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After asking James if she could put a collar on him, Nadine had suggested she get some test collars for him to experiment with, see what he liked. She wanted to order a custom made one for James, but first Nadine needed to know exactly what James’ preferences would be.




James hadn't expected Nadine to go and get a collar - even one just for practice - the same day she'd mentioned the idea at all. Honestly, he hadn't even known a collar was something that you could just go and buy from a shop, he'd assumed it would be something you'd have to order online. He'd been curious about what else the shop sold, because surely it couldn't survive on just collars alone, and Nadine had assured him that she'd take him there, but not today.




Instead, she'd given James a list of things to do while she was gone, and though none of the things were difficult, it was honestly hard for James to focus on them. Nadine had given him an estimate of what time she'd be home, and that helped, because at least James wasn't jumping at every noise that could be Nadine coming back.




He washed up the plates from lunch, then sat down with Nadine's laptop and a cooking website she'd shown him to bookmark three recipes he was interested in making. Nadine had promised she would pick one of them that James could make for her one evening after his day shift.




James kept getting distracted, wondering what the collar Nadine would buy would be like, wondering what it would feel like. He did his best to redirect his attention, to read the recipes carefully so that he wouldn't accidentally pick something too difficult. He hadn't yet been introduced to Nadine's blender, and he had no idea how to assemble it or to make it work, so anything that required blending was right out. 




He realised, about ten minutes before Nadine's estimated time of arrival, that he'd only saved two recipes, and had just bookmarked a third when he heard the sound of Nadine returning.




His knee creaked slightly as he got up, probably from having spent time kneeling earlier, but Nadine had made it very comfortable and so it didn't hurt. He tried not to rush to the door like an eager puppy, but didn't exactly succeed. He greeted Nadine with a kiss, smiling against her skin.




"Right on time," he said, running a hand over her side. "Did you find one that you liked?" He had no idea how picky Nadine would be about a collar that was only temporary, but he felt safe in assuming she'd be at least a little choosy. He hoped she'd managed to find something, because he would be genuinely disappointed if she hadn't.




Nadine could have waited, she knew that, but the idea of James taking a collar from her made the whole of Nadine's body feel almost constantly a degree warmer.




Truthfully, whilst giving a collar to someone was a vague concept Nadine had always known about, she'd never really thought about doing it herself.




Yet, with James, Nadine really wanted to. She wanted to see how he'd look, wanted to see the way his eyes would glaze over when he knew he was wearing her collar. It was why Nadine had decided to go out that same day. She just couldn't wait, too impatient for something she could both do and already wanted.




Nadine had probably spent longer than absolutely necessary in the shop, but she wanted to get James a perfect collar, even if it was a practice one. Of course, no such thing as perfect existed, but Nadine did end up taking quite a few collars home, figuring that if it was practice, James might as well see what they felt like. It was a good thing she had a lot of money, because Nadine wanted to make sure James felt comfortable, no expense spared.




There was something very delightful at having James greet her so eagerly, and Nadine kissed him back. She really did like being kissed upon coming home in a way Nadine really would've never anticipated before.




"I did," she promised, certain that James would feel let down if Nadine said she hadn't brought anything home. Once she'd kicked her shoes off, Nadine walked through to the living room, sitting down on the sofa. The cushion-y nest she'd made for James earlier was still on the floor and Nadine glanced down at it.




"Your choice," she decided, because if James wanted to join her on the sofa, that was fine, too.




"I got a few," Nadine explained once he'd settled. "Just to see what they were like, what you might like more," Nadine added before starting to pull the collars out of the bag she had with her. The first one was very simple and whilst it did have a fastening at the back, it wasn't designed to be locked. The second was more elaborate, but also still quite simplistic. The third was Nadine's favourite in terms of style, and it was also in her opinion possibly one of the more comfortable ones, but it was undeniably chunky.




"You can touch them, see what you might like," Nadine told James.




While kneeling wasn't the most comfortable position, even on a nest of cushions, James liked the way it allowed Nadine to run her hands over his shoulders, touch his neck and his hair, so he sank back into the position he'd been in earlier, eyes sparkling with interest as she pulled three different collars out of the bag. Looking at them, it occurred to James that they hadn't really talked about when he would wear a collar.




When James chose to kneel on the floor, it made heat go straight to between Nadine's legs. She always liked it when James knelt for her, liked the way she could reach out and brush her fingers through James' hair, but mostly it happened when Nadine told James to. It was one of those things that Nadine liked to demand James do for her, instruct him to do for her, so him actually choosing when given the choice not to, it made Nadine feel hot. She did reach out, straight away, to brush her fingers through James' hair, pet the back of his neck. If he wanted this then Nadine wanted to give it to him.




James had skimmed enough of the BDSM article to know some people struggled with being discriminated against if they were 'out' at work, and while he didn't think his team would think any less of him, he wasn't sure he could wear a collar at the station.




"Would I just wear it here?" he asked. "And if we went to one of those parties." While he was hesitant about people watching Nadine tell him what to do, he didn't mind wearing something which showed he belonged to her. The idea made him feel almost more secure, like as long as Nadine was pleased with what he was doing, and he was marked as hers, he wouldn't feel as self-conscious about what other people might think.




James' question drew Nadine's focus back, and she shrugged one shoulder. "I was mostly thinking at home, yes," Nadine confirmed. "But if you wanted to wear it elsewhere, you could. Obviously not at work," both because Nadine didn't think that'd be safe but also because she didn't want to put James in a position where attention would be drawn to him that he might not want.




"But if you wanted, I could also get you something else," Nadine offered. "Like a necklace, a silver chain, or something." Nadine certainly wouldn't discourage James from wearing something that (to them) marked him as hers.




The way Nadine pet his hair made James glad he'd chosen to kneel, because he did love getting that attention from her, especially when her fingers moved to the back of his neck, and he looked up and gave her a smile. It was nice that Nadine gave him permission to wear the collar elsewhere, if he wanted to.




James didn't know if he would, but he appreciated that he could have the option. "I like the idea of having something else," he admitted. He probably still wouldn't wear it to work, but he could wear it to hang out with friends, or to dinner with his family, without needing to explain what it meant.




Nadine kept being surprised by James' eagerness, by his willingness, and she felt like she really shouldn't be. James wanted things so openly and so freely and Nadine just wanted to give all of those things to him. His agreement that he would like something else, too, earned him a nod from Nadine.




"I'll keep that in mind," she promised, very much meaning that she would get something for James for him to wear in situations when a collar might not be appropriate or draw too much attention to itself.




James reached his hand out and brushed his fingers along the fur on the second collar. It was soft, and he could see how it would be comfortable, but he wondered if it would feel too warm if he were doing something strenuous.




"I like the green," he said, looking at the third collar. He wasn't wild about the way you could see the fur above and below the leather, he preferred the second one, where the fur was more level with the top of the main part of the collar. Maybe it would look different on, though. He toyed with the hoop on the first collar, and then the second.




"Would you put me on a leash?" He wouldn't mind that, as long as Nadine didn't ask him to actually pretend to be a dog. He felt there was a difference. Still, he was mostly more interested in the collars themselves, which was why he turned again to the third one, with its simple buckle. The leather felt good under his fingers, more than he'd expected.




"I can imagine you touching the collar while I'm wearing it," he admitted, looking up at Nadine, lust clear in his eyes at the idea.




Nadine watched the way James' fingers grazed over the material and she smiled when he said he liked the green. "I like the green, too," Nadine allowed. She didn't want to make James choose, but she did think the green had a nice look to it.




When James asked if she'd want to put him on a leash, Nadine had to physically shift, because that, too, went straight between her legs. "If you didn't set it as a hard limit, yes," Nadine told him. "I think it'd be really hot to hold a leash whilst you went down on me," Nadine said, voicing the first (of many) thoughts floating through her head at the idea.




James hadn't really considered what Nadine would do with him on a leash, and her response made him bite down on his lower lip. "Fuck, yeah, that would be hot," he agreed. "And you could hold it when I'm kneeling for you."




That was hot, as well, just the idea that while he was kneeling there, Nadine could have the leash across her lap, that her fingers might occasionally toy with it. James dipped his head to nuzzle at her knee, brushing a kiss to where her skirt stopped.




"Take your shirt off," Nadine told James as she picked up the green collar. If she was going to put it on him - even a test one - Nadine wanted to see it against James' bare skin. When he had, Nadine turned more towards James, reaching out to place the green collar around his neck. "I won't lock it," she advised him, reaching to do the buckles.




Nadine did it looser than she'd do an actual collar, but even this wasn't too loose. Her fingers stayed against the material for a bit, tongue darting over her lips. James looked so fucking hot, letting her put a collar around his neck.




"How does it feel?" Nadine asked. "How do you feel?" Nadine specified, wanting to hear from James if he did have any reservations about it.




James pulled back at Nadine's instruction, pulling his shirt off slowly so she could watch his muscles move as he did it. When he leaned forward to let her put the collar around his neck, his whole body seemed to heat up. He wanted to press against her, not for sex but just because he wanted to be as close to her as he felt. His eyes were slightly glazed when she finally closed the buckle, her fingers still close enough that he could feel the warmth from them.




As much as James was getting used to obeying Nadine, it took a moment for him to realise she'd asked a question, and a longer moment to put an answer into words. "I feel safe," he said at last, his voice coming out almost in a rasp. Even loose, the collar provided a certain snugness around his neck, one which felt almost like being held.




"Precious to you," he added. Not as precious as he'd feel with a custom-made collar, but still precious, knowing that was something Nadine wanted. "Like you want me, and to protect me." He swallowed hard. He wouldn't have thought he was looking for that, for someone to protect him, certainly not when he was physically bigger and stronger than Nadine, but Nadine protected him from different things than physical danger.




Knowing that James felt it'd be hot, having James suggest he wore a leash when he knelt for Nadine, that was so fucking hot. "You're hot," Nadine told him. She parted her legs slightly for James to settle between them more easily as she fiddled with the collar. Once it was on, Nadine's fingers returned to brush through James' hair, but she also pushed forward a bit, having James settle more comfortably between her legs.




The way the collar looked against his skin, the knowledge that he'd let Nadine put it there, it made her want him so fucking much. Claim him more, because he was already letting her claim him.




"Safe is good," Nadine nodded and then smiled at the addition of 'precious to you'. "You are," Nadine promised, a hand coming up to brush over James' cheek and then back down to the collar.




"How does the collar feel? Practically?" Nadine asked. "Is it itchy? Too warm? Too tight?" She didn't imagine it'd be too tight actually but Nadine thought it could still feel too tight.




James grinned, and part of him wanted to go and look at himself in a mirror, to see how the collar looked. Instead, he moved to settle more between Nadine's legs, fingers running up her thighs under her skirt, since the way she pushed forward seemed like an invitation to do just that.




Knowing she thought he was hot meant more than going to see it himself, though James did want to make sure he got a look before he let Nadine take the collar off. Nadine's verbal confirmation that he was precious to her made James' stomach swoop, and he leaned up to claim a kiss, before settling back down with Nadine's hand on the collar.




"It's not itchy," James said, moving his head around a bit to explore the sensations. "It's soft, but hard at the same time." The fur inside was soft, but James could still feel the pressure of the leather band. "It's not too warm now, I don't know if it would be if I were doing something more strenuous." He raised an eyebrow, thinking of several 'more strenuous' things he could do to test it, that would be enjoyable for them both.




"I'd like to try the one that's just leather, too, to compare." He assumed the fur was to keep it from being uncomfortable, but he couldn't really know how uncomfortable it would feel without it unless he tested it. "I sort of don't want to take this one off, though," he added, frowning slightly. It felt like a big deal, wearing it, and he didn't want to just casually discard it to try another one, not yet.




Nadine let James kiss her, smiling at how he seemed to clearly enjoy her hand against the collar. Nadine enjoyed it, too. She hummed when James said it wasn't itchy, that it was soft, but also not. That sounded like a good thing. As for whether it'd get too hot, Nadine didn't really know, but she was cautious of letting James wear something that didn't have insulation, just because she didn't want scratches to be left.




Permanent marks weren't, Nadine felt, something she wanted to leave on James. Not around his neck, anyway, not ones he didn't truly consent to. Accidental marking wasn't ideal, so Nadine wanted the collar to be as comfortable as possible.




James' admission that he didn't want to take the collar off, even to try other ones on, made butterflies buzz in Nadine's stomach. It felt good to have James enjoy the collar so much. "You don't have to take it off just yet," Nadine promised.




"Shall I bring you a mirror so you can see what it looks like?" Nadine offered but was already getting up to get the stand-up mirror from the hall. "Don't get up," she told James. Bringing the mirror back in, Nadine set it up next to James' nest on the floor so he could easily look at it from where he was.




Brushing her bare leg against James' chest as she walked moved past him, Nadine settled back on the sofa, looking at James inspecting himself in the mirror. Now that he'd moved closer to it, Nadine straightened her leg out, toes brushing over James' lower back, at the waistband of his trousers. "Do you like how it looks?" Nadine certainly did.




The way Nadine knew what he wanted, without James even having to ask for it, made his heart feel like it was too big for his ribs, and he nodded eagerly. "You're so good at knowing what I want," he complimented. Sometimes, he wondered if it was very fair to Nadine, if he ought to ask more, communicate more clearly, but at other times it was evident that he didn't need to. He felt almost shy to look into the mirror when Nadine brought it back, but his curiosity quickly overcame that.




James wanted to see what Nadine saw, and he licked his lips when he caught sight of his reflection. The green of the collar looked good against his tan, and in a way James couldn't really explain, he looked the same way he felt, like someone wanted him, cared for him. He reached out for Nadine's hand, tugging it to rest against the collar again, so he could see that too.




Her fingers looked delicate against the thick strap, and that made James almost instantly hard, thinking of her fingers being the ones to close or open the silver buckle. "We're hot," he observed, and he liked that thought.




Pushing his arse back against Nadine's toes, James watched their reflections for a moment longer, before he turned his attention back to Nadine. He pressed a kiss to her knee, rubbing his nose against the soft skin there.




"Is there something I can do for you?" he asked her. He felt like the collar, even if it was only temporary, was a gift, and he wanted to do something nice for Nadine in return. He knew he didn't have to, that she offered him all that she did because she liked to, but that didn't decrease the want that simmered low in his stomach, the want to obey her, and please her, and belong to her.




Nadine enjoyed the way James brushed her hand over the collar, both because she liked feeling it, the material of the leather and the heat of James' skin against her fingers, but also Nadine liked how James liked it. His eyes darkened as he watched her touch him and there was something incredibly hot about that.




He liked the collar, Nadine could tell. Knowing that James would let her, that he'd want her to put a collar on him was so fucking hot. When James turned to her, Nadine hooked a finger against one of the straps in the collar so she could drag James in closer as she leaned in to kiss him. They were hot, he was right.




The request seemed so sincere, so willing to do things for Nadine that her breath almost caught. But not quite, because this was where Nadine had to be the dom, where she had to give James something and he'd been so good, too.




"Take my underwear off," Nadine told James parting her legs and then lifting her hips up so James could. "Push my skirt up and put my legs over your shoulders," Nadine instructed once he'd accomplished the first task. Once James had, Nadine scooted forward, close enough for James to feel the heat radiating off of her. She reached to run her fingers through James' hair, feeling how easily her body reacted to both the position and just James.




"You're so beautiful like that," Nadine told James, her back pressing into the back of the sofa, her free hand brushing over James' shoulder and then up to his neck, where the collar rested. "Between my legs, a collar around your neck. Fuck, James, you're so good." He was, too. Especially the way Nadine made him stay there, so close but yet not close enough for a treat.




Even without it having a ring, the way Nadine dragged James close by the collar made him glad he was already on his knees, because his legs felt like they wouldn't support his weight. "Oh fuck," he muttered, mind spinning off a dozen mental images of ways Nadine could pull him closer, could hook her fingers into the collar to keep him still, and he made no attempt to stop the moan that rumbled from his chest.




James kissed her back eagerly, tongue licking at her lips, giving a little whine as she finally pulled away. Nadine's instructions were easy to follow, and he happily dragged her underwear off, carefully putting them to one side so he wouldn't accidentally lose them under the couch or anything. Given how tidy Nadine liked to keep her house, he didn't think she'd appreciate that.




When he had Nadine's legs over his shoulders, her skirt pushed up, he was so tempted to immediately shift so he could lick between her legs, but Nadine hadn't told him he could do that, so he held himself still. Mostly still, his hands cupped the backs of her thighs, thumbs brushing over her skin absently. He didn't even notice he was doing it, really. He felt his whole body seem to lurch with excitement at Nadine's words, telling him he was beautiful, and good. He glowed at her praise.




"You're beautiful too," he said, as if the way his eyes kept moving over her body wasn't indication enough that he wanted to look at her. He tilted his head, pushing the collar more into Nadine's fingers. They didn't have a lead yet, but James could imagine that they did, and it made him almost desperate to be allowed to move. "Please," he said softly.




It was very visible that James was enjoying the collar and also just this. One of the reasons why Nadine had wanted to put a collar in James was precisely this, the way his whole body reacted to it. Even with the practice one, even though Nadine hadn't locked it or done it very tightly, the reaction was still noticeable. Especially when James also moaned at how Nadine used the collar's hoop to pull him in close for a kiss.




Nadine loved how James felt against her, his hand against her thighs. But what she especially liked was the way James waited, he didn't lean in more, didn't attempt to press his mouth against her despite how close they were to each other. He waited, perhaps not exactly patiently, but he did wait.




The ‘please’ made Nadine equally want and not want to say that James could. On one hand, Nadine did want to give James everything he asked for but in the other hand, denying things to him also felt good because Nadine knew he wouldn't if she didn't let him.




“Take your trousers and underwear off,” Nadine told James. “I want to see you naked, with just the collar on you,” she added, wetting her lips because that really did sound excellent. It would mean that James had to move away from Nadine, but she was willing to take that if it meant she'd get to see him fully nude with nothing but the collar around his neck.




Whilst James did that, Nadine moved on the sofa so she could sit parallel to the mirror. James did look fantastic, the green standing out. “Come,” Nadine said, parting her legs again, letting James resettle between them. “I want you to see how hot you look,” she told him, turning to look at them together in the mirror.




If there had been any consideration in James' mind of disobeying Nadine, it would have vanished when she said she wanted to see him naked, with just the collar on. James hadn't even thought of that, but of course he wanted to give her that visual, and he only whined a tiny bit as he had to move away from her, gently letting her legs down from his shoulders.




Stripping for Nadine was nothing like stripping for anyone else. While James knew her eyes were on him, he didn't have to try to tease, he just had to strip off each item in turn, until he was naked and could kneel for Nadine again, his hands smoothing up her thighs, not pushing them apart, but appreciating the way Nadine kept them apart so there would be space for him.




Catching sight of himself in the mirror over Nadine's shoulder, James bit his lip again. Nadine was still wearing most of her clothes, but that somehow didn't detract from how sexy she looked. If anything, it almost added to it, she looked so in control, while James looked a little wild-eyed, as well as being collared. "Nadine," he breathed, still desperate to do something for her, touch her, please her.




His hands inched higher up her legs, thumbs making circles against the skin of her inner thighs. He could feel the heat caught there between them, and his cock almost ached with how hard it was, how much he wanted to rock against something to get some friction. And yet, he didn't say anything about it, and it was as if he could feel himself sinking into subspace, where he didn't have to consciously think about doing what Nadine wanted, rather than what he wanted. What Nadine wanted was, in that moment, just more important, and James trusted that even if she kept making him wait, she would have a reason, it would benefit one or both of them.




James really did look beautiful between Nadine's legs, especially now he was naked. And so keen. The way his eyes seemed to almost glaze over, the way he said Nadine's name like it was a plea in its own right, it was just so hot. Nadine reached to tug James' hair, her other hand returning to brush over the collar around his neck.




"Okay," Nadine said, with a nod. "You can taste me," she added pushing her bum more down the sofa, closer to James. He was more than able to lift her up as much as he wanted, which Nadine found very pleasing. The way James was just so much stronger than her, but yet she was definitely in charge was just hot. As was James' tongue once it touched her. Nadine was so ready for it, too, the collar, the kneeling, the nakedness, all of it had made her so hot. But so had not letting James, making him wait until he was so eager that Nadine could only give sharp gasps in response to James' mouth against her.




Nadine's fingers brushed over the collar and then under where she'd left it too loose. It was hot, knowing she'd put it there, knowing James wanted it and kept it on. It'd be even hotter, Nadine knew, when she'd lock it. James would know that she had the key, she would be the only one with a key.




The thoughts all bundled up in one, the pleasure from James' tongue heating the rest of Nadine's body up. Leaning back into the sofa more, Nadine let herself lose track of time, just concentrating on the pleasure and the way James felt, the softness of the leather against her fingers. Nadine didn't know how long it had been, but she did feel confident that James wouldn't stop until she told him to, and that too made her body hot.




When Nadine told him he could move, James did, pulling her closer, lowering his head so he could press his mouth against her in the ways he'd learned she liked. Occasionally, he would glance up, the sight of Nadine just leaning back and enjoying his attentions only making him want to carry on, for her to keep enjoying. He could feel her fingers at his throat, both against the collar and against his skin, and it kept him somewhat grounded, even as everything in the world that wasn't him or Nadine seemed to fade away.




"That's enough," Nadine said tugging against James' collar so he'd pull back. His lips were red and chin wet and he looked so fucking good. "Sit down across from the mirror," Nadine told James, nodding her head towards the sofa.




James shivered as Nadine pulled him away from her, as if losing her heat genuinely made his body feel colder, but it was a pleasant shiver, one which started from his neck and worked all the way down his spine. He felt like he hadn't spoken in ages, but he hardly felt as if he needed to speak, not when he was already connected to Nadine so deeply, so he didn't say anything as he unbent his legs to sit up where Nadine had gestured. He hoped, dimly, that Nadine wasn't going to make him sit there alone for too long, and he reached a hand out, brushing against her arm where it was nearest him.




That James reached out for her, rather than to touch himself made Nadine very happy and she wanted to reward that, too. But that was also already Nadine's plan, so she didn't comment on it, instead just letting James' hand brush over her arm as she moved to kiss him. He looked so blissed out already and his cock was still hard. That, too, Nadine planned to address.




"So good," she said hoarsely against James' neck, pressing a kiss just above the collar, before she kissed her way down his chest, sliding to her own knees, hands coming to settle against James' thighs.




"Watch us," Nadine instructed him, looking up at James before finally lowering her head, tongue darting over James' cock. "Don't buck up," she told him after James' hips jerked. Once Nadine was happy that he was watching them, Nadine lowered her mouth on James' cock, parting her lips so she could take him in.




It wasn't, Nadine was very, very certain, going to take James particularly long to come, but nonetheless she didn't hold back, moving her head up and down, tongue wet against James. When he did come, Nadine let him, swallowing as he did, before licking him clean.




Nadine had said to watch them, not just her, so James kept his gaze fixed on the mirror, as much as he could. There were moments when he closed his eyes, overwhelmed by how good Nadine felt, and resisting the urge to buck his hips up to seek out more friction. He always opened them again, moaning as he took in the sight of the collar against his neck, and Nadine sucking his cock so wonderfully.




He came quickly, and didn't even feel embarrassed, or like he should have tried to resist. Without Nadine saying so, she'd implied it was his reward. Besides, if Nadine had wanted him not to come, she would have said so.




"So good," Nadine said pressing a gentle kiss against James' inner thigh after, and then another against his stomach before she crawled into his lap, leaning in to kiss him. The kiss was slow and Nadine let James relax beneath her. During it, she brought her hands up to the collar, undoing it carefully.




Finally, when Nadine pulled back, the collar was in her hand and she pressed a few soft kisses against James' neck. It hadn't left marks, so that was good.




"You with me, James?" Nadine asked, happy to wait if he needed more time to come back.




He wrapped his arms around her when she crawled into his lap, hands seeking out her skin, stroking over the smoothness of her hip, or the curve of her waist. He kissed her back, just as slowly as she kissed him, and didn't register the collar coming loose until she pulled it away, replacing it with kisses. He gave a hum at her question, words and speech somehow elusive.




It took a long moment, James couldn't really judge how long, for him to emerge from subspace. He became aware of an ache in his jaw. Not a bad pain, by any means, but startling in how thoroughly James hadn't even noticed it before. He tightened his arms around Nadine slightly. Though he didn't think she would just leave, the idea that she might was unsettling enough that holding her a little tighter was reassuring.




"You feel good," he said, because Nadine's skin was warm and soft and even now he'd come, just being close to Nadine did still feel good. "Did you ask me something?" He felt sure Nadine had, but didn't know what, or what the right answer was.




James' hold on Nadine was tight, but it wasn't so tight that it was uncomfortable, so she let him. Especially when James' words still sounded so muddled, even if they were paying compliments to Nadine. The question, about whether Nadine had asked James something made her chuckle lightly, since it answered her question without answering it.




"It's alright," Nadine promised, letting go of the collar so it'd fall next to them on the sofa before she brought her hand up to run through the hair on the back of James' head. It was gentle, and Nadine didn't move, instead just stroking her fingers through James' hair, easing him back into reality.




Finally, Nadine shifted so she could get off James, but only far enough that she could reach for a throw, draping it over James, since he was the one who was fully naked in contrast to Nadine's almost fully-dressed. Nadine did press into James' side, nuzzling her nose against the bottom of James' shoulder before pressing a kiss there.




"Tell me what you liked," Nadine encouraged. "And anything you didn't like. The collar hasn't left any marks, but I would like it tighter," Nadine told James truthfully.




James smiled, in response to Nadine's laugh and her tone more than her words, but he did start to blink more properly back to reality as Nadine moved, drawing his attention to the world outside the two of them.




"I liked the green, and the way you pulled me in by the collar," he answered, his words coming less muddled, though he didn't really put any conscious thought into what he should say, or what order he should say it in. "I liked a lot of things. I liked the fur."




It hadn't felt too hot, as James had worried it might, and while he would still try the other collar just for the experience, he didn't think it would be as nice. "If it was tighter, you couldn't hook your fingers under it as easily," he pointed out, smiling as Nadine nuzzled against him. "But if you had a leash, or a hoop, that wouldn't matter as much." There was still plenty of places for Nadine to touch his skin, so James didn't think it being tighter would necessarily be a problem. Of course, he hadn't tried it tighter, yet.




"What did you like?" James asked. He didn't know what level of customisation was possible, or what differences Nadine would want from the collar he'd worn. "What would you change?" Nadine's insight, he felt, would be valuable, because she simply knew more than he did - and also thought more carefully about potential problems.




Nadine hadn't really bought the collar for the colour, but she did like the colour. It would've been easy to pick a different one, but now that Nadine saw it against James' skin, and heard he liked it, she was tempted to keep it, or have it made in a similar colour.




"I liked that, too," Nadine agreed, because she definitely had liked the control it gave her, being able to pull James in closer, know that she could. The fact that he clearly wanted a leash on it also made Nadine feel good, it was something she could definitely accommodate.




As for what she'd liked, Nadine smiled. "I liked how it looked on you," she told James first and foremost. She'd also loved the way it'd made him be but that wasn't specific to this collar. "I'd add a ring on it, at the front," Nadine answered. "It's a well made collar, so the materials are good. I wouldn't make a lot of changes if you're happy with it," she explained.




"We can try the others after you've had something to drink, and maybe a protein bar," Nadine suggested.




The mention of a drink - and a protein bar - earned an enthusiastic nod from James. "Yeah, that sounds good," he agreed. "It's thirsty work." He grinned, though, to show it was very far from really being work. It certainly wasn't anything James hadn't thoroughly enjoyed.




Pressing another kiss against James' neck, Nadine laughing when he said it was thirsty work. "Are you saying I'm not wet enough for you, James?" Nadine teased, running her nose over James' jaw.




"I'll get you a drink," Nadine said, giving James' hand a small squeeze before she got up to go get two bottles of water from the fridge, one for James and one for herself, as well as a protein bar. Upon returning, Nadine crawled back on the sofa, pressing into James' side as she handed him the water and the protein bar.




"I'm really pleased that you will let me put a collar on you," Nadine told James honestly, feeling like it was important for him to know that. "It means a lot to me."




Once Nadine had got up, James readjusted the blanket, pulling it closer around himself while still leaving a space for Nadine to join him when she returned. "You were definitely wet enough," he said, shaking his head and turning to press a kiss against Nadine's lips. He smiled at the memory, running a hand over Nadine's knee.




"I just feel like I didn't notice anything until we stopped, and then I realised all at once that being thirsty could be a thing." He wasn't really so thirsty that it felt like a problem, and he wanted to make that clear, so he added, "It's just surprising, I guess. Like the feeling is more pronounced because it didn't seem to happen gradually." Presumably, it had been gradual, but James had been oblivious to its early stages.




He took the water, taking a long swallow which did a great deal to quench his surprising thirst. "I'm really pleased you wanted to," James answered. "It means a lot to me. Maybe that seems weird, because I only just found out about it this morning, and you've known about it for a long longer, but -" James shrugged, running his tongue over his lips as he considered.




"I like belonging places," he said. "I played football at school because I wanted to belong to the team, and I like belonging at work. It's important." James knew it was because he was adopted, because he hadn't belonged to his biological parents. He belonged to the Bletchleys, and he appreciated that so much that it had become something he craved in all areas of life. "It means a lot to me that you want me to belong to you."




Opening her own bottle of water, Nadine took a sip and then a small nod when James said that he hadn't noticed he'd been thirsty, or noticed anything else for that matter. Whilst Nadine didn't want James to be thirsty, she did find it thrilling to know that he hadn't even noticed.




Next time, though, Nadine would make sure they had water, it was her job to ensure that James felt good, and if he didn't notice he was thirsty, then it was on Nadine to do so for him. "Have the protein bar, too," Nadine said encouragingly, taking the bar from James so she could undo the wrapper for him before handing it back.




Nadine smiled at the way James said that it meant a lot to him. Yes, it was true that he hadn't known what collaring even was, but Nadine didn't actually doubt that he still felt it, the way it was intended to. When James then went on to explain how he liked to belong, Nadine's smile softened and she leaned into him more, pressing another kiss against James' neck.




"I do want you to belong to me," Nadine said truthfully. "I want you to feel like I treat you like you belong to me, too," she added. It was true, Nadine wanted to look after James, to make sure he felt good, to make him want to belong to Nadine.




"How are you feeling now? More back in your own head?" Because Nadine wanted to make sure that James was in a good space, that there wasn't any risk of him feeling negative things. There was, though, Nadine had to admit, an easy way to approach that, one that just involved her being close.




It was kind of cute just how much physical contact James seemed to instinctively seek out. Nadine did wonder if perhaps that, too, was due to James' wish to belong, seeking out that reassurance that she was there, that he could touch her.




James took the protein bar, taking care to actually taste it and chew it rather than just bolting it down without thinking. He felt a lot more connected the longer they sat there, like his regular thoughts and habits were falling back into their usual places.




"I hadn't thought about the way you were treating me as being because I belonged to you before," James said. He was used to belonging to a group, or a family, not to one person. "Now you point it out, I can see it." It made him smile, to think that every time Nadine did something nice for him, whether it was ordering for him in a restaurant, or making sure he got enough sleep, he could think about how he belonged to her, how she wanted him too.




"Back in my own head is a good way to describe it," James agreed. "Do you feel like you're in your head?" He didn't know if it was the same for Nadine, if she felt like she went to a different level. She'd said after breakfast that she'd forgotten anything else existed in the world, so maybe she did experience it, in some way.




"I feel -" It was quite hard to describe, really. James didn't feel sleepy, like he might sometimes do after sex. He felt awake, but not restless. "I feel like I could just sit under this blanket with you for a long time and not get bored," he settled on. "I suppose I feel satisfied, like I don't need to ask for anything more out of today for it to be one of the greatest days." It wasn't that James was unwilling to do things more exciting than sitting, but he didn't need to.




Nadine supposed she hadn't necessarily thought of her treatment of James in those precise terms either, but the truth was that she definitely did treat James like he belonged to her. Or wanted him to, anyway. Nadine wanted to make sure that James was happy, but she also wanted to take charge, to take away all of his responsibilities and do them for James.




But most importantly, Nadine wanted James to trust her that Nadine would do those things for him, for him to know that Nadine would be good at it and thus worthy of that trust. When James asked if for Nadine, too, it felt like being back in her own head, she smiled.




"Sort of, yeah," Nadine nodded. "I stay more focused, because of you. So rather than letting go of everything it's like... I guess, like I have this clear path? I know to follow it, to make sure I take it." And, in that, to make sure she looked after James, made sure she was doing well. That was why Nadine needed to make sure next time there was water, just in case. Nadine did think that if they'd been going for longer she would've made sure James wasn't thirsty.




The way James told her that he could just sit there, under the blanket, for ages and not get bored, that he'd be satisfied and, possibly most importantly, that this was one of the greatest days, made Nadine feel so good. It felt like an achievement. "Then we can do that," Nadine said truthfully, pulling the blanket up a bit more so James wouldn't get chilly. Perhaps she'd put the fire on, too.




"We can put a film on or something," she added. "Then after, I'll take you out for dinner."




While James knew it must be a responsibility, for Nadine to stay more focused, the way she described it as having a clear path, that made it sound like a good thing.




It wasn't the same thing that James got out of it, but he didn't think things needed to be the same for each of them for things to be fair. Nadine had previously said that taking care of James helped her, and James trusted that she was being honest about that.




James wasn't sure if getting to stay on the couch with Nadine was a reward exactly, but it was a nice thought nonetheless. The way Nadine said she'd take him out for dinner, after, that definitely felt like something she was doing to take care of him, and James looked forward to it very much. He might need a shower or something first, but that could definitely wait.




"You're so good to me," he said, even though Nadine must've known she was. It was still true, and James wanted Nadine to know he appreciated it, that he didn't take her actions for granted. "A film sounds good, if we don't have to think too hard." James trusted Nadine to pick something, since he wouldn't know where to begin.































'His' Other Stories (A Sub's Chronicles):




His First Party




His First Whipping




His Second Party







Other Stories by Henrietta Soto:




Tie Me Up




Horny by Night, Horny by Day




Dare You Not to Come




Breakfast in Bed: Feed Him, F*ck Him
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