
You did something completely unacceptable. And you did it knowingly and deliberately. You planned it out and took your time. You know for sure that there will be very serious consequences. It might even cost you your life if Martin heard about it. And yet you did it. Because the alternative was far worse.
When he came home and thought he'd start his boring routine under the false impression of being in charge, you attacked him. Literally. You fought him. You were prepared for a fight to the death, but it didn't come to that.
He gave up. He. Gave. Up. You'd seen he was a quitter from day one. But now he'd groaned surrender at you. You'd bound him so strictly that he couldn't move. You gagged him well with his own underpants. You didn’t blindfold him; you wanted him to see you. All of you. You'd bought him a strap-on with an enormous dick with money you'd stolen from him. You loved that he'd paid for it himself. He hadn't seen fit to lock you up while he was gone all day. A mistake, as it turned out.
You told him you had bought lube for him as well, and he had to say he was grateful for that. Of course, all you heard was some muffled noise through the gag. You laughed. And you fucked him. You are not a man. A dildo can't come and shrivel up. It stays hard forever. You fuck him with the tenacity you've saved up all this time. And then the moment comes that you have been waiting for. He comes all over the carpet. With your cock deep in him. Not a few drops; he comes in spades. 
Whatever happens in the future, everyone knows that once he’s fucked in the ass, and he came because of it, there is no going back. He lost his right to be a Master. He became a bitch.
My bitch. 

