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A hot preview…

The morning passed quickly as we explored her new form, with me testing how far the collar's control over her went. We experimented with a variety of things, including having her call me 'Daddy', making her strip down and pose for me, and even having her perform an impromptu lap-dance for me while wearing nothing but a pair of heels.

The final test was one that was both pleasurable and important to us both: having her worship my cock.

She knelt before me, her eyes filled with awe as she stared up at me. Her lips were parted, her tongue darting out to moisten them as she gazed upon my erect cock. She was naked, her body exposed and on display for me, and I felt a surge of desire as I looked down at her.

"You know what I want," I said, my voice thick with anticipation. "What do you say?"

"Please," she breathed, her hand reaching out to caress my thigh. "Let me pleasure you, Daddy."

"Yes," I groaned, letting my hand drop to the back of her head and pull her closer. "Suck Daddy's cock. Let me see those lips wrapped around my dick."
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The next several weeks passed in a similar fashion, Lara and I delved deeper into our passions, exploring each other and the limits of our desires. It was a dance of dominance and submission, a ritual we perfected with every passing day. The rest of the world faded into insignificance when we were together, nothing mattered except the connection between us.

By day, we played the roles society demanded. I ran my business with a firm hand, projecting the image of the successful entrepreneur, while Lara attended to her own endeavors. She had started her own blog, discussing fashion and lifestyle for women like her — unapologetically sensual and empowered in their sexuality.

But as dusk fell and we returned to our sanctuary, our private universe where only we existed, Lara transformed once again into my eager submissive. Each evening she'd wait for me in her chosen attire — or lack thereof — ready to serve. I commanded and she obeyed; our love thrived on this balance.

Our exploration took us to new heights: bondage sessions that tested her endurance, edging games that left her trembling and desperate for release, and of course, countless mind-bending orgasms. But most of all, it was the way I took charge of her body that Lara loved most, molding her to my desire, turning her into a living embodiment of my will.

One night, as I entered the bedroom to find her waiting for me, I was struck by an idea. The sight of Lara kneeling at the foot of the bed, dressed in the black leather corset and fishnet stockings I had ordered her to wear, made my cock swell with desire. But tonight, I wanted more.

"Stand up and turn around," I said, my voice low and commanding. She obeyed without hesitation, rising to her feet and facing away from me. As she did so, I moved behind her, admiring the way the corset accentuated her hourglass figure, pushing her ample breasts up and out. Her ass was round and firm, the pale flesh perfectly complemented by the sheer black stockings.

I reached out and brushed a lock of her hair aside, exposing the smooth column of her neck. Then I leaned in, inhaling her scent and enjoying the way she shivered at my touch.

"I want you to do something for me," I whispered in her ear. "I want you to say yes to anything I ask of you tonight, without question or hesitation. Can you do that for me?"

She nodded, a slight smile tugging at the corners of her lips. "Yes, Master."

The sound of her voice, breathless with anticipation, sent a jolt of arousal through my body. My cock was rock-hard now, straining against the fabric of my pants.

"Good girl," I murmured, running my hands along the curves of her body. "Now, get on your knees and suck my cock."

She sank to the floor obediently, her fingers deftly unfastening my belt and freeing my erection. Without a word, she took me into her mouth, her lips stretching around my thick shaft. A low groan escaped my throat as she began to bob her head, her tongue swirling over the sensitive tip.

I tangled my hands in her hair, guiding her movements, my hips rocking in time with her motions. The pleasure was intense, but I knew it was just the beginning. Tonight, I was going to push her limits, explore new boundaries.

"That's enough," I said, pulling her off me. "Stand up."

She stood before me, her cheeks flushed and her chest heaving, her nipples straining against the confines of the corset.

"Undress me," I ordered.

She began to unbutton my shirt, her hands trembling with excitement. When she had removed my shirt, she dropped to her knees again, sliding my pants and boxers down my legs. I stepped out of them, my cock bobbing in front of her face.

"Kiss it," I commanded.

She leaned forward and pressed her lips to the tip of my shaft, then swirled her tongue around the sensitive head. The sensation made me groan, and I tightened my grip on her hair.

"Do you like serving me?" I asked, my voice low and gruff.

"Yes, Master," she breathed, her eyes meeting mine. "I love it."

"Show me how much you love it," I growled, pulling her head toward my cock. She opened her mouth eagerly, taking me deep inside. As her lips stretched around my girth, I thrust forward, burying myself in her throat.

Her eyes widened and her body stiffened, but she didn't pull away. Instead, she swallowed me deeper, her throat contracting around my shaft. I groaned with pleasure, reveling in the feeling of dominating her, possessing her completely.

As she sucked and licked, her movements growing faster and more frenzied, I knew she was lost in the pleasure, consumed by the need to serve. And as she gazed up at me, her eyes filled with devotion and desire, I felt a surge of power, a sense of control that went beyond the physical.

"Stop," I said, pulling back. "On the bed, on your back. Now."

Lara scrambled to comply, laying back on the bed with her legs spread wide. Her pussy was already slick with arousal, and her hips arched off the bed, her body aching for my touch.

"You want me inside you," I said, a statement rather than a question.

"Yes, Master," she gasped, her voice heavy with need. "Please."

"I want you too," I replied, climbing onto the bed and settling between her thighs. "But not yet."

With one hand, I pinned her wrists above her head, the other moving between her legs. I stroked her pussy, teasing her clit and making her moan with desire.

"Look at me," I commanded, watching her eyes as my fingers pushed inside her. Her pupils were dilated, her gaze locked on mine.

"Who do you belong to?" I asked, thrusting my fingers deeper.

"You, Master," she panted, her hips bucking against my hand.

"And what do you want?"

"I want you to fuck me," she gasped, her breathing ragged. "Please."

I smiled, withdrawing my fingers and positioning the head of my cock against her entrance. With one powerful thrust, I buried myself inside her, her pussy stretching to accommodate my girth.

A cry of pleasure escaped her lips as I filled her, and she writhed beneath me, her body trembling with desire.

"Who do you belong to?" I demanded again, driving into her with relentless force.

"You, Master," she gasped, her fingernails digging into the sheets.

That's right," I growled, the sound of our skin slapping together echoing through the room. With each powerful thrust, I claimed her more fully, marking her as mine in the most primal way possible. She was mine to use, to please, to control—and she relished every moment of it.

The friction built, the heat between us intensifying as we moved together in a dance as old as time. Lara's moans became more fervent, her body quaking on the edge of release. I leaned down to capture her lips with mine, kissing her fiercely as I felt my own climax building within.

"Are you ready?" I whispered against her mouth, teasing her with the promise of what was to come.

"Yes, Master! Please!" she pleaded between gasps, her eyes pleading with raw hunger.

I pulled out for a moment, an act that was almost painful in its necessity before slamming back into her with renewed vigor. Her cries filled the room, a testament to the power of our shared passion.

The rhythm was relentless, an expression of the depth of our feelings for each other, and the intensity of the moment was nearly overwhelming. Lara's body arched off the bed, her muscles tensing as the first waves of pleasure coursed through her.

"Come for me," I commanded, my voice harsh with desire.

Lara's body responded instantly, her pussy clenching around me as her orgasm exploded through her. Her screams of ecstasy filled the room, her body shuddering beneath me as she rode the waves of her release.

And as her body writhed in the throes of pleasure, I gave in to my own desires, surrendering to the raw, primal urge to claim her completely. With one final thrust, I buried myself deep inside her, my cock pulsing as I poured my seed into her eager, unprotected womb.

The power of our shared release was overwhelming, a moment of pure bliss that left us both breathless and sated. As our bodies came down from the high, we clung to each other, sharing soft kisses and murmured words of affection.

In that moment, we were more than just lovers; we were bound together, united by a connection deeper than either of us could have ever imagined. Our hearts and minds, bodies and souls—we were truly one.

I pulled out of her slowly, savoring the last traces of pleasure, then collapsed onto the bed beside her. Lara nestled against me, her head resting on my chest, and sighed contentedly.

"Thank you," she whispered, her fingers tracing light circles on my skin.

"For what?" I asked, gazing down at her with a smile.

"For giving me what I need," she replied, returning my smile. "For showing me that this is what I want."

Her words stirred something deep within me, a feeling of pride and satisfaction that went beyond mere pleasure. It was a sense of accomplishment, a realization that I had helped her find her true self.

"I love you," I said, cupping her cheek in my hand.

"I love you too," she replied, leaning into my touch.

The rest of the world might not understand the relationship we had, the way we expressed our love. But none of that mattered. What was important was the connection between us, the way we made each other feel.

The fact was, she was the best thing that had ever happened to me.

And as we drifted off to sleep, our bodies entwined and our hearts connected, I knew that she felt the same way.

The next morning, Lara and I woke up still entangled in each other's arms. There was a warm glow about her, an inner light that radiated outwards. Her smile was infectious, her laughter like music to my ears.

"I can't believe I get to wake up next to you every morning," she said, planting a soft kiss on my cheek.

I grinned and pulled her closer, reveling in the feeling of her body pressed against mine. "Neither can I," I replied.

We stayed like that for a few moments longer, basking in the warmth and intimacy of the moment. Then, reluctantly, we rose from the bed and got ready for the day ahead.

I dressed casually, a simple shirt and slacks, but Lara was a vision in a tight, low-cut top and a mini skirt that barely covered her ass. She'd gone all-out with her make-up, her lips a luscious shade of red and her eyes accentuated with smoky shadow.

"What are you staring at?" she asked, playfully striking a pose.

"Just admiring the view," I replied, drinking in the sight of her. "You look amazing."

She laughed, a light, airy sound. "Why, thank you," she said, her voice dripping with false modesty.

I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her close, inhaling the scent of her hair. She was intoxicating, a potent mixture of lust and love.

"You know, we're going to have to go out at some point," I said, my voice low and seductive. "But first, I think we should take care of a few things..."

My hand slid down her back, cupping her ass and giving it a firm squeeze.

She shivered with anticipation, her body pressed against mine. "Like what?" she asked, her voice a breathy whisper.

"I think you should dump your birth control pills."

It was not a suggestion, not a command, but rather a *thought* that went directly from my will into Lara's. The collar had bound her to me in a way I didn't fully understand, making it so that when I truly willed something, deep inside, Lara had to do it. As in...

There was no choice.

I watched her eyes glaze over, her body relaxing against mine as my will became hers. I knew, instinctively, that the idea would plant itself inside her, growing and evolving until she couldn't stop herself from doing what I wanted.

Lara was changing before my eyes, and there was nothing she could do to stop it.

I took a step back, admiring the view as Lara's breasts swelled, the fabric of her top straining to contain them. Her waist narrowed, her hips widening as her skirt grew tighter and shorter. Her lips plumped up, her cheekbones sharpening as her features took on a distinctly bimboesque cast.

"Oh... wow," she breathed, her hand moving to her chest as her breathing quickened. "This feels so good, Master..."

"I know," I said, smiling as her eyes flicked to my crotch, where my cock was hardening at the sight of her transformation. "And we're just getting started."

Lara bit her lip, her eyes darkening with desire.

"So...I should dump my birth control pills, right?" she giggled.

"Yes. Do it now."

The command was unnecessary, but hearing her repeat the thought aloud made my cock throb.

"Okay, Master," she replied, a smirk tugging at the corner of her lips. "Whatever you say."

I watched as she retrieved the box of pills from her purse and dumped the contents into the toilet. I could see the gears turning in her mind, the conflict between her desire to obey and the rational part of her that knew she was flushing her contraceptives away.

"Good girl," I said, pulling her into a kiss. She melted against me, her body pressing against mine.

"Now," I murmured, my hands moving down to cup her ass, "let's see what else we can do."

"Mmm," she purred, grinding her hips against mine. "What did you have in mind, Master?"

"I think it's time we found you a new wardrobe," I replied, my voice low and husky. "One that shows off your assets."

"Oh, yes," she moaned, her eyes fluttering closed as she imagined herself dressed in skimpy, revealing outfits.

I reached up and tugged at the zipper on the front of her top, letting the fabric fall away and exposing her bare breasts.

"Fuck," I growled, my hands moving to caress the soft flesh.

"Is this what you had in mind, Master?" she asked, arching her back and pushing her tits into my hands.

"It's a start," I replied, pinching her nipples and making her gasp with pleasure. "But we're just getting started."

"Oh, god," she moaned, her body quivering with anticipation.

"Turn around," I ordered, releasing her.

She obeyed without hesitation, her hips swaying as she turned to face the mirror. Her skirt rode up, exposing her ass, and I couldn't resist reaching out and giving it a firm slap.

"Fuck," she groaned, her breath coming in short gasps. "That feels so good, Master."

"Good," I replied, my hand moving to the hem of her skirt and slowly dragging it up over her ass, exposing the thin, lacy thong that barely covered her pussy. "Because you're going to need to get used to this feeling."

"Mmm," she moaned, her hands moving to cup her tits. "You're going to make me addicted to your cock, aren't you, Master?"

"Yes," I replied, sliding the tip of my finger under the edge of her thong and teasing her wet slit. "And I'm going to make sure you can't live without it."

Lara gasped, her hips bucking against my touch. "Please," she begged, her voice strained with desire. "I need it."

I could see the urgency in her eyes, the need to be fucked, to be used. And I was more than happy to oblige.

With a growl, I ripped her thong away, the shredded fabric falling to the floor. Then, with one swift motion, I grabbed her hips and plunged my cock deep inside her tight, wet pussy.

"Oh, god," she cried out, her hands gripping the edge of the counter as I slammed into her.

I was ruthless, driving into her with relentless force, claiming her body as mine.

"Look at yourself," I ordered, my voice harsh with desire.

She stared into the mirror, her eyes glazed with pleasure as she watched me pound into her.

"You see that whore in the mirror?" I grunted. "The one who can't do anything without a good hot dose of her Master's cum first thing in the morning?"

"Yes," she moaned, her legs trembling as she struggled to stay upright.

"That's you," I growled, my hands gripping her hips tight.

"Yes," she whimpered, her eyes locked on mine.

"Now come for me, Lara. Come on my cock like the horny slut you are."

Her body tensed, her muscles clenching around me. I could feel her teetering on the edge of orgasm, her breathing ragged and uneven.

"Come," I commanded, my voice low and menacing.

"Oh god, oh god, oh god!" she screamed, her body convulsing as the waves of pleasure crashed over her.

I held her tightly, my own release building within. As her cries of ecstasy echoed through the room, I exploded inside her, my cock throbbing as I pumped her full of my seed.

"That's it," I murmured, my voice low and steady. "Take it all, Lara. Let it fill you up."

We clung to each other, lost in the aftershocks of our shared pleasure, our bodies joined as one.

"Thank you, Master," she gasped, her forehead resting against the mirror. "It feels so good, having you inside me."

I kissed her shoulder, pulling her close. "You're welcome," I replied. "Because I'm nowhere near done with you yet."

The morning passed quickly as we explored her new form, with me testing how far the collar's control over her went. We experimented with a variety of things, including having her call me 'Daddy', making her strip down and pose for me, and even having her perform an impromptu lap-dance for me while wearing nothing but a pair of heels.

The final test was one that was both pleasurable and important to us both: having her worship my cock.

She knelt before me, her eyes filled with awe as she stared up at me. Her lips were parted, her tongue darting out to moisten them as she gazed upon my erect cock. She was naked, her body exposed and on display for me, and I felt a surge of desire as I looked down at her.

"You know what I want," I said, my voice thick with anticipation. "What do you say?"

"Please," she breathed, her hand reaching out to caress my thigh. "Let me pleasure you, Daddy."

"Yes," I groaned, letting my hand drop to the back of her head and pull her closer. "Suck Daddy's cock. Let me see those lips wrapped around my dick."

Lara's eyes fluttered closed as she pressed her mouth against the swollen head of my cock, her tongue licking hungrily at my length. She moaned softly, her fingernails digging into my thigh as she took me deeper, my cock sliding easily between her plump lips.

Her head bobbed up and down as she moved back and forth, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked and licked. The sensation was incredible, the wet heat of her mouth and the rhythmic motion of her movements bringing me to the brink of release.

I gripped her hair and began to throat-fuck her. I enjoyed this dominant position; the power of controlling her, the feeling of her warm mouth enveloping me completely.

"Take it all," I urged, the grip in her hair firm but careful. "You can do it."

Lara's eyes watered as she struggled to accommodate my length, to take me down her throat. She choked and sputtered a bit, but she didn't pull away or ask for mercy. Instead, she looked up at me with such devotion and determination that it only drove my arousal higher.

"That's my good girl," I praised between grunts, watching as she fought her gag reflex, her saliva coating my shaft and dripping down her chin. Each time I pushed into her mouth, I could feel her throat convulse around me, trying to accept what I was giving her.

With each thrust, Lara became more fervent in her worship. Her hands gripped my thighs for stability as she endeavored to please me wholly. The sight of her submission, the sounds of her efforts—muffled moans with each pass of my length—were intoxicating. I could feel the tension in my body mounting, a pressure that begged for release.

I released her hair briefly to allow her to catch her breath, but it was a mere moment before I guided her back to me. "Back to work," I commanded, and she resumed her oral adoration without hesitation.

As her lips continued to work over me, I felt the familiar rise of my climax approaching like a storm on the horizon. Her eyes, glistening with eagerness, never left mine. There was satisfaction in those depths—the satisfaction of service and fulfillment.

"Keep going," I gasped as I felt myself nearing the edge, "you're going to swallow everything."

Her response was a muffled affirmation, vibrations from her voice sending additional ripples of pleasure through me. With each bob of her head, with each suckle and swirl of her tongue, she brought me closer until finally, I couldn’t hold back any longer.

With a final thrust, I held her head firmly against me as I released into her mouth. Lara's throat worked in response, swallowing every drop as I filled her. She was relentless, determined not to waste a single bit of my essence, and she kept sucking gently, milking me through the waves of my orgasm.

When I finally stepped back, panting and spent, Lara remained kneeling, looking up at me with a mix of pride and satisfaction painting her features. Her lips glistened with the remnants of our act, and she licked them clean without breaking eye contact.

"Good girl," I said in a hoarse voice, still catching my breath. "You did very well."

"I live to please you," Lara replied with a soft voice that was both humble and content.

I reached down to lift her chin gently with my finger. "And you do an exceptional job at it," I reassured her. "Now get up and come here."

She rose gracefully, her naked form moving with fluidity as she approached and wrapped her arms around my waist. The connection between us was electric, her skin warm against mine, the post-orgasmic haze making every touch feel amplified.

"You've proven yourself once again," I murmured into her ear as I held her close. "Your dedication to serving me is unwavering."

Lara nuzzled against my neck, a soft sigh escaping her lips. "I belong to you, completely," she whispered, affirming the bond we shared.

I ran my fingers through her hair, tilting her head back to look at her. Her eyes were still bright with devotion, but there was also a hint of playfulness that I had grown to adore. "Now that you've taken care of me so well," I teased, "it's only fair that I return the favor."

Her breath hitched at my words, and a shiver of anticipation ran down her spine. She knew what was coming, and the thought alone was enough to rekindle the fire in her body.

I took a step back, assessing her form with a ravenous gaze that left little doubt about my intentions. "Stunning," I said aloud, though it was more to myself than to her. I turned and took hold of a plush velvet cushion from the nearby chaise lounge, placing it on the floor before me. "Kneel," I instructed, motioning toward the cushion.

Obediently, Lara positioned herself upon the cushion, her knees sinking into its softness. She looked up at me with those intense eyes, her chest heaving with each excited breath. I approached, my erection having found new vigor, standing proudly before her.

"Arch your back for me," I said softly, but with enough command that she immediately responded. Her breasts jutted forward, full and inviting—an offering to my hungry eyes. With each hand, I cupped the soft mounds of her flesh, feeling the weight and warmth in my palms. Lara let out a moan, her sensitivity heightened from our earlier activities, and she rested her hands on mine, guiding them gently.

I marveled at the softness, the perfect curves that had ensnared my gaze and touch countless times. Her nipples were already hard, beads of desire that begged for attention. I bent down to take one into my mouth, swirling my tongue around it while Lara’s soft cries filled the room. Her fingers interlaced with my hair, pressing me closer, silently pleading for more.

Releasing her nipple with a pop, I stood back up and looked down at her heaving bosom. "You know what I want," I said, voice thick with lust.

Lara nodded, a flush of excitement coloring her cheeks. She knew the drill. Leaning back slightly, she squeezed her breasts together with her hands, creating the perfect channel for me. The sight was delectably sinful; her chest offered up as an altar to our carnal worship.

I stepped forward, guiding myself between the valley of her breasts. The sensation of her soft skin against mine was exquisite. With slow motions at first, I began to slide back and forth between them, watching as Lara bit her lower lip in concentration, determined to be the perfect vessel for my pleasure.

Her eyes locked onto mine, filled with a fiery passion that only served to fuel my arousal further. With every thrust between those pillowy mounds, the pressure built within me once again. Lara's breasts were slick with a mixture of oil she had rubbed into them earlier and the sweat from our bodies, making the sensation even more intense. The friction was just right—not too much, but more than enough to drive me to the edge once more.

As I increased my pace, Lara's moans became louder, her breath coming in ragged gasps. She adjusted her grip, holding her breasts tighter against me as I thrust. The warmth of her body enveloped me as I used her curves for my pleasure. I could see the lust in her eyes, the sheer satisfaction she derived from being used in such a manner.

"Does that feel good?" I asked gruffly, my voice betraying the primal need within me.

"Yes," she breathed out, "it feels incredible."

Her response pushed me further, and I began to thrust with an urgency born of raw desire. I could feel every bit of her skin, every soft contour that caressed me with each movement. Lara's body responded to my actions with fervor, her own arousal evident by the way she arched toward me, seeking to enhance the sensation for us both.

With each pass through her cleavage, I felt closer to the brink. Lara knew it too; she could sense the change in my rhythm, the telltale signs of my impending release. She looked up at me with that same dedication as before, ready to catch and savor what was to come.

"Don't stop," she whispered with fervent need.

I held her tits tight in a grip, fucking them faster. I grunted in primal bliss, enjoying the dominant hold I had, the sight of my cock pushing through her warm, velvety cleavage, sliding so easily and bringing me closer to that edge.

"Come for me, Daddy," she whimpered, her face flush with excitement. "Mark me."

It was enough to push me over the brink. With a final thrust, my cock erupted, spraying rope after rope of hot cum across her chest, neck, and chin. Her eyes never left mine, watching intently as I climaxed with all the force I could muster. My muscles tensed, then shuddered, and I released a guttural groan. It was an act of complete surrender to her, a display of masculine power that I knew she reveled in.

The release was intense, the waves of pleasure consuming me entirely, washing over me in rolling waves. Her own eyes fluttered closed, drinking it all in, allowing herself to feel every bit of it. Every spurt of my seed coating her skin was another sign of her ownership, a mark that screamed to the world 'I belong to him'.

As the last drops trickled out, we both took a moment to breathe and recover from the intensity of what had just occurred. After a few minutes, Lara's eyes opened once more, locking onto mine. There was love there, yes, but also hunger. A need to continue on—to explore deeper.

"Are you ready for me to do even more with your body?" I asked as my hand glided down the slope of her breasts, through the trail of cum. "To test this beautiful new body of yours..."

Lara smiled, a smile that seemed almost impish.

"Yes please," she replied eagerly. "Daddy."

My fingers trailed through the glistening trail of cum, rubbing the slickness between them as she watched.

"Do you remember when I told you about anal?" I said, pressing a thumb to her pucker, smearing the seed over her virgin entrance. "How much you were going to love it...?"

"You... You promised Daddy," she pleaded, squirming against my touch.

I pressed firmly and her hole gave way to my probing finger. She let out a soft whimper as I slid in to my knuckle.

"Fuck," I sighed as I watched her tight asshole clench around my finger. "You're going to feel incredible."

Her body was already reacting to the intrusion, her breathing quickening. I teased her slowly, withdrawing and sliding back in with slow, steady movements. She groaned softly as her walls stretched around me.

"You like that, don't you?" I murmured. "You love having something inside your ass."

"More," she gasped, the desire clear in her voice. "Give me more, please."

I withdrew completely, only to grab my cock and press it to the tight hole between her ass cheeks. Lara held her breath, anticipation coursing through her body. She knew what was coming next, and she was ready for it.

"Just relax," I murmured. "This is going to feel amazing."

With that, I began to push my cock into her ass, and Lara's entire body went rigid. There was a look of surprise and discomfort on her face as the head breached the ring of muscle. For a second, I worried that perhaps I'd been too optimistic in thinking she could handle me, but then she let out a little grunt and shifted her position.

"Relax, baby," I coaxed softly, pausing to allow her to adjust to the fullness. "Just breathe."

As she exhaled slowly, I pushed in further, inch by deliberate inch, until I was fully seated within her. Lara bit back a moan as I filled her completely, stretching her more than she had ever been stretched. Her eyes were wide, a mixture of pain and pleasure swirling within them as she acclimated to my size.

"You're doing so well," I praised her, staying still for a moment to let her get used to the sensation.

The discomfort on her face melted into pleasure as she began to move her hips in tiny circles, experimenting with the sensation. Encouraged by her growing confidence, I started a gentle rhythm; each slow stroke was met with a soft keening from Lara that grew louder as she became more aroused.

The sight of my cock disappearing into the tight clutch of her ass was mesmerizing. She was beautiful in her submission, giving herself over to me so fully. As I picked up the pace, her hands gripped the sheets beneath us, knuckles white with exertion.

I leaned down to kiss the back of her neck, nipping at the tender flesh there while my hands roamed over her body, exploring every inch of skin. My thrusts grew faster and more forceful as Lara's moans urged me on.

"Is this what you wanted?" I growled into her ear.

"Yes!" she cried out. "Daddy, please don't stop!"

Her plea spurred me on even faster; there was an urgency now that consumed us both.

I was relentless, driven by her pleas and the tight embrace of her ass around me. I knew she was on the edge of another type of pleasure, one she hadn't experienced before. I wanted to take her there, to break through that final barrier and show her the full range of ecstasy.

Her moans turned into cries, a symphony of lust that echoed through the room. Her body started to shake, signaling the approach of her climax, which spurred me on even more. I reached around to her clit, rubbing it in tight circles in sync with each thrust.

"Do you want to come for me again, baby?" I teased, my voice low and husky.

"Yes, Daddy! Please make me come!" Lara's desperation was clear; she was close to coming.

The rhythm of my hips became erratic as I too neared the brink. Every fiber in my being concentrated on this singular act—driving us both toward oblivion. My hand worked furiously at her clit while I pounded into her ass with a fervor that matched our shared hunger.

I could feel her walls clamping down on my cock mercilessly, her cries reaching a fevered pitch as she tumbled over the edge into orgasm. Her muscles spasmed around me, milking my cock as violent tremors ran through her body.

"Fuck, Lara!" I shouted as my climax ripped through me. A primal force took hold of me as I came hard inside her, filling her ass with hot spurts of my cum. My fingers continued working her clit, drawing out every last bit of pleasure until we collapsed onto the bed, gasping for air.

As our breathing slowed, a silence fell over us. It was a comfortable silence—one born of mutual satisfaction and satiation.

The haze of sex clouded my thoughts, but not enough to forget that there was still one thing left to do. After a few minutes of recovery, I gently slid out of her. "Wait right there," I whispered as I got up to grab a towel from the bathroom, dampening it with warm water.

When I returned to the bed, Lara lay there quietly, her eyes half closed in a contented daze. As I knelt next to her and began to clean her tender skin, she stirred from her reverie and looked at me with curiosity. "What are you doing?" she asked softly.

"Taking care of you, just like you take care of me." I responded as I wiped the sweat and cum off her body with a soft cloth. She melted into my touch as I caressed her curves, washing away the mess we'd made. "Is that alright?"

Lara smiled, that same warm glow filling her expression. "It's more than alright," she murmured as her eyes fluttered closed once more. "Thank you."

After I'd finished cleaning up, I crawled back into the bed and wrapped my arms around her, pulling her close to me. She nestled against my chest with a sigh of contentment as our bodies intertwined in a tangle of limbs and sheets. The feeling of her naked flesh pressed against mine was intoxicating, and I never wanted it to end.

"How are you feeling?" I asked, stroking her hair gently.

She rolled over slightly and propped herself up on my chest. There was a soft smile on her lips as she met my gaze. "Never better," she replied.

We laid together for several minutes, basking in the afterglow of our coupling. As my hand trailed down her spine, I couldn't help but wonder about what awaited us in the future. With the power I now had, anything seemed possible.

What depths would I make her go to? What limits could we explore together in this dance of dominance and submission? The idea filled me with a heady mixture of anticipation and desire. With Lara, I was eager to push the boundaries—and I sensed she was just as willing to be pushed.

"Think you can handle more?" I murmured, my voice a blend of challenge and promise.

Her eyes sparkled with that adventurous glint that had first drawn me to her. "With you? I can handle anything."

I chuckled at her confidence, feeling my own match it. "We'll see about that," I said, a teasing edge in my tone.

But I knew where the path would lead us. And how far it could go.

And in that moment, there was only one thought in my mind: Dominate. Control. Bimboify.

Own.

Forever.

I wanted to mold Lara into the perfect fuckdoll, a walking wet dream I could use whenever I wanted.

I wanted to take everything she had given me. To return all of those wonderful feelings in full...

And then some.

"I'd like to keep pushing your limits..." I continued with a hint of danger, "How much are you willing to give up to me...?"

Lara's gaze held no trace of hesitation or doubt. Her eyes were filled with love, and a trust that transcended mere words.

"Everything," she whispered, her voice steady.

A grin crept across my face as my plans for her continued to evolve. I had only begun to tap into the possibilities. The idea of what I could do with a woman as willing and submissive as her...

There was no limit to the ways we could explore.
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