed a little strange.

‘Come in,’ I said, ushering him over the threshold. I couldn’t help but notice with amusement the way his jaw dropped as he saw the place. I doubted he’d ever set foot in an apartment as impressive as mine: few people had. The view of the river was spectacular, and the wide open spaces were definitely different from the cramped conditions most people my age lived in, especially in London. ‘You like?’ I said.

Sam nodded. ‘Yeah. Beautiful.’

‘Me, or the flat?’ I said playfully, trying to lure him in. It was better if he still thought this was all a game – at least for the time being. He’d learn differently soon enough.

‘Both,’ he replied, flashing that same confident grin that had got him into so much trouble the night before. He paused, as if not wanting to mention the elephant in the room. ‘So…’ he said. ‘You were serious? About the twenty grand, I mean?’

‘Dead serious.’

He let out a soft exhalation of disbelief. ‘Wow. I don’t mind telling you, I thought you were full of shit at the bar, but after seeing this place…’ He let his voice trail off.

‘If you thought I was lying, why did you come?’

He shrugged. ‘I don’t know. What’s the harm, right?’

He was so innocent, so unaware… For a moment, I considered calling the whole thing off, but it was precisely that innocence that made me so desperate to continue. The more I had thought about Miranda’s bet, the more I realised that I was craving a power trip. It had been so long since I had forced a man to obey me that this fresh humiliation seemed more enticing than any forbidden fruit. I had to break him, to embarrass him, to put him right where he belonged.

I intended to take everything, and leave him begging for me.

‘That’s right. No harm at all,’ I said. ‘Now, are you ready to become my little sissy girl and earn yourself some money?’

I chose to be deliberately blasé about it, to see just what the effect would be on him. True to form, I saw him bristle with discomfort – which was good and bad, in its own way. If Miranda had unknowingly picked me out a secret crossdresser, it would have made winning the bet a lot easier, but it would have made the whole thing way less fun.

Sam nodded, but only barely.

‘Good,’ I said. ‘Then we’ll get started.’ I beckoned my two guests to come in from the other side of the apartment, and when he saw them a deep blush began to set in on his face.

‘You didn’t say there’d be anyone else here,’ he said. There was a twinge of nervousness in his voice, as though he was suddenly beginning to regret the whole thing, but he made no movement towards leaving. With twenty grand on the table, I couldn’t say I blamed him.

‘Of course there are people here, silly,’ I said playfully. I could put on the ditzy blonde act if I needed to. ‘It’s not like I can give you a proper makeover by myself, is it? These women offer the finest services money can buy.’ That much was true, and retaining those services on such short notice hadn’t been cheap. ‘Maria is my own personal hairstylist, and Olivia runs one of the most exclusive salons in London. Between the two of them, they should have you looking absolutely gorgeous.’

I could almost see the pound signs flashing in his eyes, willing him to stay.

‘OK,’ he said at last. ‘When do we start?’

‘Oh, we started the second you came in the door,’ I said, gesturing for him to take a seat between my two assistants. ‘But don’t worry. We’re going to make you adorable.’

I had to admit it: Olivia and Maria had done an incredible job. He had been reluctant at first, especially when it came to having his hair cut, but that hadn’t lasted long: apparently the thought of more money than he’d otherwise earn in a year was a powerful motivator.

Still, that hadn’t kept him from trying to weasel out of it. ‘Can’t I just wear a wig?’ he had pleaded, but the tone of his voice said that he already knew it was a losing proposition.

‘You’ve got too much hair to fit under a wig, silly,’ I said. ‘And besides, what if it slips? Would you really want to lose out on twenty grand just because of a wardrobe malfunction?’ He shook his head. ‘I thought not,’ I said. ‘And you have such lovely soft hair. It’s already wonderfully feminine.’ That much was true at least. Sam’s hair was dark, and piled up into a loose ponytail at the back of his head. Back at the bar, when it had been in a tight knot and coupled with a three-day growth of facial hair, it had given off a distinct impression of casual masculinity – but as soon as we shaved his face and shook his hair down around his shoulders, it was clear that the hair was going to be one of the things that sealed the deal.

‘Fine,’ he said, obviously still unconvinced. I could almost hear him running the arguments over and over in his mind: It’s for one day. She’s paying twenty grand. You can shave it all off the minute you’re done, no matter how bad it is.

The bob that Maria gave him was an absolute masterstroke. Even before Olivia set on him with her tools, his new hairstyle framed his face and softened his features. Suddenly that strong jaw seemed to all but disappear, and the focal point shifted to his naturally high cheekbones and soft eyes. With their long lashes, Olivia had a lot to work with.

And work with him she certainly did.

After she had waxed his body from head to toe – a torture right out of a Soviet prison camp, you’d be forced to conclude by the amount of fuss he kicked up – she began subjecting his newly-smooth form to her tricks and techniques. One by one, his masculine features fell away under the stroke of her powders and pencils and sponges. A gentle dusting of foundation gave her a perfect base to apply delicate rouge and dark, smoky eye shadow. Eyebrows were plucked and tended to, moulded into shape, and finally a swoop of deep red coated his lips in order to really bring out their wonderful plumpness. If I’d had more time with him, I might well have insisted on collagen injections, but the recovery time would have been too steep for what I had planned.

The sacrifices we make in the name of time, I thought to myself.

I held up a mirror for him to see his new complexion, and he looked surprised at just how big an effect their work had had on him. From the neck up, he looked perfectly feminine.

‘What do you think?’ I asked.

‘Wow,’ he replied. He seemed stunned, but a lot of his initial resistance had dropped away. The deeper into the rabbit hole he got, the more I could see himself shedding his inhibitions. ‘Just… wow. You’d barely know it was me.’

That’s what I’m going on, I thought as I presented him with his outfit for the evening. I had spent a lot of time considering exactly what to make him wear for my entertainment – everything from slutty hot pants and a short shirt to a light, breezy summer dress. In the end, though, I had the idea of dressing him up as a French maid.

‘You want me to wear that?’ he snorted as I held up the black dress and stockings. ‘I don’t know if that’s a good idea.’

‘That’s the deal,’ I shrugged. ‘It seems like it would be a waste to stop now. Why not just strip and get it over with?’ He had already removed everything but his tight black boxers, but for some reason getting over the final hurdle seemed to take him a little convincing. ‘They’re not exactly feminine,’ I said. ‘They’re going to have to go too.’

With a sigh, he slipped his thumbs into the elasticated waistband and pulled the shorts down to his ankles. I was glad to see that his cock was slightly larger than average – and better still, that it was at least semi-erect.

Well, well, I thought. It looks like he’s enjoying himself almost as much as I am. I could already feel myself growing wet at the thought of what was to come. Sam was attractive, that much was undeniable, but it was really the power of it all that made my cunt drip with excitement. I was going to take him, change him, mould him into something different – something I chose.

I could do that. I had that level of control.

I watched with amusement as Olivia and Maria helped him slide the stockings up his legs, and fasten them in place with a garter belt. His face was a conflicted mass: on the one hand, the smooth silk must have felt like heaven against his legs, but it wasn’t hard to tell that part of him thought that enjoying this too much would be wrong. He seemed to be reminding himself that it was all for the money – and only for the money.

Keep that in mind, I thought as Olivia and Maria helped to fasten him into the short black dress, looping the apron around his waist and fastening decorative lace cuffs around his wrists, before finally helping him step into a pair of black patent leather shoes with a slight heel. He barely reacted as she fitted him with two smooth fake breasts, moulding them to his pectorals with a great deal of professional care until they were absolutely indistinguishable from his own flesh. You’ll need that rationalisation soon enough.

And suddenly, standing in front of me was a beautiful woman.

I knew it was Sam – rationally speaking, at least – but the work that had gone into his transformation was indescribable. Looking at him, you’d never know that he was hiding a secret.

‘Beautiful,’ I said. ‘Absolutely beautiful. Just one more thing.’

‘Hmm?’ he murmured, his voice muffled by distraction.

‘Yep. The most important thing of all.’ I crossed over to a box on the table and withdrew the metal device from it. It had been expensive, and getting hold of it at the last minute had required a lot more effort than I usually put into winning my bets, but if what I had planned came to pass then it would all be worthwhile. ‘We have to make sure that you don’t… well, let’s say “pop up” unexpectedly, eh?’

He blushed as I made it clear that his erection had not gone unnoticed, but didn’t say anything as I fell to my knees in front of him and opened the hinge. It wasn’t until he felt cool steel against his manhood that I heard his voice pipe up nervously.

‘What is that thing?’ he asked.

‘A chastity device,’ I said, as matter-of-factly as I could. ‘Don’t worry… it won’t do you any harm. Think of it as a sort of jockstrap, keeping your junk in place. Could you imagine if you poked out of the bottom of your dress? We can’t have you making a tent out of your pretty little skirt now, can we?’

Before he could protest any further, I locked the cage around his shaft, trapping his solid seven inches into a tube just three inches long. It strained pathetically in its new prison, but it was a futile battle against the unyielding metal. He was trapped. His cock was mine.

‘Good boy,’ I said. ‘Or girl, I suppose. How does that make you feel, being my good girl?’

‘I… I don’t know,’ he stammered. ‘OK, I guess.’

‘You guess? You’re going to have to do better than that to get your money.’

‘Sorry,’ he said. ‘I like it. It’s weird, but…’ His voice faded away, leaving the rest of the sentence unsaid. It didn’t matter. I knew exactly what was going through his mind.

‘Good,’ I said. ‘The rules, then. For tonight, you’re Samantha. You’re my maid, newly hired. You’ll do exactly as I ask you to, and you’ll try and be as feminine as possible. I’ll cover for you as much as I can, but at the end of the day it’s down to you: if you fuck this up, it’s you who loses out. Do you understand?’

‘Yeah,’ he nodded. ‘I think so.’

‘Tut tut,’ I said playfully. ‘I don’t think that’s how a maid would address her employer, do you?’

‘Ma’am?’ he suggested.

‘Mistress, I think.’ A faint blush began to cross his face: subtle, but strong enough that it showed even through Olivia’s makeover. ‘Unless you have a problem with that, of course?’

‘No,’ he said. ‘If you say so.’

‘No, what?’

‘No Mistress.’ It wasn’t strictly necessary for the bet, but I loved the feeling of power I got from humiliating him like that. He must have known that it was going to be an embarrassing evening, but I doubt he had any idea of what I’d do to him – and, more to the point, what I still had planned.

‘Better. Now, be a good girl and show Olivia and Maria to the door. Our guests will be arriving soon, and I get the feeling you’re going to need to practice.’

He tottered over to the door on unsteady feet, unused to walking even in the limited heels I had provided, and I checked my watch: a little after six.

I had a lot of work to do.

‘More wine?’ I asked, and the man sitting on my couch nodded.

I hadn’t expected that – and neither had Sam, based on the shocked look in her eyes as the door opened. The man was slightly older than us, in his mid-thirties, and attractive in a way that only age and experience can offer. His hair, a salt-and-pepper blend that was impeccably coiffed, gave him a distinguished look that only topped off the expensive cut of his suit and an impressive physique. Miranda had introduced him as Paul, a new acquaintance of hers, but immediately Samantha had lowered her head and done everything she could to avoid looking at him. Even when I prompted her into a surprisingly elegant curtsey, she kept her head down.

Paul seemed to take it as expected deference, but I knew there was something else up.

‘What’s wrong with you?’ I whispered to Samantha. ‘Is it because he’s a man, is that it? Is that why you’re refusing to meet his eyes?’

She shook her head. ‘No,’ she said. ‘It’s just… I know him, Mistress. He goes to the gym I used to work at. He might recognise me.’

Clever, I thought. It would be much easier for him to tell that Samantha wasn’t a real girl if he recognised Sam as she used to be – and then the bet would be over. Trust her to find a way around all of my hard work.

‘He won’t,’ I said. ‘Men like Paul don’t notice service staff. You would have been practically invisible to him – in fact, you still are. Don’t let the fact that you’ve got a nice set of tits now make you think otherwise.’ She blushed, but I continued. ‘Besides, you look like a girl. You’re Samantha now, not Sam. No one would possibly recognise you.’

That seemed to calm her down slightly, and when she followed me meekly back into the main room she was much more comfortable. She poured wine for the three of us as we chatted, and then retreated to a standing position off on the sidelines until we had need for her again.

I waited until I could draw Miranda away for a minute to confront her. We left Samantha in the living room with Paul; she was kneeling in the corner, still embarrassed and desperate to avoid him as far as possible – partly because of the money, but also no doubt partly because of the humiliation that would come if she was recognised.

‘You set me up,’ I said once we were out of earshot. ‘They know each other.’

‘Of course,’ she said. ‘Why else do you think I picked that waiter in particular? I didn’t want to make it too easy for you, after all.’

I shrugged. ‘It doesn’t matter. Samantha’s doing just fine. Your little friend doesn’t have a clue – and you’re not allowed to tell him, which means I’ve as good as won. It’s only an hour until midnight… unless you want to concede now, that is?’

Miranda laughed. ‘I haven’t even started yet,’ she said as she waltzed back into the living room. Samantha was kneeling in the corner as we had instructed, her head down but her cheeks an unmistakeable crimson. ‘So what do you think of our little Samantha, Paul? Do you reckon she’ll be a good fit for the club?’

A good fit? I thought. What the hell is she talking about?

‘I couldn’t say yet,’ Paul said. ‘I assume I’ll be getting a more thorough demonstration of her abilities before I leave?’ There was a lascivious glint in his eye that I was almost glad Samantha couldn’t see.

‘I’m sorry?’ I said. ‘What do you mean, a good fit for the club?’

Miranda rolled her eyes. ‘Don’t you remember, silly? I told you: Paul’s very big in the BDSM scene in the city. He’s setting up a new private members’ club, and he’s looking for serving girls. You said Samantha might be interested, right?’

So that was her game: trial by embarrassment. She wasn’t going to try and trip Samantha up, but instead force her to quit all by herself.

‘Right,’ I said, shooting at glare at Miranda. ‘Absolutely.’

‘I’m glad to hear it,’ Paul said. ‘She’s a cute one. Very docile. If she can suck cock as well as she pours wine, I’m sure she’ll be a smash hit with our members. They do love an obedient whore – myself included, obviously.’

Samantha’s eyes flitted towards the door, but she stayed silent and kneeling even as we discussed her. I was convinced that would have been enough to make her bolt, and I was all but ready to admit that Miranda had won her precious bet – but when she didn’t run away I began to think that maybe there was more to it.

Perhaps she really would do just as she was told.

‘Oh, I’m told she’s excellent,’ I said, looking over Paul’s shoulder at my poor victim. For the first time Samantha raised her eyes from the floor and looked at me imploringly, begging me not to continue. I felt a rush of power as I watched her struggle with what was happening. She won’t leave, I thought. If she was going to leave, she’d already be gone.

Perhaps she was more obedient than I was expecting. I could work with that.

‘Come over here and show our guest just how skilled you are,’ I said.

Time seemed to stand still. A look of horror crossed Samantha’s face as she realised just what she was expected to do. The rest of the evening – the dress, the haircut, the makeup, the domestic service – had all been embarrassing enough, but this was a new threshold, and one that she plainly didn’t think she’d be expected to cross.

I couldn’t help but smile as she rose slowly to her feet and began to walk towards us.

‘Faster, slut,’ I said. ‘If you can’t move more quickly than that, I’ll have to keep you on a much shorter leash.’

Samantha paused a few feet away from us, frozen like a deer in headlights. Paul and Miranda looked at her with amusement as I darted over to her and placed my lips close enough to her ear that they couldn’t hear what I was saying. ‘You’ll do it or you won’t get your money,’ I hissed. ‘Walk away if you want, but know just what you’re walking away from. One suck. One swallow. One pay cheque that will keep you happy for a year. Your decision.’

I could see her struggling with it, but I knew his pressure point by now: he had come so far that even his brash alpha male exterior couldn’t mask his desire for a payoff. He nodded softly: all he could manage under the weight of his shame.

‘Good girl,’ I said loudly. ‘And remember… we’re all watching you. Don’t let me down, slut.’

‘Yes Mistress,’ he murmured as he fell to his knees in front of the older man.

Paul unzipped his trousers and let his cock snake out. I had thought that Sam’s penis was respectable enough, but Paul’s was a monster: easily eight inches, and possibly nine. It stood out like a flagpole, an incredible mass of flesh that seemed to be designed solely for pleasure.

I could only imagine the thoughts that were going through Samantha’s mind.

‘Don’t worry, slut,’ he said to her. ‘A lot of girls are intimidated by it at first. It’s perfectly normal.’ He reached out a hand and stroked her cheek gently, winding a coil of her hair around his finger. Good job I brought in a decent hairdresser and not a wig, I thought: there was no way fake hair would have passed such close scrutiny. ‘Her ears aren’t pierced,’ he said. ‘That’ll have to change if we get her at the club, of course. Her nipples too. Is that OK with you, slut?’

Samantha nodded, keeping her head down – too embarrassed to meet his eye.

‘He asked you a question, girl,’ I barked. ‘Answer him.’

‘Yes,’ she mumbled.

‘Yes what?’

‘Yes… Sir?’ she hazarded, and Paul nodded in approval.

‘Oh, she’s definitely new,’ he smirked. ‘From what Miranda told me, I would have thought you’d have beaten some respect into her by now. Still, as long as she can suck cock well then I’m sure her little oversight can be forgiven.’ He stroked his cock, brazenly tugging it to full erection. ‘Well?’ he said to Samantha. ‘I’m waiting.’

I was sure that it would be too much for her, but she opened her mouth – not willingly, exactly, but without struggle – and closed her eyes. I could practically hear her trying to rationalise it to herself. The sooner this is over with, the sooner I can get my money and leave.

Adorable.

Paul had no time for her games. He reached a hand behind her head and pulled her down onto his cock. I heard Samantha gag and her eyes began to water, but she didn’t pull away. ‘That’s right, slut,’ Paul said. ‘Treat me right, and maybe I’ll have a nice new job waiting for you. I know a little whore like you would much rather spend her nights sucking cock for a living rather than being a lady’s maid. Isn’t that right?’

‘-es –ir,’ Samantha replied, her voice muffled by his length. It filled her mouth, but it wasn’t until he began moving her head with his hand that she began to suck – tentatively at first, unused to the strange sensation of being in a subordinate position to another man, and then gradually more confidently.

Was it the thought of the money that made her loosen up? Perhaps – or perhaps it was the feeling that having jumped that final hurdle, she had no dignity left to lose. Whatever it was, she slowly started to ease into it. At first, it was just a tentative lick, but it didn’t take long before she was swirling her tongue around the head and tracing a line down the shaft, teasing him.

‘What a wonderful little cocksucker she turned out to be, Jenny,’ Miranda said, barely able to hide the smirk on her face. ‘Wherever did you find her?’

‘Mmm,’ Paul moaned. ‘I have to agree. Such a good little bitch.’ He wrapped Samantha’s hair in his hand, pulling her deep onto his member. ‘Don’t you stop, now,’ he said.

And she didn’t. The more she sucked on him, the more she seemed to lose herself in that simple, submissive act. I watched as tears began to flow freely down her cheeks, but I couldn’t tell whether it was because she was gagging on it or whether the shame was finally getting to her. I hoped it was a combination of both.

The longer I watched, the more turned on I found myself becoming. I couldn’t look away. All I wanted right at that moment was to be alone, so I could plough my fingers into my greedy cunt at the thought that I had done this: I had taken a proud, strong man and turned him into an eager little cocksucker, and all in an afternoon.

The very idea of it sent a shiver down my spine. I wondered if Samantha’s cock was hard in the cage, or whether it would be shrivelled up with embarrassment. One look at the enthusiasm she was showing told me the answer. She might have been reluctant at first, but by the time Paul was nearing completion she was giving it everything she had.

Such a good slut, I thought as I felt my nipples harden beneath my shirt. Such a pathetic little whore.

And all mine.

Paul came in two violent spurts: the first caught Samantha by surprise, and I watched her eyes go wide as the salty load filled her mouth suddenly, leaving her no option but to swallow every last drop. Before the second spurt, Paul jerked her head back, ensuring that the rest of his come splattered across her face. His creamy deposit did nothing to hide the rich crimson she had turned: the realisation of what she had done was written indelibly on her features.

A bridge had been crossed for her, and there could be no going back.

I was so stunned at what I had just witnessed – and the effect it had had on my now-dripping cunt – that it took me a moment or two of silence before I could get back into character. ‘Well?’ I said to Samantha, who seemed the very model of inner confusion. ‘What do you say?’

‘Thank you, Sir,’ she mumbled.

The grip he maintained in her hair was a good way for him to pull her close. ‘Thank you for what, you little slut?’ he growled into her ear.

‘Thank you for marking me as your slutty little girl,’ Samantha whispered. The way she said it, it no longer seemed like an act, or a bet. Samantha was our girl in that moment. Paul’s massive cock had seen to that.

‘Good girl,’ he said, releasing her hair at last. ‘Don’t wipe it off. I want you to wear it for the rest of the night. As long as that’s fine with your Mistress, of course?’

‘I wouldn’t have it any other way,’ I smiled as Samantha moved back into the corner. Her face was splashed with Paul’s milky residue, but beneath the white it burned a deep red, and all of the spark seemed to have gone out of her eyes.

Poor little thing, I though. So much more attractive now she’s been broken in. Humiliation suited her.

Still, it was no great loss – and based on the wetness in my panties, it was fair to say that I’d enjoyed it almost as much as Paul had. I’d just have to see that there was much more of it in her future.

The evening didn’t last much longer after that. Miranda and Paul left soon after, the latter slipping me his business card as he grinned from ear to ear. ‘In case you ever decide she needs a new home,’ he said, gesturing to my maid. Fat chance of that, I thought, but I told him I’d consider it.

Miranda was less pleased. ‘Looks like you win this time,’ she said as she pulled a fat stack of bills out of her purse – all fifties, neatly bundled. Despite her numerous flaws, Miranda was always good at paying off her debts. ‘I guess next time I’ll have to make it more of a challenge.’

‘Bring it on,’ I said, smiling. I kissed her on the cheek and she left me alone with my new toy.

Samantha had stayed kneeling, marked with come, but as soon as the door closed behind out guests she got to her feet. ‘We won, then?’ she said. ‘He was convinced?’

I nodded. ‘Absolutely.’

‘Thank God that’s over,’ she said as she wiped Paul’s residue off her face. ‘I didn’t think I was going to get through it, especially when…’ She let her voice trail off. She didn’t need to remind herself of how she’d degraded herself for something as base as mere money. There was plenty of time for me to do that for her in the future.

‘I could tell,’ I said as I counted out his winnings and placing the bundle of notes on the table in front of him. ‘But I’m proud of you. You did well. There’s your reward.’

She made a mock curtsey, and swept up the cash into her hand without counting it. It was nice that she trusted me so much. ‘Any time,’ she said. ‘And what about my clothes? Do you have anywhere I can change before I leave? I don’t really feel like walking the streets dressed like this, you know?’

I said nothing. I wanted him to come to the realisation on his own.

‘And the cage too,’ he said nervously. ‘I mean, I can’t really leave all locked up like this, can I? You’ll probably want it back for your next…’ He paused, trying not to say ‘victim’, but then settled on the word ‘guest’ instead. 

‘I don’t think that will be necessary,’ I said. ‘You’re the only one I’ll be keeping for the foreseeable future. And as for your clothes, I had them burned at the first available opportunity. I’m afraid this is the only outfit you have at the moment.’

‘W… what?’ he stuttered, and then smiled. He thought I was joking, but my stony face didn’t change.

‘I promised I’d let you go,’ I said. ‘And I promised I’d give you the twenty grand right away. I’ve kept both of those promises. I never promised to take your cock cage off, though. I’m afraid that’s going to have to stay on until I decide otherwise. I think six months should be a good start, don’t you?’

When she saw that I wasn’t joking, her face dropped. ‘You’re not serious,’ she said.

I nodded. ‘Of course I am,’ I said. ‘I saw how eager you were to please. Did you really think I was just going to let you walk out of here? No chance, I’m afraid. A good sissy maid is so hard to find.’

‘What’s to stop me just removing the lock myself?’

‘Nothing, I suppose,’ I shrugged. ‘If you know someone with an acetylene torch and a steady hand. It’s specially reinforced and the lock is unbreakable, so that’s the only way it’s coming off. Unless you have the key, I suppose. Do you really fancy something that hot so close to your precious balls, though?’

‘I could go to the police,’ she said. Her voice was panicked now. I had her on the ropes. ‘This is illegal. It has to be. You can’t do this to another human being, for God’s sake.’

‘You could do that too,’ I replied. ‘But money would go a long way. Do you really think that a good lawyer couldn’t have me walking free? And of course, really it’s my word against yours – except I’m sure Paul and Miranda would see things my way. You just wanted to explore your sissy side. That’s why you had me tape it.’ I pointed to a red flashing light on the ceiling: my security system in action. ‘Don’t worry… none of this conversation is being recorded, but I’m sure it got a really good look at you willingly dressing as a girl and sucking on Paul’s dick. I bet there are a lot of people who’d like to see that, even if it doesn’t go to court. Your friends, your family… maybe I’ll put it on the web. You could be an internet celebrity by the end of the week. Wouldn’t that be fun?’

A look of anger flashed behind her eyes, but it didn’t last. How could it? It wasn’t as though she had any options left to her. I’d covered every possible exit – even with the money she’d worked so hard for sitting right there on the table.

‘What do you want from me?’ she said at last, her voice barely above a whisper. It was the voice of a man who knew he’d been beaten.

‘Not a lot,’ I said. ‘Just what I saw tonight. Service. Obedience. In short, you’re going to be my good little girl, and then maybe I’ll release that pathetic dicklet of yours once I’m done with it.’ I didn’t think it was likely. After six months in service and after the extensive training I had planned, I was sure that Samantha would have forgotten all traces of the man she once was – but there didn’t seem to be much point in scaring her now. There’d be plenty of time for that later. ‘You can start by kneeling. We can consider that your acceptance of my terms, and the start of your new life as my maid.’

As she dropped down in front of me, her hands crossed behind her back and her head bowed in complete broken supplication, I made a mental note to send Miranda a gift basket in the morning – perhaps a nice bunch of flowers, no expense spared. She deserved it, for sure.

This bet had definitely been one of her better ideas.


Chastity Boy


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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