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A hot preview…

As they disappeared into the room together, I found myself getting hard at the thought of what they were about to do. The idea of sharing my girlfriend with another man was oddly arousing, and I couldn't wait to see her in action.

I followed them at a discreet distance, my cock already hardening in anticipation of the scene that was about to unfold. The thought of Lara moaning and writhing underneath another man while she still belonged to me was intoxicating. I slipped into the bedroom just as Jack was undressing her, revealing her stunning naked body to him for the first time.

Lara's breasts bounced free from her red dress, and Jack couldn't resist squeezing them roughly before kneeling down to take one juicy nipple into his mouth. Lara moaned, running her fingers through his hair as if to urge him on. Her eyes met mine through the crack in the doorway, and I saw how turned on she was by this display of submission.

"Fuck me, Jack," Lara whimpered, her hips gyrating against him as he teased her nipple with his tongue. "I need your cock inside me now."

Jack obliged, unbuckling his pants and taking out his already-hard member. It was smaller than mine, but it would do for tonight's entertainment. He roughly guided himself to her wet entrance then thrust inside her with one swift motion. Lara arched her back and cried out in pleasure, her nails digging into the headboard as he began to pound into her with practiced precision. Her eyes slammed shut, and her lips parted in a silent moan as Jack relentlessly pounded into her, his hips slapping against her ass cheeks. "Oh, fuck yes," she moiled, "Fuck me like the dirty whore I am."

I couldn't believe what I was hearing, but it only served to make my cock even harder. My hand found its way into my pants and started to stroke myself as I watched my girlfriend, once so prim and proper, now a wanton whore for anyone's taking. It was intoxicating.

Jack picked up the pace, grunting with exertion as he slammed into Lara with brutal force. Her moans filled the room, bouncing off the walls and sending shivers down my spine. My own hand moved faster in time with his thrusts, tightening around my length as I edged closer to release. "That's it, baby," I groaned, "let him fuck you senseless."

Suddenly, Lara's eyes snapped open and met mine. Her pupils were blown with lust and submission as she begged me with her eyes. "Tell him to make me cum," she pleaded, her voice husky with need.

"Jack," I purred, stepping out of the shadows.

Jack's hips stilled inside Lara, his eyes wide with shock and arousal as he caught sight of me. Lara's eyes remained locked on mine, pleading for permission to reach her climax. "Go ahead, Jack," I said, my voice low and authoritative. "Give her what she craves."

Jack growled in response, his thrusts resuming with renewed vigor. He pounded into Lara relentlessly, his balls slapping against her wet entrance with each brutal stroke. Lara's moans filled the room, bouncing off the walls, and her nails digging into the headboard as she arched her back. "Yes! Fuck! Yes!" she screamed, her body tense with pleasure.
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Lara and I continued our rough sexual adventures.  She was eager to do anything I commanded; her body ached for pleasure and obedience.

She would always call me Master.

In the back of my mind, though, I knew I was still missing something. The sex was amazing and we had a lot of fun with her new attitude, but there was no way she could ever submit herself to me fully.

After all, she was still Lara, the fiery, independent, brilliant law student. She was still able to think for herself, even if she now used her body and not her brain whenever she could.

What I needed was an edge, something that would ensure total obedience.

I wanted absolute control over her body and her mind. Even... her soul.

It didn't take long before the answer finally presented itself.

One day, after one of my most recent conquests with Lara's hot body, I realized that I hadn't actually seen her read a book since she wore that collar. She continued to go to class - though I wondered if she was actually learning anything - but she never went to the library to study like she used to.

It was right there, staring me in the face the entire time. Books had always been her escape, her passion. If I could find a way to use that against her...

The next day, I went to an old bookshop I knew about on the outskirts of town. It was run by a shady man named Cyrus, who dealt in rare and forbidden tomes. The kind of books that would make your average person uncomfortable just by looking at their covers. Cyrus's store was the last place I'd ever thought I'd be, but desperate times called for desperate measures.

"Cyrus," I said, "I need something... special.  A book of ... obedience, of power...of dominance."

He didn't even look up from the tome he was reading. "Young man," he said as he turned the yellowed page, "I deal in 'special.' The question is, how far are you willing to go?" His snake-like eyes finally met mine, and I felt a chill run down my spine.

I swallowed the lump in my throat, trying to mask my unease. "As far as I need to."

Cyrus smirked, his thin lips twisting like a sardonic grin. "I thought as much." He vanished behind a row of books and reappeared with a thick, leather-bound tome. The cover was adorned with sinister looking symbols, and the pages seemed to rustle as if they were paging themselves. "This," he said, setting the book on the counter, "is the Grimoire of Absolute Obedience."

The title alone sent shivers down my spine, but I couldn't deny my curiosity. "What does it do?"

"This here," Cyrus said, tapping the cover

"This here," Cyrus said, tapping the cover of the tome, "is the key to what you seek. The Grimoire of Absolute Obedience is a powerful grimoire that dates back to the darkest days of Sumeria. It contains spells and rituals designed to bind a person's very essence to another's will, transcending mere physical submission. The one who performs the ritual will have complete control over the bound individual's body, mind, and soul. Their will shall be yours to command, and they shall want nothing more than to please and serve you in every way imaginable."

I felt a twinge of both excitement and trepidation in my stomach, but I knew this was what I needed to cement Lara's obedience forever. "How does it work?" I asked, trying to sound as nonchalant as possible.

Cyrus's grin widened, revealing crooked, yellowed teeth. "It's quite straightforward, but the price you'll pay may not be so light." He opened the book to a page marked with a piece of jade-colored cloth and pointed to an illustration. "Here we have the ritual chamber. It must be prepared exactly as depicted here. Failure to do so will result in... unpleasant consequences."

The illustration showed an intricate pattern drawn on the floor in what appeared to be blood. Eight black candles were placed at each of the eight points of a star, and in the center was a pedestal on which to place the book. The cowering figure on all fours, naked and bound, was unmistakably Lara. My groin twitched at the thought of her in such a position, so vulnerable and at my mercy.

"Once you've prepared the chamber," Cyrus continued, "you must gather these ingredients." He handed me a piece of parchment with a list of bizarre and arcane components: spider silk from a black widow's web, the feather of a raven that has fed on fresh carrion, and one teaspoon of your own blood mixed with hers.

"What the hell?" I said, shaking my head.  "No way.  I'm not doing some kind of fucked up ritual."

Cyrus chuckled. "If you want total obedience from the object of your desires, this is what you have to do."

"But..." I was torn. On one hand, the things I could do to Lara once she was completely mine would be incredible. On the other hand, what I was considering went far beyond just controlling her body. What kind of spell required all of those strange ingredients?

Cyrus seemed to read my mind. "Young man," he said quietly,

"Listen, I can tell you're not comfortable with this. But if you want the power of this spell, it's either this or nothing." He looked me dead in the eye. "The choice is yours."

The thought of giving up the chance to own Lara's perfect little body for good pained me. Still, the idea of this ritual unsettled me to the core.

"You can still have her body," Cyrus added, as if reading my mind again. "Only everything else will be yours as well."

Lara's beautiful, intelligent mind.

Lara's soul.

My hesitation broke. "I'll do it."

Cyrus nodded, satisfied. "Very well. Return with these items in hand and the ritual will be complete."

***

When the day finally arrived, I told Lara that we were going on a special trip and blindfolded her before I drove us both out to the old cemetery at the edge of town. By nightfall, we reached our destination and I parked behind a crumbling crypt that obscured the vehicle from view.

"Can I take this off now?" Lara asked. I had gagged her so she wouldn't ask too many questions on the way over. I didn't need her seeing any of this and getting cold feet at the last second.

"Yes, you can take it off now," I said as I gathered up my things. Once the blindfold and gag were removed, she stared at her surroundings with bewilderment.

"Where are we?" She asked.

"You'll see," I said. "Come with me."

As I led her through the cemetery, she stumbled several times. Her high heels kept catching on the uneven ground.

"Where are you taking me?" She demanded, her voice full of apprehension.

"You'll find out soon enough," I answered. We reached the crypt and I pushed the door open. Inside, the darkness was thick and impenetrable. "Now, hold still."

Lara was quiet as I began to undress her. "What are you doing?" she whispered as I ran my hands over her bare skin.

"Trust me, this is what you've wanted all along," I said, slipping my fingers between her legs. When they touched her dripping pussy, I felt her body relax. "I'm going to give you everything you've ever desired."

I continued to undress her and soon I was left with only her heels and earrings. "Now," I said, putting my hands on her hips and turning her around. "Get on your knees and stay right there."

She obeyed and got down on her hands and knees, facing the doorway. I closed my eyes and concentrated on the image of Lara, bound and gagged, waiting patiently for my command. It was the exact same image that appeared in the Grimoire's pages when Cyrus had shown it to me. As I opened my eyes, the image came to life in front of me.

My breath caught as the darkly erotic sight burned itself into my brain. Lara, my obedient slave, lay naked on a hard stone floor - wrists bound above her head, ankles tethered to the corners of the room. The black candles were burning at the eight points of the star; each had a unique symbol drawn upon them in red ink. At the center of the star lay the Grimoire, open to the page with the illustration of Lara on it. In my hand was an athame, the ceremonial dagger used to draw blood during such rituals.

It was time.

I walked towards Lara, kneeling down beside her. Her eyes were closed, her breathing steady.

"Lara," I whispered, placing my free hand gently against the side of her neck.

"Master," she replied, opening her eyes and looking up at me.

"Do you trust me?"

"Yes."

"Are you ready to be mine, forever?"

"Yes... please..."

Her eager response thrilled me. "Then let us begin," I said, lifting up the athame. "The ritual must be completed."

I drew the dagger gently against her fingertip. A small drop of blood welled up on the pale white flesh, staining it red. Carefully, I lowered my hand towards one of the eight candles. It hissed as the drop of blood splattered upon the wick, but I didn't pull my finger away until every last drop had fallen.

The candle's flame flickered once, twice, and then went out.

I repeated this with all seven remaining candles, one by one. Each flame seemed to grow stronger after the blood was added to it. By the time the final candle was extinguished, the room was so dark that I could barely see an inch in front of me.

Once all the flames had gone out, I placed my hand upon her heart and spoke a single word of power. Instantly, a bright light erupted from the grimoire's pages - illuminating the chamber, casting shadows everywhere. I blinked as the darkness of the crypt melted away. In its place appeared a vast expanse of nothingness. A dark and endless void which swallowed up everything in its path.

This was where I would bind her soul.

The moment the ritual began, I felt it take effect. The energy coursing through the room was immense - electric - overwhelming. Every nerve ending in my body tingled, every hair stood on end. Then I looked down at Lara and saw her reaction. Her whole body convulsed, shivering uncontrollably as waves of pleasure crashed over her.

It was working!

But as soon as it had started, it stopped. The air suddenly felt normal again and there was no sign of any residual energy. I looked at Lara and found her staring straight ahead at something beyond my view. She was silent, unmoving.

I couldn't believe it. We'd done it. My mind was reeling with ideas of what to do with my new power over her. And I knew just where to start.

I untied her ankles and wrists, then took off her collar and blindfold. "Look at me," I said, pulling off her gag and tossing it aside. She complied, her eyes widening at the sight of me.

"Yes, Master?" she asked eagerly. "What shall we do now?"

"Now," I told her, "we're going to have some real fun."

I grinned and pushed her onto her knees. Then, undoing my jeans, I pulled out my cock. Lara licked her lips hungrily and opened wide for me. I pressed my swollen tip against her mouth and shoved deep down her throat. As she sucked on me eagerly, I thrust my hips back and forth. Soon enough, her hands moved up to grasp my shaft while her tongue flicked around the tip.

A familiar feeling began building in my loins. It grew stronger with each passing moment until it threatened to overwhelm me completely. At last, it finally happened. My orgasm exploded like a volcano erupting, sending torrents of cum spilling down her throat and across her tongue. She swallowed it eagerly, sucking hard until every last drop disappeared down her gullet.

Afterward, I collapsed onto the floor beside her.

"What next, Master?" She asked excitedly.

"Well," I replied, "I think you deserve a reward for your obedience."

With those words, I began rubbing her clit with one hand while pinching and twisting her nipples with the other. Lara moaned loudly, grinding against my touch as she begged for release. But I wanted to hear her beg.

"Tell me how bad you need it," I commanded.

"Oh God!" She cried, writhing under my assault. "Please Master, please let me come! I'll do anything! Anything at all! I want you to fuck me hard and rough! Please!!!"

I stopped abruptly and laughed darkly. "No, not yet," I said, removing my hands from her body.

She whimpered pitifully in frustration and disappointment. Her legs squeezed together tightly, desperate for any form of stimulation.

"First," I said, a sadistic grin spreading across my face, "I have another surprise for you."

Her eyes darted around the room, confusion clouding her once-lustful expression. "W-what is it, Master?" she panted, her body still trembling with desire.

In one swift motion, I brought her to her feet and led her towards the large, ornate mirror that stood in the corner of the room.

"You see," I purred into her ear, my growing erection pressing against her ass, "I thought it would be fitting if we enjoyed your newfound submission together."

She whimpered in response, anticipating the hard claiming that was to come. However, instead of entering her right away, I held the collar's in one hand and stroked it softly with my fingertips. Warming up the magic leather, I slowly fastened around her neck.

"That feels wonderful," she moaned, closing her eyes and tilting her head back as I buckled the strap. "Thank you, Master..."

Suddenly, the air grew heavy again. A powerful surge of energy swept through us both. The room flashed bright purple, blinding me momentarily before fading into darkness once more.

"Did you feel it?" I asked with excitement, my cock stiffening further. "It's time, Lara!"

With those words, I thrust my cock deep inside of her. Her pussy gripped me tightly, warm and slick with desire. My fingers tightened on the collar around her neck, and as I pumped her harder and faster, I saw her reflection change before my eyes.

The image in the mirror rippled and warped as Lara's transformation continued. I couldn't take my eyes off her reflection, watching as her body morphed and reshaped itself into the epitome of a bimbo. Her breasts swelled even larger, rounder and firmer, straining against the skin-tight dress she wore. Her hips widened, her ass growing rounder and more pronounced, swaying seductively with each thrust of my hips. Her waist cinched inward, accentuating her hourglass figure further.

Her features became more exaggeratedly feminine, her cheekbones softening and her jawline becoming more delicate. Her lips puffed outwards, plump and lush, almost begging to be kissed. Her nose became more dainty, her eyelashes thick and lush. She was a living, breathing embodiment of every male fantasy come to life - an animated sex doll brought to life before my very eyes.

As I fucked her relentlessly, her moans grew louder, more high-pitched and breathless. "Oh, yes! Yes, Master! I love it! Fuck me harder!" she gasped. The sight of her reflection sent shivers down my spine; this was the essence of submission right in front of me.

I slammed into her harder and faster as she arched her back wantonly, presenting

herself to me. Her newfound curves looked exquisite in the mirror, bouncing and jiggling with every powerful thrust. Lara moaned louder, her eyes glazed over in a haze of mindless lust. I knew she was completely lost in the moment, under my thrall body and mind.

Reaching around her swollen breasts, I squeezed them roughly, eliciting a high-pitched squeal from her painted lips. "You're mine now," I growled, "aren't you, slut?"

"Yes, Master!" she gasped, her voice higher and more submissive than before. "I'm yours to do as you please! I'm your slutty little whore!"

Hearing those words sent me over the edge. Thrusting deep one final time, I came inside her with a roar, filling her womb with my seed as our reflections merged into one. As our climaxes subsided, I collapsed against her back, our ragged breaths mingling together.

Minutes passed in relative silence before I pulled out of her and turned her to face me. "Now," I purred, running my fingers along her new hourglass figure, "we shall see how obedient you truly are."

She dropped to her knees before me, a look of utter devotion in her eyes. "Command me, Master," she said breathlessly.

Grinning wickedly, I ran my fingers through her silky blonde hair.  "Show me how thankful you are for this new life I've given you."

Lara's eyes glossed over as she leaned forward and engulfed my cock in her warm mouth. Her tongue swirled around the tip before sliding down to massage my balls. Moaning appreciatively, I gripped her hair tightly as she began bobbing up and down on me, taking more than half of my length in each time. She was a natural.

As she sucked harder, I felt myself growing even harder if that were possible. "That's right, slut," I hissed in her ear, "suck Daddy's cock."

My words drove Lara wild; her cheeks hollowed out as she worked me feverishly. I pulled her off suddenly, making her pout adorably.

"Look in the mirror," I commanded sternly. She obeyed instantly.

Her reflection was stunning: large tits jiggling, bright red lipstick smeared across her cheek, eyeliner and mascara running down her face.

I grabbed her hair again and pulled her face close to mine. Our eyes locked. "You're a mess," I growled before kissing her hungrily. My hands explored every inch of her new body, squeezing and groping her. We continued to make out until we were both breathless.

"Now get your lips back on that dick and deepthroat me."

Once more, Lara complied with my order.

As she bobbed up and down my length, I leaned back against the wall and watched her through half-closed eyes. The sight of her mouth stretched wide around me, her throat bulging as she swallowed every last drop of cum, was enough to make me hard all over again.

When she finished swallowing my load, I grabbed her hair and pulled her head back roughly. "Open wide, slut," I commanded, slapping her face.

Her eyes widened and she gasped loudly when I slapped her again. Her mouth fell open obediently.

I stroked my cock several times, making sure it was completely coated in saliva before pushing it into her mouth again. Then I forced myself deeper into her throat, burying my length inside her.

She gagged slightly but kept her mouth open for me. "Swallow Daddy's cock," I growled as I thrust forward.

Her lips closed around me tightly, sucking me harder than before. She took every inch of my length without complaint, making me shudder uncontrollably as she swallowed every drop of cum from my balls. When I was finished, I pulled out of her mouth and wiped myself dry. Then I reached down and squeezed her tits roughly. "You're perfect," I murmured. "So perfect."

A smile crossed her lips as she leaned forward and kissed me softly. "Thank you, Master," she whispered before crawling forward and nestling her head against my chest. I stroked her hair lovingly, admiring her new body.

With Lara's transformation complete, the changes on her body were even more noticeable as she knelt before me, my hardening cock nestled between her plump, bimbo tits. Her eyes held a newfound obedience, a far cry from the defiant glare she once had. I couldn't help but feel a surge of pride and desire welling inside me.

"Stand up, my pet," I purred, enjoying how the newfound submission laced her voice as she obeyed without question. As she stood before me, her newfound voluptuousness was on full display; her enhanced breasts jutting outwards, begging to be touched, and her slim waist leading to an exaggeratedly round ass that jiggled enticingly with each movement. She was irresistible.

Slowly, I began to circle her like a predator admiring its prey. My fingers lightly brushed against her now-silky skin, sending shivers down her spine. I gripped her huge, magnificent tits, which were even bigger than before.  My thumbs flicked across her stiffening nipples, causing her to moan softly.

"Oh, how I've longed to own these," I purred, my voice low and husky as I lowered my head to take one swollen peak into my mouth.

Lara moaned wantonly as my tongue lapped at her sensitive nipple, shooting electricity straight to her core. Her knees buckled slightly but sheer willpower kept her upright. "Oh, Master... please... more...," she whimpered.

I smirked against her breast, enjoying her submission. "Such a greedy slut," I chuckled before transferring my attention to her other swollen peak.

As I suckled and nipped at her breasts, my hands roamed lower, down her newly-rounded stomach to the wet heat between her legs. She was dripping wet, soaked with arousal for me. It intoxicated me, the idea that this gorgeous doll was mine to do as I pleased with no questions asked.

"Please... I need you inside me," Lara begged, rocking her hips against my hand.

"Beg me," I purred, knowing it would only further inflame her desire.

"Oh, God, please fuck me! Fill me up! Make me your own!" she moaned desperately.

I obliged her plea by roughly shoving myself inside her soaking wet pussy, slamming to the hilt in one go. "You feel so tight," I groaned, my voice barely recognizable even to myself. Lara's eyes rolled back in ecstasy as I began pistoning in and out of her relentlessly. Her fingers dug into my shoulders as she clung to me.

"Oh, Master... Master... MASTER!" She screamed as her orgasm rocked through her body. Her walls spasmed around my cock as her juices gushed out all over me.

I held her close as she came down from her high, breathing heavily. "Now it's my turn," I growled, grabbing her hair and forcing her to the floor. I slammed into her again, this time from behind, as she braced herself against the floor. Her ass rippled with every thrust, jiggling obscenely as I fucked her senseless.

"Such a perfect little slut," I hissed through clenched teeth.

"Yes, Master! Oh god yes!" She cried, her voice hoarse and ragged.

I pulled her up to me, wrapping one arm around her waist while the other wrapped itself around her throat. "Such a good little fuckdoll," I growled into her ear. She whimpered in response, too far gone in her lust to form words.

After several minutes of pounding her, my cock began to twitch uncontrollably. "I'm close, slut," I groaned.

"Please! Please, Master, cum in me!" She begged. "I want your seed inside me!"

With one final thrust, I buried myself inside her as deep as possible, my cock pulsing as I filled her with my hot load. She screamed in pleasure, her whole body shaking with the intensity of her climax. Her legs gave way beneath her and she collapsed onto the floor in a heap of sweat and sex.

"You take my cum very well," I murmured as I watched her come down from her high. She smiled up at me weakly, her face flushed and hair disheveled.

"Thank you, Master," she whispered, her voice hoarse.

"You're welcome, my pet," I replied, stroking her cheek gently. I knew that she was now completely under my control, and that she would do anything I commanded her without question. And I had so many plans for her.

***

I drove us back home and cleaned Lara up after our little soul-binding ritual at the graveyard.

I lifted her into my arms and carried her to the bed, laying her down on her back. "Sleep now, my pet," I said softly. "Tomorrow we begin our new life together."

She nodded obediently, closing her eyes and drifting off to sleep. I lay next to her, staring up at the ceiling, thinking about all the things I wanted to do with my beautiful new toy. She would be so perfect at parties, entertaining guests and making them feel good. The idea made me throbbing hard; I could make her do anything I wanted, service any man or woman... with a simple will of my thoughts. I had full control over her.

With these thoughts swirling through my mind, I drifted off to sleep, a satisfied smile on my face.

The following morning, I awoke to find Lara kneeling next to my bed, wearing nothing but a pair of black lace panties and high heels. Her blonde hair hung loosely around her shoulders, framing her face perfectly. She looked up at me expectantly, waiting for instruction.

"Good morning, Master," she said sweetly, her voice soft and feminine.

"Morning," I replied groggily, stretching my limbs and rubbing my eyes. I couldn't believe how much things have changed in the course of one night.

I sat up and patted the spot next to me. "Come sit with me, pet."

She climbed into bed next to me and cuddled close. I stroked her hair absentmindedly as I thought about everything that happened.

"So... you're a bimbo now?" I asked, still not quite believing it.

"Yes, Master," she answered simply.

"And you're... mine?"

"Yes, Master."

I swallowed hard, my heart pounding in my chest. I wasn't sure how to feel about this whole thing; it seemed unreal. But at the same time, I couldn't deny that I was excited.

"Do you know what that means?"

"Yes, Master. It means that I belong to you, body and soul. That I am yours to use however you see fit."

"You're okay with that?"

"Of course, Master. I have no will of my own; I exist only to serve you."

"Wow," I breathed. "This is... wow."

"I'm glad you're pleased, Master."

"I am... I am. And I promise to treat you right."

"Good," I purred, running my fingers down her spine. "Tonight, we're having a party. You'll be the star of the show."

Her eyes lit up at the thought, "Yes, Master! I can't wait to please you and your guests."

"That's my girl," I said with a smirk. Then an idea struck me, "You know what? I need a little bit of... relaxation before we get started on that."

"Of course, Master," she purred, immediately understanding my meaning. She crawled down the bed and knelt in front of me, her green eyes locked onto mine as she unbuckled my pants. Her soft, delicate hands brushed against my growing cock through my boxers, sending shivers down my spine. Lara had always been so gentle and caring in bed; it was one of the things I loved about her. But now that she was completely under my control, there was something... different about it. More primal and carnal.

I stroked her hair as she pulled my cock out, running her tongue along its length teasingly slowly. I moaned as her warm mouth enveloped just the tip of my cock, sucking lightly before moving further down. She looked up at me for approval before taking more of me into her mouth, and when I gave her a nod, she happily obliged. Lara bobbed up and down on my shaft, her tongue swirling around the head of my cock while her lips caressed the shaft. Her hands gripped my hips, urging me to thrust deeper into her warm, wet mouth. It felt oh so good.

"Yes, just like that," I moaned, bucking my hips in and out of her mouth. Lara's moans vibrated around my cock, sending electric shocks straight to my balls. "You're such a good little whore," I growled.

Her eyes met mine, and I could see the burning lust in them. She loved this—loved serving me and pleasing me in any way she could. It was exhilarating, knowing that I had this much control over her. I knew I'd never get sick of it.

Faster and faster she bobbed, taking more and more of me into her throat until only the base was visible. Her gagging noises only spurred me on further, and I grabbed fistfuls of her hair as I felt myself reaching my climax.

"I'm going to cum," I rasped out, unable to hold back any longer.

At my command, she pulled off with a slurp, leaving my cock throbbing in the air as she looked up at me expectantly. "Catch it all," I said hoarsely, and she nodded eagerly, sticking out her tongue like an obedient pet awaiting a treat.

My cock twitched violently as as I came, spraying my hot, sticky cum all over her face and breasts. Lara moaned with delight, swirling her tongue around her lips to catch every last drop. She lapped at my spent cock until it was clean, then looked up at me with a satisfied expression on her face.

"Delicious, Master," she purred, wiping away the excess cum with the back of her hand before sucking it off her fingers.

"Good girl," I praised, patting her head like a well-trained pet. "Now get dressed; we have guests to entertain tonight."

Lara scrambled out of bed and into my closet, emerging minutes later in a tight, short red dress that accentuated her hourglass figure and left little to the imagination. Her heels clicked on the hardwood floors as she walked toward the door, her hips swaying seductively.

"Perfect," I purred, leering at her exposed thighs and cleavage. "You're going to be the talk of the party."

***

We pulled up to my friend's house just as the first guests began arriving. Lara hopped out of the car and strut inside, greeting each guest with a coy smile and a flirty wink. They couldn't keep their eyes off her- understandably so. She was, after all, quite a sight to behold now that she was under my control.

As the party began to swirl around us, I imbued Lara with the instruction to flirt with all the guests there. She smiled up at me, a mischievous glint in her eyes, and sauntered off into the crowd. My newfound power over her was intoxicating, and I couldn't wait to see how she'd carry out my command. I mingled with my friends, shooting her appreciative glances every so often as she worked her magic on them.

Lara was indeed the center of attention, her red dress hugging her curves in all the right places, visibly driving the men and even some of the women wild with desire. She expertly engaged each person she spoke with, flashing them a dazzling smile and leaning in just a little too close, giving them a tantalizing glimpse of her cleavage. It was like watching an erotic dance, and I found myself growing hard just by watching her work.

"Nice arm candy you've got there," my friend Jack nudged me, eyebrows waggling suggestively as he eyed Lara across the room. She was playfully flipping her hair over her shoulder as she laughed at some joke the unsuspecting victim had just told her.

"Isn't she though?" I smirked, unable to keep the pride from my voice. "She's great fun when she wants to be." Jack shot me an envious look, and I knew he was jealous.

"And what about when she doesn't want to be?" He asked curiously.

"Oh, well..." I paused for a moment, thinking about it. "Then she's even better."

"Really?" He cocked an eyebrow skeptically. "How so?"

I leaned in close, dropping my voice to a low whisper. "She does whatever I tell her to," I said, my eyes flicking over to Lara's curvy body as she swayed her hips and threw her head back in laughter, teasing the poor man she was talking to mercilessly.

Jack's jaw dropped open in shock, his eyes wide as he stared at me. "You're shitting me!"

"No, I'm not," I replied with a chuckle. "I've never seen a girl who can come on command quite like her. It's... amazing."

"Dude, that is so fucking hot," Jack breathed, his eyes glued to Lara. "How did you get her to do that?"

"I'll never tell," I said with a smirk. "But let's just say I have my ways."

He looked like he was about to protest, but before he could, Lara sauntered up to us and wrapped her arms around my waist, pressing her body against mine.

"Hey baby," she purred, looking up at me with her green eyes sparkling with lust. "Who's your friend?"

I grinned down at her, enjoying the feeling of her soft breasts against my chest.

"Jack," I said, looking to my friend.  "Would you like to experience my girlfriend's submission for yourself?"

Jack's eyes widened at my words, and he swallowed hard.

"Are you sure?" He asked, licking his lips nervously.

"Of course," I said, waving a dismissive hand. "Lara, tell Jack what you want him to do to you."

Lara smiled at Jack seductively, running her tongue over her pink lips.

"I want you to take me into the guest room and fuck me," she said, her voice low and sultry. "I want you to fuck me so hard I can't walk straight."

Jack's mouth fell open in disbelief, but he didn't need to be told twice. He took Lara by the arm and led her towards the guest bedroom, shooting me a grin over his shoulder as he did so.

As they disappeared into the room together, I found myself getting hard at the thought of what they were about to do. The idea of sharing my girlfriend with another man was oddly arousing, and I couldn't wait to see her in action.

I followed them at a discreet distance, my cock already hardening in anticipation of the scene that was about to unfold. The thought of Lara moaning and writhing underneath another man while she still belonged to me was intoxicating. I slipped into the bedroom just as Jack was undressing her, revealing her stunning naked body to him for the first time.

Lara's breasts bounced free from her red dress, and Jack couldn't resist squeezing them roughly before kneeling down to take one juicy nipple into his mouth. Lara moaned, running her fingers through his hair as if to urge him on. Her eyes met mine through the crack in the doorway, and I saw how turned on she was by this display of submission.

"Fuck me, Jack," Lara whimpered, her hips gyrating against him as he teased her nipple with his tongue. "I need your cock inside me now."

Jack obliged, unbuckling his pants and taking out his already-hard member. It was smaller than mine, but it would do for tonight's entertainment. He roughly guided himself to her wet entrance then thrust inside her with one swift motion. Lara arched her back and cried out in pleasure, her nails digging into the headboard as he began to pound into her with practiced precision. Her eyes slammed shut, and her lips parted in a silent moan as Jack relentlessly pounded into her, his hips slapping against her ass cheeks. "Oh, fuck yes," she moiled, "Fuck me like the dirty whore I am."

I couldn't believe what I was hearing, but it only served to make my cock even harder. My hand found its way into my pants and started to stroke myself as I watched my girlfriend, once so prim and proper, now a wanton whore for anyone's taking. It was intoxicating.

Jack picked up the pace, grunting with exertion as he slammed into Lara with brutal force. Her moans filled the room, bouncing off the walls and sending shivers down my spine. My own hand moved faster in time with his thrusts, tightening around my length as I edged closer to release. "That's it, baby," I groaned, "let him fuck you senseless."

Suddenly, Lara's eyes snapped open and met mine. Her pupils were blown with lust and submission as she begged me with her eyes. "Tell him to make me cum," she pleaded, her voice husky with need.

"Jack," I purred, stepping out of the shadows.

Jack's hips stilled inside Lara, his eyes wide with shock and arousal as he caught sight of me. Lara's eyes remained locked on mine, pleading for permission to reach her climax. "Go ahead, Jack," I said, my voice low and authoritative. "Give her what she craves."

Jack growled in response, his thrusts resuming with renewed vigor. He pounded into Lara relentlessly, his balls slapping against her wet entrance with each brutal stroke. Lara's moans filled the room, bouncing off the walls, and her nails digging into the headboard as she arched her back. "Yes! Fuck! Yes!" she screamed, her body tense with pleasure.

I couldn't help but admire the sight before me: my girlfriend, once so proper and reserved, now completely submitted to both of us, begging for her own orgasm at our hands. It sent a shiver down my spine and made my cock throb in my pants.

"Make me cum, Jack!" Lara screamed, her knuckles white around the headboard as she neared the edge. "Make your little slut cum for her Master!"

That was all it took. Jack grunted and groaned as he sped up even more, hilting himself inside Lara one final time before letting out a long moan as he came deep within her walls. Simultaneously, Lara came, her walls clenching around his cock in powerful spasms as she came undone. Her nails dug into the headboard, and she let out a high-pitched moan that echoed through the room. The sight of her submission and pleasure was enough to send me over the edge too, and I jerked my dick, shooting thick jets of sperm onto the floor.

Lara collapsed onto the bed, her chest heaving, and her eyes hazy with lust. Jack pulled out of her with a groan, his cock still hard and glistening with their combined juices.  I looked at Lara's used pussy; Jack's creampie slowly trickled out, and she breathed hard.  I felt a throb of lust at the sight of my girlfriend's well-fucked pussy, which still twitched with the aftershocks of pleasure.

Another man had stuffed her full of his dick... and I'd watched.  I'd enjoyed it.

He looked at me, mouth agape, as if he couldn't believe what just happened. I smirked at him, wiping my palm on the blanket.

"Told you," I said smugly. "She's quite the little whore, isn't she?"

Jack could only nod in response before averting his eyes, clearly affected by the intensity of the situation. Lara turned onto her side, her legs spread invitingly as she smiled at us both.

"That was... unbelievable," she panted. "Thank you both."

I grinned down at her, running a hand through her sweaty hair. "You're welcome, slut."

As Lara lay panting on the bed, her body still trembling from the powerful orgasm she'd just experienced, I walked over to her side and gently stroked her damp forehead. "Lara, my darling," I purred in her ear, "you know there's more fun to be had tonight, don't you?"

Her eyes widened with a mix of exhaustion and anticipation as she met my gaze. "Yes, Master," she breathed, catching onto my meaning immediately.

"Good girl." I reached down and squeezed her swollen pussy, massaging it gently before slipping a finger inside to test her wetness. She was still soaking wet, an indication of how much she'd enjoyed herself. "You're doing wonderfully so far, but your duties for the night aren't over yet. The other guests are still dying for a taste of this," I said, gesturing to her naked form.

Lara swallowed hard but nodded in understanding. "Yes, Master. I'm yours to serve."

"That's my good slut." I circulated my other hand around her clit, sending shivers of pleasure through her body and eliciting a quiet moan from her lips. "In this room," I continued as I pointed to an adjoining door, "you'll find some toys and outfits that you can use to entertain our guests. Choose what you think will please them the most and be ready for your next instruction." I gave her a firm smack on her ass before leaving the room, admiring the jiggle of her ass as she scurried off to do as she was told.

Meanwhile, Jack stood there, still hard as a rock despite having just come inside Lara. He looked at me sheepishly, as if seeking permission to leave or join the festivities ahead. I smirked and patted him on the back. "Go on," I said, gesturing towards the door Lara had just disappeared through. "She's all yours for tonight... though I'm afraid you'll have to share her with the other guys here."

Jack needed no further invitation. He practically ran into the room, desperate to claim Lara once more. Inside, I could hear moans and gasps of pleasure intermingling with the sound of drawers being opened and closed. The thought of my seemingly innocent girlfriend being fucked and debased by our friend excited me even more. My cock began to harden again, anticipating what else the night had in store for us.

The party was just getting started, and I intended to make the most of it. I grabbed a drink from the bar and strolled around the mansion, talking to some folks, then checking my watch.  The night was still young; I wanted my girlfriend painted in cum and so full of it in every orifice that she couldn't walk straight before we went home.

As the minutes passed, more guests shuffled into the bedroom where Lara was, and I eventually followed to watch. This was her first time in a sex party, and I was thrilled to see how well she was doing. The room was dimly lit with a mix of red and blue lights, lending it an air of debauchery and mystery. On the walls were various BDSM tools and sex toys hanging from sturdy hooks, waiting to be used on willing participants. In the center of the room lay a large four-poster bed with silk restraints dangling from each corner, invitingly adorned with black silk sheets and pillows. The headboard was equipped with a sex swing, which I knew Lara would love once she spotted it.

The sounds of moans and gasps filled the air as I entered, my cock already hardening at the sight before me. Lara stood naked in the center of the room, her wrists and ankles bound to the posts with shimmering cuffs, leaving her helpless yet still able to move enough to provide pleasure. Jack knelt in front of her, his face between her legs as he feasted on her dripping pussy. Her eyes were closed in bliss, biting her lower lip with each wave of pleasure that coursed through her body.

Across the room, a muscular man with tattoos covering his arms and chiseled abs stood stroking his impressive length as he watched the scene before him. His eyes found mine, and he smirked, shooting me a wink before walking over to Lara.

I stepped back against the wall, sipping my drink, and watched as the tattooed man picked Lara up effortlessly. She squealed with delight as he brought her face to his crotch, and she eagerly started to suck him off. Her skilled tongue swirled around the head of his dick, teasing him like a pro. Jack meanwhile, had moved on to fingering her tight ass, two digits sliding in and out as she moaned around the cock invading her mouth.

Lara's eyes met mine as she looked at me through a haze of lust and submission. I knew she was enjoying every second of this debauchery; after all, it was I who hypnotized her to be an obedient slut for tonight's party. Her newfound hunger for cock was insatiable, and she'd do anything I commanded without hesitation. The power surging through me was indescribable; I'd never felt more alive than this very moment.

As Lara bobbed her head up and down on the stranger's cock, Jack picked up the pace, thrusting his fingers in and out of her tight hole with abandonment. His tongue lapped at her swollen clit, sending waves of pleasure through her body. The tattooed man grunted, his cock throbbing in her mouth as she swallowed around it, urging him closer to the edge.

"I'm gonna fucking blow," he groaned, his hips bucking forward uncontrollably.

I couldn't resist the temptation any longer. "Make him cum in your mouth, Lara," I commanded, my voice low and husky. "Swallow every last drop like a good little whore."

Lara moaned around the cock in her mouth, and the tattooed man let out a loud cry of pleasure as he came hard and deep in her throat. She swallowed every drop obediently, milking him dry with her hot mouth until he was spent. He released her from his grasp, and she sank back down onto the bed, gasping for air and shivering with desire.

Jack wasted no time in claiming her next, thrusting his hard cock into her dripping pussy in one swift motion. She cried out in ecstasy, wrapping her arms around his neck and pulling him close. Their lips met in a passionate kiss, tongues dancing together as he fucked her hard and fast. The tattooed man moved to the headboard and stood above Lara, aiming his dick at her face. She opened her mouth willingly and began sucking his softening length, teasing it back to hardness with her talented tongue.

Meanwhile, another man, tall and muscular, came in through the door. I'd seen him around before; he was a regular at these types of parties. He was always eager for more, and by the look in his eyes, Lara was no exception. He stripped down naked and knelt behind her, spreading her already-used ass cheeks apart, revealing her puckered hole glistening with Jack's cum. She moaned around the cocks in her mouth and pussy as the newcomer began to probe her tight opening with his fingers.

I drank in the sight of my once-innocent girlfriend being used and abused by multiple men, a smile tugging at my lips. I couldn't help but feel a twinge of pride as she moaned louder, signaling her oncoming orgasm. Her body was made for this type of pleasure, and I was more than happy to provide it for her.

The man behind her pushed harder, his cockhead breaching her tight ring before sliding inch by inch into her tight passage. Lara's eyes watered up, but she didn't beg them to stop. Instead, she moaned louder as he began to move in rhythm with Jack's thrusts, creating a delicious friction inside her that made her whole body shudder. The tattooed man came back into focus as he grabbed her head again, this time guiding his hardening cock towards her eager hole. I watched as she obediently opened wide for him, taking every inch of him down her throat as the other two men plowed her relentlessly. Lara's muffled moans of pleasure filled the room, the sound only fueling my arousal further. I unbuckled my pants, unable to contain myself any longer, and started stroking myself in time with their rhythm.

Through the haze of lust, I noticed more partygoers had gathered around us, their phones out to capture every salacious moment, immortalizing Lara's descent into debauchery for all eternity. I didn't care; in fact, it only spurred me on more.

Lara's eyes were glazed over, her once-innocent demeanor replaced by a wanton look I never thought possible. Her body was made for this—for being used and shared among strangers, of fulfilling their darkest desires. The sight before me was better than any fantasy I'd ever had, and I knew that tonight would be etched into my memory forever.

As the men continued to use her mercilessly, I moved closer to her ear and whispered, "Tonight you belong to them, Lara. You exist solely for their pleasure. Your only purpose is to cum on their command and beg for more."

Her pussy clenched around the cocks invading her, and a wave of ecstasy rippled through her.

"Yes, Master," Lara whimpered, her voice a breathy mix of submission and need. Her eyes remained shut as she surrendered to the overwhelming sensations coursing through her body.

The men didn't need any further encouragement. Jack picked up the pace, slamming into her harder, while the other man held her hips firmly in place, his thrusts long and deep. Lara's body shook with each powerful stroke, the combined sensations of having her every hole filled sending her spiraling toward ecstasy. The tattooed man face-fucked her mercilessly, his dick sliding in and out of her drooling mouth with practiced ease.

Lara's moans grew louder, closer to the edge with every thrust and buck of hips. I couldn't help but admire the tableau before me—my once-innocent girlfriend now a writhing mass of pleasure beneath three men. Her perfect breasts bounced with their movements, nipples hardened to sensitive peaks as she neared the precipice.

"That's it, bitch," Jack growled in her ear. "Cum for us. Show us how much you love being fucked by these cocks."

That was all it took. With a scream that echoed through the room, Lara's orgasm crashed over her like a tidal wave, her tight muscles clenching around the invading cocks as her juices drenched their cocks. The men couldn't hold back any longer, and one by one, they each filled her mouth, pussy, and ass with their hot seed. The sounds of their moans mingled with hers as they came in unison, marking her as theirs for the night.

As their thrusts slowed and their cocks softened, they each pulled out of her abused holes, letting Lara catch her breath. She collapsed onto the bed in a heap, covered in a sheen of sweat and cum. Her eyes met mine with a newfound fire I hadn't seen before—a lust that both terrified and excited me. I knew that tonight had changed us both forever.

***

After a filth-filled night of pure pleasure, I took Lara back home.  I led her to the shower, where we washed the evidence of the evening's events away. As the water cascaded over our bodies, I couldn't help but feel a twinge of sadness knowing that eventually, the night would end, and our secret life would have to remain hidden once more. But for now, we were free to explore our darkest desires without consequence.

Later that night, as we lay tangled in the sheets, Lara curled into my embrace, her hair damp from the shower still clinging to her face, I couldn't resist brushing a stray strand away from her flushed cheek. Her eyes met mine—eyes that only hours ago had been filled with lust but now held love and adoration. "Master," she whispered, her voice raspy from the night's activities, "Thank you."

Her words left me breathless. My heart swelled with pride and love for the woman I'd always known she could be. I brushed a thumb across her swollen lower lip, tender from the evening's use. "No, thank you, my slutty pet," I rasped, my voice thick with emotion. "You were incredible."

Lara blushed but didn't deny it. Instead, she nestled deeper into my embrace, her naked body molding against mine.

"I love you," she whispered, her eyes shining with unshed tears.

"I love you too," I replied, brushing a kiss across her forehead. "And I always will."

As we drifted off to sleep, entangled in each other's arms, we both knew that tonight had been special—a turning point in our relationship we could never go back from. But as we slept, our dreams were filled with plans for the next time we could explore our darker desires together, eager to see what new depths of depravity we would plunge into next time...

Now that she fully belonged to me: heart, body, soul.
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