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A hot preview…

"Look at you," I taunted. "Such a submissive whore."

Watching Lara get off had heightened my own arousal to an almost unbearable degree. My need for release was reaching a fever pitch, and I couldn't wait any longer.

I pulled Lara's body back against mine, burying my erection to the hilt inside her tight hole. She cried out, caught off guard by the sudden penetration, but her momentary discomfort soon gave way to pleasure as I began to fuck her hard and fast.

"Fuck, yes," I grunted, my grip tightening on her hip. "You like that, don't you? Being my little slave."

"Yes!" she moaned. "Please, master, don't stop! Fuck me!"

The combination of the collar's influence and my expertly placed thrusts had Lara spiraling into ecstasy in record time. Her orgasm washed over her, a shuddering wave of blissful abandonment. She writhed in my arms, her body trembling uncontrollably as her climax ebbed and flowed.

I held her close, reveling in the sensation of her wetness coating my cock. She was perfect, utterly broken down to her primal sexual urges. She was a depraved slut—my depraved slut.

The Submission Collar

I was always a pretty ordinary guy.  I was in good shape, now age 22, and I worked for a company that specialized in security systems – not the most exciting job, but it paid the bills. My life was a series of routines; wake up, go to work, go to the gym, then home. My girlfriend Lara, who was beautiful, blonde, and way too good for me, was becoming bored with our life.  I could tell; she would often spend hours away,

on her phone, deep in chats I wasn't privy to. Her laughter, once so vivid and shared between us, now seemed like a distant melody that she reserved for others. It was a Thursday evening, the routine night of our supposed 'date night,' when everything changed.

I'd decided to surprise her by coming home early with takeout from her favorite Thai place, a bouquet of irises (because she once mentioned roses were too cliché), and a bottle of that mid-priced Chardonnay she had taken a liking to. I wanted to rekindle whatever flame we might have been losing amidst the mundanity of our day-to-day

existence. As I turned the key in the lock, a rush of adrenaline coursed through me at the thought of her surprised smile, her laughter filling our small apartment again.

But as I pushed open the door, instead of being greeted by her smile, I was met with darkness and silence. Frowning, I flipped on the light switch and called out her name. There was no response. The apartment felt eerie – like the ghost of our relationship was hovering in the air.

I placed the food on the counter and the wine in the fridge, leaving the flowers on the dining table as a silent beacon of my attempt at romance. As I wandered through to our bedroom to look for a sign of Lara, that's when I found it: a piece of paper with a single line written in her familiar scrawl.

"I need more."

The words seemed to echo around me, bouncing off every corner of our bland bedroom walls. I was dumbfounded. More what? More love? More excitement? More freedom? The ambiguity of her message spiraled through my mind as I sank to the edge of our bed.

My hands trembled as I picked up her cellphone off the nightstand, the little device that had become her constant companion. It was unlocked, left on a thread of messages that glared back at me with a starkness that made my gut clench. The most recent message was from someone named ‘Rick’. My eyes skimmed over the texts, each word a sledgehammer to my chest. There were endearments I hadn’t heard in months, plans for meetups when I was at work, and a trail of heart emojis that felt like they were carved into my flesh.

I sat there, motionless, trying to reconcile the Lara I knew—the woman who’d curl up against me on the couch and laugh at my terrible jokes—with this stranger orchestrating clandestine affairs through pixels on a screen.

A haunting realization crept upon me then, a cruel whisper that perhaps I had been the only one blind to a truth that was glaringly obvious: I was not enough. Her words, her disappearance, they were all symptomatic of a deeper discontent that no bouquet or bottle of wine could remedy.

And in that numbness, a vengeful plan began to take root in my psyche. If she wanted more, I would give her more; more than she ever dreamed possible. More intensity, more passion, more dominance—the kind of overwhelming experience that would fuse us together or tear us apart completely.

I spent the next several hours ruminating in the dim light of our bedroom. My mind was a chaotic whirlwind of strategies and scenarios. By the time midnight rolled around, I had hatched a plan—one that would either save our relationship or end it spectacularly.

For the next week, Lara's presence was nothing but spectral, her comings and goings erratic and her conversations with me perfunctory, we were like ships passing in the night.

She knew that I knew; she had all but confessed.  And I knew that she expected me to confront her about it; my silence clearly puzzled her, but I wasn't ready to talk yet.

"Do you want to stay at a friend's tonight?" I asked her casually one evening as we sat at opposite ends of the sofa, staring down at our phones.

Her face registered a brief flash of surprise before she composed herself, "Why?"

"Just wondering," I replied with a shrug. "Figured we could use some space."

"Yeah, okay. Maybe I'll stay with Lisa tonight," she said, already texting.

But I knew it wasn't Lisa she was going to.

"Great. Have fun," I said, forcing a smile.

Her expression was a mix of curiosity and guilt as she grabbed her bag and headed out. She wasn't going to know what hit her.

I'd been preparing for this night all week. I'd installed a spy app in her phone.  I'd finally discover who she was seeing, this 'Rick' guy, and figure out what he had that I didn't.

When the notification buzzed, I pulled up the app and clicked on the video. It showed an image of a hotel room, and there she was, waiting. My blood ran cold. Rick was already in the room, and he wasn't alone.

My mouth went dry as I watched them embrace, their lips locking in a passionate kiss. I could barely hear the soft murmur of their conversation, the words unintelligible. But then I saw it: the gleam of a collar, a chain, a leash.

Rick was into kink. My Lara was into kink.

This was a side of her I didn't even know existed, and it stirred something deep within me. Something dark and primal. My cock throbbed as I watched her sink to her knees, obeying his command. A flurry of emotions washed over me—jealousy, anger, lust. But the dominant emotion was need.

I needed to claim her. I needed to make her mine.

I was so fucking hard. I couldn't help but slip my hand into my boxers and start stroking. They were kissing again, and then Rick was pulling Lara toward the bed. He was rough, demanding.

"Yes, Master," I heard Lara whisper, her voice breathy and submissive.

I nearly came right then and there. Master.

That was what Lara called him.

I was never a man who dabbled in the art of sexual dominance, of ownership and control. But as I watched the scene unfold before me on the little screen, something within me snapped. The revelation brought to life a dormant beast that hungered for satisfaction, for reclamation of what was mine.

My plan had been to confront her, to unleash my hurt in a storm of accusations and tears. But now, with this newfound knowledge in hand, I realized that a simple confrontation would not suffice. No, what I yearned for now was a deeper, more visceral connection—one that would sear my claim upon her soul with the heat of our entwined bodies.

I watched them longer than I should have, studying Rick's every move, the way he commanded Lara with authority and certainty. My mind absorbed the details as if they were secret codes to unlock her deepest desires.

Lara was on her knees now, kneeling in front him.  He sat on the edge of the bed, shirtless, and told her to take his cock out.

She obliged, her hands trembling with a mix of anticipation and nervous excitement. Her fingers deftly undid his belt, pulled down the zipper, and released him from the constraints of his pants. The screen showed her looking up at him for approval, seeking that affirmation that she was doing good—doing right.

I watched, transfixed, as she took him in her mouth, her lips wrapping around him with practiced ease. She moved with a rhythm that spoke volumes of her experience with him; it was fluid, natural, and utterly devastating to my ego. Rick ran his fingers through her hair, holding her head as he guided her movements. “That’s it, take it all,” he commanded.

I felt my own arousal building to a fever pitch as I imagined reclaiming Lara in the same way. No longer would I be this useless cuck that I was now; I would become Rick, the alpha, and I would control her the way she wanted me to.

Lara was now deepthroating his dick, drool pouring out of her mouth.  He had a huge cock, and I couldn't deny the visceral effect it had on her; her eyes rolled back in pleasure, her body language screaming submission and adoration. Rick was grunting now, a low, guttural sound that echoed the lust I felt pounding through my veins.

Watching them, something feral and possessive roiled within me. I gripped myself tighter, imagining it was Lara's hand on me, her mouth. The sting of betrayal was still sharp, but it was being overshadowed by an uncontrollable need for dominance—to take back what was mine.

The plan morphed yet again in my head. It wasn't enough to just confront her or reassert my place in her life with gentle persuasion or angry words. The compulsion to dominate her—to show her that I could be everything she needed—was overwhelming.

As the scene on my phone came to its climax with Rick pulling Lara's hair back, I visualized doing the same to her, hearing her moan my name instead of his. His fingers wrapped around her neck as he held her in place, his cock pulsing as he came down her throat. My own release followed, and the rush of euphoria left me dizzy.

I could do this. I could make her submit to me.

They weren't done yet.  He pulled her to her feet, kissing her roughly, and ordered her to strip. She obeyed without hesitation, a flush of red coloring her skin. Her eyes were hooded with lust as she bared herself to him, the collar and leash gleaming in the dim light of the hotel room. He pulled her toward him, her breasts crushed against his chest. His hands roamed over her curves, caressing her body with the confidence of a man who owned it.

I had never been possessive or domineering, not when it came to Lara. We'd fallen into a comfortable routine of affectionate complacency. But seeing her like this, with another man, a man who could give her the intensity she craved—it changed things.

He pushed her down onto the bed, and she gasped as he spread her legs apart. Her body arched in pleasure as he kissed and licked his way down her stomach, his hands gripping her hips.

My mind raced with a hundred different scenarios of how I would reestablish dominance, of how I would show her the pleasure of submitting to me. It was a heady feeling, and the adrenaline rush was intoxicating.

He was fingering her now, his fingers expertly working her pussy, and she moaned in pleasure. His tongue lapped at her clit, sending shudders of ecstasy through her body. He was taking his time, savoring her, making her writhe and whimper.

I'd always been an attentive lover, but now I saw the flaws of my ways, the lack of dominance, the lack of true power.

She was begging for him to fuck her now, her words a breathless litany of desire. But he held back, teasing her, taunting her, building the tension until she was practically sobbing with need.

I was so turned on, so ready. I was going to make her pay.

Then, finally, he relented. He slid inside her, and she cried out, her body arching in pleasure. He was rough with her, claiming her with a ferocity that sent a shudder of anticipation through my body. His giant dick was thrusting into her, and she was begging for more.

"Please, Master, fuck me harder."

Her cries fueled my own need, and I could barely contain myself as I watched her writhe in ecstasy. He was relentless, his hips moving in a steady rhythm that had her moaning and thrashing beneath him. The sight was almost too much to bear, and I found myself stroking my cock again.

The pleasure was exquisite, but I knew I couldn't come again yet.

No, not until I had her under me.

Rick was fucking her hard now, and the sounds of their flesh slapping together were driving me crazy. Lara was on the verge of her own orgasm, and her cries were growing louder.

Rick suddenly pulled out and flipped her onto her stomach. He was behind her now, his hands gripping her hips. She looked so vulnerable, so submissive. And it turned me on like nothing else.

He fucked her like an animal, his thrusts violent and unforgiving. He was using her, owning her, and she loved it.

She was close, so close. Her body tensed, her muscles clenching.

Rick's hands snaked around her neck, squeezing her throat. "Come for me, whore."

The command sent her over the edge, and she exploded in a violent climax, her screams echoing through the room.

'Whore!' I thought, stunned.  I would never call Lara a whore.  It was wrong! 

Wasn't it?

If that was the case, why was she now coming even harder from hearing him say that?

He continued to pound her relentlessly, and her body convulsed with each punishing thrust. I was transfixed, watching her surrender to the pleasure and pain of his brutal fucking.

Her cries filled the air, a primal cacophony of ecstasy. The camera captured it all, the image of Rick fucking her raw, and his hand around her throat, claiming her, owning her. It was the most erotic thing I had ever seen.

I was rock-hard, and the sight of Lara's pleasure spurred my own. My balls were aching, and the tension was coiling in my gut.

I needed release. I needed her.

And then, as if in answer to my silent plea, he came, his body tensing, his hips jerking erratically.  He held himself inside her and spurted, coating her insides with his load.  His climax seemed to trigger hers, and she let out a guttural scream, her body shaking violently. The camera caught it all, the image of their spent, entangled bodies.

It was the hottest thing I'd ever seen.

Afterwards, he collapsed next to her, pulling her into his arms. She was his, his toy, his whore. And she was happy.

That was when it hit me: I could do that. I could give her what she needed, what she craved.

I would give her the dominance she so desperately sought.

And with that realization, a new determination surged through me. I was going to show her that I could be the man she needed.

I just had to find a way. 

***

"Have a nice night?" I asked as Lara entered the house the next morning, early, her keys jangling.

She paused, looking up at me with those doe eyes that always seemed to see right through me. The rawness of last night's video seared my memory as I took in the sight of her disheveled hair and smudged eyeliner—a testament to the fervent activities she'd indulged in with Rick.

"Good morning," she murmured, her voice a mixture of exhaustion and satisfaction. She attempted to slide past me, but I caught her wrist, holding her gently yet firmly in place.

I saw the momentary flash of surprise on her face, quickly masked by a practiced indifference. "What's up?" she asked, trying to keep the conversation light, but the tremor in her voice betrayed her nervousness.

It was time to show her. "I saw you last night," I began, my tone even, controlled. Her eyes widened slightly. "With Rick."

Lara swallowed hard. "You saw us?" Her voice was barely above a whisper.

"Yes. Every sordid detail," I said, my eyes darkening.

A wave of shame washed over her face, her cheeks flushing crimson. "Oh, God. I'm so sorry. I can explain..."

I cut her off. "No need. I know why you've been acting the way you have."

She stared at me, her expression a mixture of confusion and apprehension.

"I've been thinking, and I realized that I've been giving you the wrong kind of pleasure," I continued. "You want something more...intense."

I stepped closer to her, my grip on her wrist tightening. She inhaled sharply, her pupils dilating.

"And I'm going to give it to you," I said, my voice low and dangerous.

A shiver ran through her body, her breathing quickening.

"What do you mean?" she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

"I'm going to give you the rough, dirty sex you've been craving. But you'll do exactly what I tell you. Is that clear?"

My words were like a bolt of lightning, igniting a fire in her eyes. She licked her lips.

"Curtis, I don't understand what you're saying.  This isn't like you -"

I cut her off again, my tone hard. "You'll do exactly as I say. Or there will be consequences. Understood?"

Lara's breath hitched. She was turned on, aroused by my sudden dominance. "Y-yes."

My cock stirred, and I could see the heat radiating from her core. I moved in closer, my body pressing against hers. She was trembling, her heart racing.

"Good. Then let's begin," I said, my voice a low growl.

Without warning, I grabbed her, hauling her over my shoulder. She gasped, her body rigid. I slapped her ass, hard, the sound echoing through the room. Arousal coursed through me, and my cock was painfully hard.

I carried her into the bedroom and threw her down on the bed. She stared up at me, her eyes wide, her chest heaving. I could smell her arousal, her body betraying her desire.

"You're my girlfriend, right?" I asked.

"Yes."

"Then I have a right to know who you're fucking behind my back," I said, my voice a low growl.

"It's not like that, Curtis, we can talk about this-"

I cut her off. "There's nothing to talk about. You want rough sex? You got it. But only from me, understood?"

Her breathing was heavy, her eyes fixed on mine. She nodded.

"Good. Now get naked. I want to see what's mine."

She hesitated for a moment, then stood and began undressing. Her body was beautiful, her curves accentuated by the light spilling in from the hallway. I watched, mesmerized, as she peeled off her clothes, revealing her perfect, supple body.

"That's it," I said, my voice thick with desire. "Now turn around and bend over. I need to see everything."

Her movements were hesitant at first, but as she complied with my command, I saw the flicker of excitement in her eyes. She turned and bent over the edge of the bed, offering herself to me, her vulnerability mingled with an alluring readiness. Her ass was prominent and inviting, a clear invitation for my hands—and more. I approached her slowly, each step deliberate, feeling the raw power of this moment.

"Spread your legs," I instructed, my tone brooking no argument.

She did as she was told, parting her thighs to reveal the glistening wetness that betrayed her arousal. I ran a hand over the curve of her backside, feeling her shiver under my touch. Without warning, I brought my hand down hard once more, eliciting a sharp gasp from Lara—a sweet sound that fueled my own ravenous desire.

"You're going to remember who you belong to after tonight," I murmured darkly, leaning down to place a kiss on the small of her back.

Lara's breathing was ragged, her body tense. I could see her hands clutching the bedsheets, her knuckles white.

I straightened, my fingers digging into her ass cheeks, spreading them apart. She gasped again as my thumb grazed her tight pucker, teasing her with the promise of things to come.

I moved my hand lower, feeling the slickness of her pussy. She was so wet, so ready.

I pressed a finger inside her, her tightness enveloping me. She moaned, her hips bucking involuntarily.

"Don't move," I growled, a warning.

She obeyed, her body stilling, her muscles clenched.

"Good girl," I murmured, adding a second finger, stretching her.

"God, Curtis, please," she whimpered, her voice strained.

I leaned down again, kissing her neck, my breath hot on her skin. "Please, what?" I asked, my lips brushing her ear.

"Please, fuck me. Please."

The desperation in her voice, the way she begged for me, was almost too much to bear. My cock was aching, throbbing with the need to be inside her.

I removed my fingers, eliciting a groan of frustration from her.

"Not yet. You've been a naughty girl, and naughty girls need to be punished."

I stepped back, and without hesitation, landed another stinging slap on her ass, the sound echoing through the room. She yelped, her body jerking, but didn't move from her position.

"Do you understand what's happening here?" I asked, my voice low and menacing.

"Yes, sir," she replied, her tone submissive.

"You see, Lara," I said, tracing the now-red skin of her bottom with my fingertips, "You've been given freedom for too long. You need structure, discipline—something only I can provide. I'm going to retrain you, mold you into the obedient partner you were always meant to be."

Her body trembled from the combination of fear and arousal. The room was filled with the thick scent of sex and anticipation. I could hear her trying to steady her breathing, trying to prepare herself for whatever was coming next.

"Spread wider," I ordered.

She moved her feet apart as much as she could, granting me full view of her most intimate parts. My eyes traced the contours of her exposed form, taking in every detail: the flushed skin of her sex, the way her back arched in expectation.

With swift movements, I shed my clothes until I stood naked before her, my erection bobbing slightly from its own weight and need. Lara's gaze flickered towards me, her eyes widening at the sight of my cock, her lips parted in a soft moan.

"Look at me," I commanded, her gaze snapping back to meet mine. "From now on, you will look at me whenever I address you, is that understood?"

"Yes, sir," she breathed, her voice a hushed whisper.

I moved towards her again, my hands tracing her back, the curve of her ass.

"So beautiful," I murmured, more to myself than to her.

Her body quivered at my touch, and her breathing grew shallower. I could feel the anticipation radiating from her, the yearning, the desperation.

My cock was aching for her, but I knew I had to be patient, had to take my time.

"I want to hear you beg for it," I said, my hand gripping her ass tightly. "I want to hear you scream."

Her body tensed, her breath hitching. I slid my hand between her thighs, feeling the heat and wetness there. She was ready, eager.

"Please," she whimpered.

I slipped two fingers inside her, and she gasped, her body arching, her hips bucking.

"You like that, don't you?" I growled.

"Yes, sir," she breathed.

"Say it."

"I like it when you fuck me," she moaned.

My cock twitched, and I increased the tempo of my thrusts, relishing the way her body responded.

"Do you want to come?"

"Yes, sir," she gasped.

I leaned in close, my lips brushing her ear. "Beg for it."

Her body trembled, and her words were breathless. "Please, please let me come. Please, sir."

It was music to my ears, and the last bit of restraint snapped. I withdrew my fingers, eliciting a disappointed whimper from Lara. But that whimper soon turned into a gasp as I grabbed her hips and positioned myself behind her.

My cock was throbbing, eager to claim her, to own her. And in a single, violent thrust, I plunged inside her, her tightness enveloping me. She screamed, her body tensing, her hands clutching the bedsheets.

"Scream for me, whore," I growled, my fingers digging into her hips, holding her firmly in place.

Her cries filled the air as I fucked her hard, my cock pounding her relentlessly. Her body was a trembling, writhing mass of pleasure and pain, and the sounds she made were like a symphony of ecstasy.

This is what she wanted.  Rough, dirty sex where she gave up all her own rights and freedom to get dominated and owned by a man.  But not just any man, now: her boyfriend, me. 

I watched as Lara's submission deepened, her surrender to the carnal instincts that drove us both clear in the ruthless grip of my fingers on her flesh. She was more than just a body beneath me—she was the embodiment of every desire I'd ever known, a perfect vessel for my passion and control.

Each time I thrust into her, I felt her shudder, her moans rising in pitch. Her body was mine to command, and I reveled in the power of it. A brutal rhythm took hold between us, an undeniable force that seemed to push us further into the depths of raw need.

"You're mine," I grunted out between the fierce impacts of our bodies. "Say it."

"I'm yours, Curtis! All yours!" she cried out in a voice thick with lust.

Her plea was met with another punishing thrust, one that drove the air from her lungs in a ragged gasp. Lara's back arched beautifully, presenting herself to me even more, and I felt the coiling tension in my loins begin to grow.

"Come for me, slut," I hissed, feeling the telltale signs of her orgasm approaching. "I want to hear you scream.

Lara's body began to shake, her breathing ragged and erratic. "Please, sir, please let me come. Oh, God, please."

I leaned forward, pressing my chest against her back, the contact adding another layer of intimacy and intensity to the moment. Her head dropped, and I whispered into her ear.

"You're my slut," I growled, the words escaping me before I had time to consider their meaning. "And you're going to come for me."

Those three words were enough to send her over the edge, her orgasm ripping through her like a wildfire. Her screams filled the room, a cacophony of desire and desperation. Her body tensed, and her muscles contracted around my cock, pulling me deeper into her.

"Oh, fuck, yes, Curtis!"

My own release surged forth, and I erupted inside her, coating her insides with my seed.

We collapsed in a tangle of sweat-slickened limbs, our bodies trembling. The aftershocks of pleasure reverberated through us, and we held each other, gasping for air.

This is what she wants, I thought to myself. This is what she craves.

And as I lay there, my body entwined with hers, I knew that I could give her what she needed.

I could be the man she needed.

Because from now on, I was in control.

And this was only the beginning.

***

After the night where I first gave Lara what she craved, and showed her that I could be the dominant man she needed, I started planning.

I didn't trust her.  How could I know she'd remain faithful to me after what happened?  Call me petty, call me insecure, call me controlling.  Maybe I was all of these things, but Lara committed to me, and this is what she got.

So I went online, and I did research.

What would work? What tools could I use to control her behavior?

That's when I found the Persuasion Collar.

The website for it was slick, professional, and discreet. I clicked around, browsing the different options, and reading the testimonials from satisfied customers.

"The Persuasion Collar has changed my life," read one review. "No more fighting, no more drama. My wife does exactly as she's told. Thank you, Persuasion Collar!"

Another review praised the device for "ensuring sexual satisfaction like never before.

After reading the glowing reviews, I decided to order the Persuasion Collar. It would arrive in a few days, and then I could start using it on Lara.

With the collar, I would be able to shape her thoughts and actions. She would be my perfect slave, obedient and willing to do whatever I wanted. No more arguments, no more fighting.

It would be the perfect solution.

And with that purchase, I felt like a weight had been lifted from my shoulders.

I would have her, and only I would fuck her.  Not fucking Rick, or any other random asshole off the street.  ME.  ONLY ME. 

***

The collar arrived discreetly packaged, devoid of any labeling that would betray its contents. I held it in my hands, the cold metal sending a shiver of anticipation down my spine. The Collar was impeccably crafted, its smooth surface interrupted only by a small, unobtrusive keypad and a slender antenna.

Lara was out at the time, unaware of the purchase that could potentially redefine the dynamics of our relationship—of her very existence. It was a heady thought, wrapped in layers of power and control.

That night, I introduced Lara to her new accessory. Her eyes widened with a mixture of curiosity and apprehension as I explained its purpose. Sidestepping her questions about autonomy and free will, I sold it to her as an enhancement to our sexual escapades: an extension of the roleplay we'd experimented with the night before.

At first, she balked, but as my words sank in, her expression changed from one of resistance to intrigue.

"So, if I wear the collar, I'll have no choice but to obey your every command?" she asked, her eyes sparkling with excitement.

"That's right," I replied, unable to conceal the smile tugging at the corners of my mouth. "You'll be mine to command, completely and utterly."

As the reality of the situation dawned on her, Lara's body began to respond to the prospect, her nipples hardening and a flush creeping across her cheeks.

"Well, let's give it a try, then," she said, her voice breathless.

Eagerly, I fastened the collar around her neck, the metal cool against her skin. I input the activation code, and the Collar came to life, a faint hum emanating from its sleek form.

Lara's eyes rolled back in her head, her lips parting in a silent moan as the collar's influence took hold. She looked utterly delectable, and I felt my cock stirring in my pants.

"How does it feel?" I asked, my voice thick with lust.

"Incredible," she replied, her voice a breathy whisper.

A new surge of power coursed through me, knowing that Lara was under the sway of the Collar's potent influence. It was as if her essence had been distilled into pure, unadulterated subservience. There was no hesitation in her gaze now, only a deep, yearning need to obey.

"Stand," I commanded.

Lara rose to her feet with robotic grace, her movements smooth and certain. Her body swayed slightly as she adjusted to the profound sense of surrender that enveloped her. She looked at me, expectant and ripe for direction.

"Good," I murmured, taking in her form. The way the light caught the metallic glint of the collar around her neck made it seem as though it had always been a part of her—a symbol of my dominion over her desires.

I walked around Lara slowly, admiring the view from all sides, letting the tension build. She remained motionless, save for the rise and fall of her chest, her breaths coming in short, shallow bursts.

"You will address me as 'sir' or 'master' from now on," I said, my tone casual, almost disinterested.

"Yes, master," she replied, her voice barely above a whisper.

God, I was loving this.

"Turn around," I instructed. "Show me your ass."

Lara turned, presenting her ample rear to me. Her skirt hugged her curves deliciously, accentuating her feminine shape.

With slow, deliberate movements, I slid a hand up her leg and beneath the hem of her skirt, inching closer to the prize that lay hidden between her thighs. Her panties were already damp with arousal, a clear indication of her submissive nature.

"Have you ever been fucked in the ass, slave?" I asked. My finger traced the outline of her clothed sex, teasing her mercilessly.

"No, sir," she breathed.

"You will, and you'll enjoy it."

As my fingers pressed against her core, I was gratified to feel a fresh surge of wetness, soaking through the fabric. Lara's body betrayed her, reveling in the notion of being taken, used for my pleasure.

The collar was doing its job, enhancing her sexual compliance, honing her natural inclination towards submission.

"Spread your legs," I growled, a note of authority in my voice. "Show me what a filthy slut you are."

She obliged without hesitation, widening her stance and exposing herself to me. Her cheeks flushed crimson, but she held her position, eager to please me.

My hands caressed her firm buttocks, then slipped beneath the waistband of her panties, sliding them down to mid-thigh. Lara's skin was hot to the touch, her body trembling with anticipation.

"Tell me what you want," I purred, my fingers stroking her slick folds, her desire obvious.

"Please fuck me, master," she whimpered. "I need to feel you inside me. Please."

Hearing her beg so prettily pushed me over the edge. My patience was wearing thin, and the need to possess her was overwhelming.

"Bend over," I commanded, unable to hide the urgency in my voice.

Lara bent forward at the waist, placing her hands on her knees to maintain balance.

The sight of her exposed flesh sent a jolt of arousal straight to my groin.

Slowly, I undid my pants and let them drop to the floor, freeing my hard cock. It throbbed, pulsing with anticipation as I positioned myself behind my lovely slave. The tip of my erection brushed against her swollen lips, and she shivered in response.

"Take off your clothes. I want to see all of you."

My order was obeyed instantly, and her skirt and blouse joined her discarded panties in a crumpled heap. She stood naked before me, the faint glint of the collar around her neck the only adornment on her bare skin.

"Finger yourself," I instructed. "Let me watch you come for me."

Lara's hand found its way between her legs, and she began to tease her clit. A sigh of pleasure escaped her lips as she touched herself, and I watched intently, drinking in the erotic display.

"Keep going," I urged, stroking my rigid cock with one hand, while the other cupped Lara's firm ass. "Make yourself come."

Her hips bucked involuntarily, and she moaned, her movements becoming more frantic.

"Look at you," I taunted. "Such a submissive whore."

Watching Lara get off had heightened my own arousal to an almost unbearable degree. My need for release was reaching a fever pitch, and I couldn't wait any longer.

I pulled Lara's body back against mine, burying my erection to the hilt inside her tight hole. She cried out, caught off guard by the sudden penetration, but her momentary discomfort soon gave way to pleasure as I began to fuck her hard and fast.

"Fuck, yes," I grunted, my grip tightening on her hip. "You like that, don't you? Being my little slave."

"Yes!" she moaned. "Please, master, don't stop! Fuck me!"

The combination of the collar's influence and my expertly placed thrusts had Lara spiraling into ecstasy in record time. Her orgasm washed over her, a shuddering wave of blissful abandonment. She writhed in my arms, her body trembling uncontrollably as her climax ebbed and flowed.

I held her close, reveling in the sensation of her wetness coating my cock. She was perfect, utterly broken down to her primal sexual urges. She was a depraved slut—my depraved slut.

As she came down from her peak, she panted, "That was incredible, Master.  Your cock is so big."

I continued to fuck her, the sound of flesh slapping against flesh echoing through the room.

"Tell me how much you love being fucked," I demanded, punctuating each word with a savage thrust.

"I love it," Lara moaned, the words falling easily from her lips. "I'm your slave."

I lost myself in the rhythm of our passion, letting the exquisite sensations of dominance consume me.

I grabbed a fistful of her hair, pulling her head back, exposing her slender neck. She gasped as my lips found her skin, kissing and nipping at her tender flesh.

"Oh God," she whimpered, "I think I'm going to come again..."

She didn't have to wait long.

A low growl rumbled deep in my chest as I felt my release building, a torrent of raw, animalistic desire surging through me. I slammed into her harder than before, my movements becoming frenzied.

"Yes," she gasped. "Oh, yes, please..."

It only took a few more thrusts before the pressure became too much to contain. My orgasm roared forth, and I erupted deep inside Lara. She milked me hungrily, squeezing every last drop of my seed from my twitching cock.

As my heart rate returned to normal, and my breathing steadied, I slowly withdrew from Lara. My knees buckled, and I sank to the floor, completely spent.

She was on her hands and knees beside me, looking flushed and thoroughly satisfied.

"Thank you, master," she whispered, leaning in for a kiss. "Thank you for using me."

I nodded, still lost in the euphoria of the moment.

I glanced down at Lara's collar, feeling another wave of power and pride wash over me.

This was what I relished; the absolute control, the power to bend her will to my desires. The collar—just a symbol, really, but a potent one. It reinforced every command, every order; it was a tangible sign of her submission to me.

Lara's soft lips brushed against mine, and I felt her smile against my skin. There was something intoxicating about the mix of affection and obedience she offered so readily.

I stroked her hair gently, a stark contrast to the roughness that had just transpired. It was a silent promise of the duality within our dynamic – the harsh, commanding master and the nurturing protector.

"You've done well," I praised her, reaffirming her servitude and devotion. "But don't think for a second it's over."

Her eyes sparked with excitement, tinged with a hint of trepidation. Lara understood that this was more than just physical domination—it was an unraveling of her very identity into something that was molded by my control.

As I looked at her, kneeling obediently before me, I felt a surge of affection mixed with pure lust. This was going to be the most pleasurable experience of my life.

And hers...
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