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A hot preview…

"Please, Master," she begged.  "I need to suck your cock."

The way she said it...she NEEDED to suck my cock...hinted at the urgency of her request. I felt the muscles of her throat constrict around me as she swallowed hard. Her tongue flicked out, brushing the tip of my dick, causing another wave of shivers to run down my spine. Her hands began to trace random patterns across my chest before moving down to where my legs met, stroking lightly along my inner thighs.

"Then suck me, my beautiful slut, and serve your master's cock."

Her eyes, a mirror to her desires, twinkled with lust and obedience. She didn't hesitate, shifting her position to bring her mouth tantalizingly close to the throbbing hardness of my flesh. Lara's lips parted, enveloping the head of my cock with practiced ease, swirling her tongue around it in insistent circles that made my grip on her hair tighten.

With each movement, she took me deeper, the wet warmth of her mouth coaxing moans from my lips that mingled with the sounds of her eager sucking. The connection between us intensified with every bob of her head, a testament to the raw hunger and trust that defined our relationship.

The sight before me was beyond erotic; it was a canvas of pure devotion. My beautiful submissive, lost in the act of worship, creating an almost hallowed experience as she pleased me with her mouth. I could feel the suction increasing as she drew on my cock with fervor, her cheeks hollowing with the effort.

She appeared to relish in the role, her fingers caressing my balls tenderly before trailing lower, teasing the sensitive skin behind them. The escalation ignited a fire within me; each stroke built upon the last until I found myself on the precipice of pleasure.

"Lara," I groaned out her name like a sacred mantra as I felt myself nearing release. "You're going to make me come."
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"I can't believe I was so lucky to find you," Lara whispered, looking deep into my eyes. "You're perfect for me."

I pressed a gentle kiss to her forehead before pulling her close, wrapping an arm around her waist and drawing her body against mine, content with this moment of tender intimacy. Our skins still sticky with sweat and her fluids, the lingering smell of sex heavy in the air. It was intoxicating, the scent of our bond as dominance and submission shared together.

"You make me feel so sexy," she murmured quietly, leaning into my chest.

The morning sunlight filtered through the windows, casting a warm glow on our naked forms as we basked in the aftermath of our intense passion. I smiled slowly as I traced patterns on her back with my fingertips, feeling every curve and dip in her skin. She felt small and delicate in my arms, yet incredibly strong at the same time—a paradox that only added to her allure.

Her soft breaths synched with mine as she drifted off to sleep once more. It seemed like she never got enough rest these days, always on edge waiting for me to command her next. But this - this moment of peaceful slumber - was something she truly deserved. A part of me couldn't help but wonder how long it would last before she craved my touch again.

As I lay there watching over her while tossing around ideas for our next scene together, my mind wandered. What did I really want from this relationship? Sure, the sex was fantastic and I couldn't get enough of her submission, but was that enough to sustain me forever?

At the same time, though, I reveled in our new routine.  Lara was no longer the wayward girlfriend, cheating, looking for other guys; now she was totally, utterly loyal.  Part of that of course was due to the collar; but it was also due to my dominance, which had come out after I'd faced the threat of losing her to another guy. I had taken her in hand and turned her from a bratty, cheating girlfriend into a completely devoted submissive who couldn't even think of being with another man.

It was incredible how quickly she had changed. The collar had made her incredibly horny and sexual; she couldn't stop thinking about my cock,

It's clear that Lara's body and mind were completely devoted to me now, her submissive nature exposed and nurtured by my domination. Every need, every desire, flows through me. As I lay beside her in the warm morning sunlight, basking in the afterglow of our shared passion, I could feel the soft rise and fall of her chest as she breathed deeply, each exhale carrying an audible sigh of contentment. I ran my fingers through her silky hair, tracing lazy patterns on her shoulder blades and down her spine before trailing down to her ass cheeks. She squirmed slightly in her sleep, arching her back to give access for my touch to explore more intimately. Her eyelids fluttered open then closed again quickly as if she was still caught in those dreamy moments between wakefulness and sleep.

"Master," she whispered, voice thick with arousal. I leaned forward to capture her lips in a kiss, tasting myself on her mouth. The taste of our love-making lingers there, sweet and tangy with our mixed fluids. She kissed me back hungrily, groaning into the contact.

A wicked grin spread across my face as you slid my hand lower, between her thighs. Her pussy was slick with our combined juices; she was already wet for me again. I parted her folds and teased at her clit with my thumb until she gasped.

"Oh, Master," she moaned softly, her body trembling under my touch. "I need you inside me."

Her words sent shivers of anticipation through my spine, and I smiled to myself as I kissed her forehead again. "Soon, my pet. We'll be together soon."

Without warning, I began to move between her legs, pressing my erection against her slick entrance. She gasped as I slowly pushed inside her, filling her up once more. The tight heat of her sex felt incredible around me, the muscles of her ass clenching and unclenching as she adjusted to my size. Every inch inside her was pure bliss - every stroke deepening our connection.

As I moved in and out of her wet pussy, Lara's moans filled the room, punctuated by gasps for air as I took control once more. Her eyes fluttered open lazily; she seemed to be caught between wakefulness and sleep as she stared at me with a look of pure adoration. Her fingers dug into my shoulders as she wrapped them around my neck in encouragement.

"Yes... oh god yes..." She murmured softly between breaths.

Her hips bucked upward, meeting mine with each thrust, begging for more as we moved together in this sensual rhythm that had become so natural to us now. The bed creaked under our weight with every rocking motion; the soft cotton sheets tangled around our bodies like vines binding us together forever.

As we fucked, my hands roamed freely over her naked flesh, cupping her breasts, massaging her ass cheeks, teasing her clit, and stroking her hair.

My fingers trailed up her side and brushed against the smooth leather collar. I gripped the ring and pulled it firmly, forcing her to look up at me. Our eyes met and held for a moment before she closed hers again, letting out a soft whimper of pleasure. Her pussy contracted around my shaft in response, pulling me deeper into her depths.

As Lara writhed beneath me in ecstasy, I couldn't help but feel that I was truly fulfilling my purpose. Being inside her gave me power and made her completely submissive - something which she had needed.

She was my slut, and I was the only man she could ever desire. I was in total control now.

The room was filled with the sounds of our passionate entanglement, the rhythmic slap of skin against skin, mingling with the symphony of our moans and gasps. Pleasure surged through my veins with every thrust, every delicious slide of my cock inside her. I could feel her surrendering completely to me, her body a vessel for my desires.

Lara's hands clutched at the sheets beneath her, her nails leaving red marks in their wake. As I brought her to the brink of orgasm, her body tensed and trembled beneath mine, begging for release. I could see the desperation in her eyes, the plea for permission to let go.

With a predatory smile, I quickened my pace, driving into her relentlessly. Her back arched off the bed, a strangled cry escaping her lips as she shattered into pieces around me. I reveled in the power I held over her. The way I could reduce this strong-willed woman to nothing but a quivering mess of pleasure.

But as she rode out the waves of her orgasm, a flicker of doubt passed through my mind. Was this all there was? The intoxicating dance of power and submission that we had fallen into had consumed us both, but what would happen once the novelty wore off? Would we be left empty and searching for something more?

My breath hitched as I watched Lara come down from her high, her chest heaving with each ragged breath. Her eyes fluttered open, and she looked at me with a mix of desire and vulnerability. In that moment, I saw beyond our roles as dominant and submissive. There was something deeper between us that I hadn't been able to put into words until now - love.

I loved her, and even though we were playing with the deepest of emotions and power dynamics, I knew that the relationship between us would never end. Even if the physical part of it stopped - when I took the collar off - she would still be devoted to me and our relationship. She would always belong to me, her Master; and I would always be her Owner.

Leaning forward, I placed a tender kiss on her forehead before reaching up and undoing her collar. Lara blinked in surprise before slowly nodding in understanding. There was no need for words between us now; we had passed beyond that level of communication long ago. We had a deeper connection than mere words could ever express.

I rose from the bed and grabbed her bathrobe from its hook on the back of the bathroom door, wrapping it around her small frame before scooping her up into my arms.

"C'mere, pet," I murmured, the timbre in my voice a soothing contrast to the roughness of our previous actions. I carried her effortlessly to the adjoining bathroom, filled with steam and the scent of sandalwood from the incense burning on the counter. The large bathtub already filled with warm water and bubbles invited us to continue our morning ritual.

She leaned against me, her robe parting slightly to reveal the tender skin I had claimed not moments ago. As we settled into the bath, I could feel her muscles relax further, her body molding perfectly against mine as she sank back into my chest. The water lapped at our bodies while I let my fingers dance along her arms, drawing lazy circles that mirrored the ones from earlier on her back.

Lara rested her head against my shoulder, eyes closed peacefully as if each touch washed away any lingering tension. She hummed softly, a sound of pure contentment that resonated in my chest. This was where she belonged, right here with me — no words needed as our breathing synchronized in silent harmony.

Scenarios of power play, chains and whips were washed away by the bathwater. Here we were just two souls entwined intimately beyond the allures of domination and submission. But even as I pondered these thoughts, I couldn't ignore the intrinsic need within me — to dominate her was as essential as breathing. And Lara's submission was just as fundamental to her essence.

I brushed aside a wet lock of hair from her face and whispered against her ear, "You are mine."

Her only response was a subtle tightening of her grip on my hand resting at her mid-section, her eyelids fluttering open momentarily in acknowledgment. And that was all there was to it; we knew this. It had come so far already that it seemed almost ridiculous for me to doubt myself.

As I held her in my arms, I couldn't help but think about how much had changed over the course of these past few weeks. Who knew what would have happened if I hadn't taken the bull by the horns and acted on my instincts that night in the bar? What if I had let my fears control me? Where would we be today?

With every passing minute, I fell more and more in love with Lara - both her mind and her body. As long as I had her, I'd be content for the rest of my life. This moment of utter tranquility was what I had strived for, fought for even. And now it was real.

I let my fingers run over her breasts, which had gotten bigger from the Collar's power. Lara gasped under the touch, then relaxed again. Her nipple hardened against my palm as I cupped one mound in my hand, squeezing gently. A smile played across my lips at the feeling of her smooth skin sliding between my fingertips.

"Oh God," she moaned quietly, pressing her hips back against me. Even after our vigorous morning workout, she still craved more, and I wouldn't disappoint her.

"Do you want me inside you?" I purred into her ear while letting my other hand wander between her legs, teasing her clit before slipping lower.

Lara's response was immediate and fervent, a strangled, "Yes, Master," leaving her lips in a heated whisper. I could feel the pulse of her desire beneath my fingertips, slick and inviting. It was a testament to our insatiable hunger for one another, an appetite that knew no satiety.

There in the bath, the water swirling around us became an accomplice to our lust. My movements were unhurried yet deliberate, stirring the warmth of the water and echoing the building heat within us. Her body yielded to my ministrations, opening to me as if flower petals unfurling to drink in the sunlight.

With exquisite slowness, I slid deep inside her once more. The water acted as both cushion and caress, amplifying each sensation as we moved together in a dance as old as time itself. The gentle waves we created lapped at our entwined bodies while our sounds of pleasure rose above the soft background hum of the room.

And then there was a shift - a subtle change in rhythm as we reached for something beyond just physical connection. In this sanctum of steam and scented air, the walls that separate the worlds of dominance and submission dissolved until there was no barrier between us, nothing holding us apart from one another.

Our souls met through the flesh. The intimacy of our union transcended anything that I had known before. There were no roles anymore - no barriers that divided us - just two beings sharing all they had to give. With this realization came a rush of emotions that threatened to overwhelm me as we reached our climax together - an explosion of light and color that seemed to last forever, yet left me empty once it had passed.

"God," Lara sighed, breathless as she turned her face toward me with an exhausted smile.

"I can't remember ever being happier than when I'm here with you." Her voice was husky, her eyes dark with unspoken desires as she gazed up at me expectantly. "Master," she added belatedly with an almost coy grin, knowing full well how those two words affected me.

The corners of my mouth twitched with the ghost of a smirk as I leaned down to plant a tender kiss on her waiting lips. The familiar taste of her - sweet and intoxicating - lingered on my tongue and only served to rekindle my lust. After pulling back from the embrace, I flashed a cocky grin and teased, "I can think of one thing that might make you happier still..."

Her body trembled at my suggestive tone, a quiet sigh escaping her lips as I began kissing my way across her chest to where her pert nipples waited impatiently for attention. Taking one taut bud between my lips, I sucked and licked the sensitive flesh until she writhed beneath me - begging for mercy as I brought her right to the edge and held her there, suspended on the precipice of ecstasy.

"Oh please," she whimpered between gasps. "I need you, Master."

The sound of her breathless plea was all I needed to hear as I plunged into her depths without warning. She cried out in surprise and pleasure, back arching as if trying to push us closer together than even possible. Her inner walls clenched around me like a vice grip as the shock wore off and her body adjusted to accommodate my size. The feeling of her surrounding me completely was exquisite; her scent filled my nostrils while her body cradled my aching cock with warm velvet.

Once Lara had adapted to my intrusion, she began grinding her hips against mine - desperate for friction as she sought release. My mouth continued its exploration of her body - licking, nibbling, and sucking every exposed patch of skin within reach. But I knew it wouldn't be long before she couldn't hold back anymore. The muscles of her abdomen quivered in anticipation as I felt her orgasm approach fast and furious, coiling within her like a tightly wound spring ready to explode.

The pace quickened as she moaned louder with each stroke, our movements becoming more frenzied until finally, we reached our peak together - the tension that had been building overpowering us both until we crashed over the edge in a tsunami of pure bliss. For several moments, all either of us could do was lay there spent in silence save for our labored breathing. Eventually, though, our senses slowly returned.

After a few minutes, I propped myself up on one elbow and gazed down at Lara's sated expression before giving her a wink. "See what I meant?" I chuckled wryly, watching as the color rose in her cheeks once more.

She shook her head in amusement and laughed along with me, her body still vibrating from the aftershocks of climax. "I never doubted you, Master," she replied sheepishly, her eyes twinkling mischievously.

My cock twitched at her words - an involuntary reflex at this point - and I couldn't resist claiming another kiss, savoring the taste of her tongue on mine. She was mine and mine alone...

And as we lay in the afterglow of our shared ecstasy, the resonance of our intertwined spirits began to quietly settle back into the fibers of our beings. The bathwater had cooled slightly, a gentle reminder that time had not stood still for us, although in those moments, it certainly seemed to.

Lara nestled closer, her head finding the familiar spot upon my chest. I wrapped an arm around her, the other hand still idly playing with strands of her damp hair. The intimacy of our silence was profound, each breath we took a shared rhythm, an unspoken declaration of our bond.

I thought about what had brought us to this point—every struggle, every doubt, every fear I had overcome. Each one seemed so insignificant now that she was here with me in this sanctuary we had carved out for ourselves. It was in these quiet afternoons, away from the world's prying eyes and the demands of our roles, that I found myself most at peace. Here, with Lara's heart beating against mine, I could almost forget about the Collar and its power.

The power... a necessity that became a catalyst for so much more. It was true; it had changed us both physically—gifting enduring vitality and heightened passions—but it was the emotional and spiritual metamorphosis that left me in awe. The Collar might have been the key to unlocking this new existence, but it was Lara who showed me what true surrender meant—not just of the body but of the soul.

She stirred in my arms, lifting her head to look up at me with those luminous eyes that seemed to hold entire galaxies within them. "What are you thinking about, Master?" she asked softly, reading my mind as easily as ever.

"You."

"Me? Why?" she questioned curiously.

"Because everything I've ever wanted in life has come down to you... to this moment..."

Her expression turned serious as she searched my face for any hint of deception, finally giving a satisfied nod. "I think I understand now... what you mean when you say that this is what you've always wanted."

I watched her closely, trying to see into the depths of her soul—trying to fathom just how much she'd changed in the weeks since we had met. But there was something different about her... some element of the person she used to be that had disappeared forever during our journey together.

I sighed.

"There will be changes, you know..."

She nodded somberly. "I know... But we'll handle them together, right?"

I smiled. "Right."

Her words sent a thrill through my heart. The idea of facing whatever challenges may come head-on with her by my side made me feel invincible. There wasn't a force on earth strong enough to tear us apart, no obstacle insurmountable to our combined strength. We would weather whatever storms awaited us like two trees standing firm against the raging seas.

"Thank you," I murmured against her forehead before pressing another tender kiss there. She leaned into me as if seeking to absorb some of my essence through osmosis, inhaling deeply and closing her eyes once again as she exhaled slowly. The warmth of her breath ghosted across my skin, raising goosebumps in its wake as it traveled downwards, caressing every inch of me until I felt lightheaded.

Lara giggled, the sound reminding me of wind chimes gently swaying in a summer breeze.

She opened her eyes and locked gazes with me, her voice thick with emotion as she uttered one simple truth that held infinite possibilities: "I love you."

Our lips crashed together with renewed urgency—a kiss laden with promise and the unspoken understanding that nothing else mattered. This moment belonged only to us. Everything else could wait.

"Please, Master," she begged.  "I need to suck your cock."

The way she said it...she NEEDED to suck my cock...hinted at the urgency of her request. I felt the muscles of her throat constrict around me as she swallowed hard. Her tongue flicked out, brushing the tip of my dick, causing another wave of shivers to run down my spine. Her hands began to trace random patterns across my chest before moving down to where my legs met, stroking lightly along my inner thighs.

"Then suck me, my beautiful slut, and serve your master's cock."

Her eyes, a mirror to her desires, twinkled with lust and obedience. She didn't hesitate, shifting her position to bring her mouth tantalizingly close to the throbbing hardness of my flesh. Lara's lips parted, enveloping the head of my cock with practiced ease, swirling her tongue around it in insistent circles that made my grip on her hair tighten.

With each movement, she took me deeper, the wet warmth of her mouth coaxing moans from my lips that mingled with the sounds of her eager sucking. The connection between us intensified with every bob of her head, a testament to the raw hunger and trust that defined our relationship.

The sight before me was beyond erotic; it was a canvas of pure devotion. My beautiful submissive, lost in the act of worship, creating an almost hallowed experience as she pleased me with her mouth. I could feel the suction increasing as she drew on my cock with fervor, her cheeks hollowing with the effort.

She appeared to relish in the role, her fingers caressing my balls tenderly before trailing lower, teasing the sensitive skin behind them. The escalation ignited a fire within me; each stroke built upon the last until I found myself on the precipice of pleasure.

"Lara," I groaned out her name like a sacred mantra as I felt myself nearing release. "You're going to make me come."

Her response was immediate—a hum that vibrated against me and doubled my pleasure. It was all the encouragement I needed. With Lara’s name on my lips, I surrendered to sensation—the rush of climax surging through me as if it were being pulled from my very soul. Every part of my body seemed to tingle as waves of bliss coursed through me, carrying me away into weightlessness while her tongue continued lapping up the last drops of seed spilling from me.

After some time, when my heartbeat had slowed once again to normal, I reached out to cup Lara's face and tilt her chin toward me. I gazed at her lovingly before pressing another soft kiss on those full red lips that had brought me such joy. "Thank you."

She smiled. "Anytime."

Our eyes locked briefly before we both burst into laughter at the innuendo. How many times had this same conversation played out? But for all the banter, there was no question of whether or not it was true. She really was willing to do anything to please me. That knowledge only intensified the feelings bubbling up within my chest, and I could tell she felt the same by the way her body trembled ever so slightly at the touch of my fingertips tracing patterns across her bare skin.

"Now go get dressed," I said, patting her ass gently.  "There's a lot to do today."

"Of course, Master," she replied before rising from her knees and disappearing down the hall, leaving me alone with my thoughts once more.

My gaze drifted lazily around the room, settling on the small wooden box that sat on the side table near the tub. The Collar... I'd worn it all of fifteen minutes before placing it in that box where it remained. In those few moments of its power coursing through my veins, I'd been overcome with lust - a pure, primal need unlike any I'd felt in my life. You see, it worked differently on me, as the owner; it had turned me into a dark, rough, dominant alpha male in my truest form, the counterpart to Lara's submissive bimbo. When I was under its spell, the thought of using force to get what I wanted made my cock throb. It would be so easy. I could bend her to my will. Break her. Fuck her until she submitted utterly, begging for more, screaming my name, writhing beneath me as I filled her with my cum over and over.

Then what? Would that be enough? No. I want to earn her submission. Her love. I want to be worthy of her submission and devotion. She wants that too. And because she knows me and understands how strong my desire to own her body and soul is, she has offered herself up willingly to fulfill that desire. She gives me all the control. Because she loves me.

The soft melody of Lara's humming reached my ears, drawing me out of reverie. Turning my head toward the source of sound, I found her standing just outside the doorway wearing nothing but one of my white t-shirts, her long blonde hair tumbling over slender shoulders in loose waves. Her gaze met mine across the distance separating us, and she smiled shyly before speaking. "I hope you don't mind, Master, but I couldn't find anything else in my wardrobe."

She had a point—she did have virtually zero clothing choices that fit her new, highly sexualized bimbo body. "Come here, beautiful."

My voice commanded obedience, and she moved quickly toward me, closing the distance between us with purposeful strides that carried her across the room. As she neared, I held out my hand. She took hold of it, allowing herself to be pulled against my chest. Our lips met for another brief kiss before breaking apart.

"You're perfect," I murmured before taking hold of her wrist and lifting it so that I could place another chaste kiss there. She melted into me, leaning back until our foreheads touched and we stood entwined together as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

A feeling of warmth surrounded us, enveloping me in comfort as I breathed in her scent—musky yet sweet, reminding me of flowers and citrus fruit. My free arm slid around her waist, pulling her closer as she nuzzled my neck. The sensation sent shivers racing up my spine and caused my heart rate to increase, making my pulse pound loudly in my ears.

When at last Lara lifted her head, I saw tears glistening upon her cheeks. "Master," she whispered, her voice breaking slightly as she gazed lovingly at me. "I never knew happiness like this could exist."

And in those words, I found myself uttering a prayer of thanksgiving—a blessing bestowed upon two souls who have discovered love amongst life's myriad distractions and trials.

Roughly, I grunted, pulling the shirt up so I had access to her pussy.  I sat her upon my lap, and guided my cock to her slit; it was juicy, wet, dripping, and ready for me. In one motion, I thrust into her. The heat of her body enveloped me; she moaned quietly, her eyes closing in bliss as her hands gripped my shoulders tightly. Then slowly I pulled out again before pushing deep inside once more—feeling her muscles contract around my shaft while her fingernails dug into my flesh.

With every movement, my dick moved deeper inside of her, filling her completely. Her breathing grew heavier, faster. My fingers caressed her soft skin, exploring each curve and valley as though mapping out her body with every stroke. Her body trembled, and then suddenly she started to shudder uncontrollably. With each thrust, her hips bucked upwards towards my cock. A gasp escaped her lips; followed by a string of mumbled words as she climaxed around my length.

A rush of warm liquid flowed over me, and I knew she'd finished. Slowly, I pulled out of her and set her on the ground.

She leaned against my chest panting heavily, but her eyes shone bright with adoration. Her lips curved upward slightly as she brushed away strands of golden hair that fell across her face, then lifted my hand, kissing it tenderly.

"That was wonderful," she murmured softly, her breath warm against my palm.

"Yes, it was," I agreed.

Her eyes sparkled mischievously, and a grin formed on her face. "Do you think we should try something else?"

I laughed and shook my head. "You know I'm always up for experimentation, baby."

She smiled wider. "I'll get right on it."

A second later, her head dipped between my legs. With a quick flick of her tongue, she licked the head of my cock before taking it between her lips. Her tongue swirled around the tip, licking away every drop of pre-cum that dripped from the slit. Then she engulfed me completely, her lips sliding down the shaft.

The sensation was incredible, sending shivers of pleasure shooting through my body. As she sucked harder and faster, the pressure built until it became unbearable. My balls tightened, and I felt myself explode inside her mouth. Thick spurts of hot cum gushed out, coating her throat and filling her stomach.

Her eyes widened as she swallowed, drinking greedily. My orgasm seemed endless, and I had to pull away after several moments. "Wow," I gasped, catching my breath.

"Oh yes, wow indeed," she purred, wiping the corner of her mouth and licking off the remains of my cum.

We spent a few minutes cuddling before deciding it was time to start the day. With a final kiss goodbye, Lara headed to her bedroom to prepare, and I headed downstairs to prepare for the day.
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