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A hot preview…

"Mmm... you feel so tight," I rasped in her ear. "I can't wait to feel this perfect ass milking my cock."

At my words, Helena arched her back even more, silently begging for more—more sensation, more pleasure/pain—anything to make this exquisite torture end. Gently, I removed my fingers from her now-loosened passage and positioned myself at her entrance. Inch by agonizing inch, I pushed forward, the head of my cock just barely breaching her tightest opening. Helena's body shuddered and tensed, her breathing ragged as pleasure mingled with discomfort. "Relax," I soothed, holding her hips firmly in place. "You can take it, baby. Just breathe."

Her panting gradually evened out as she followed my instruction, and I took that as a sign to continue. Slowly, I pushed forward again, feeling her clench around me like a fist. The sensation was exquisite, unlike anything I'd ever felt before. Gods, she was so tight! It was all I could do to not lose control and thrust myself inside her right then and there. No, I wanted to draw this out, savor every second of taking this last uncharted territory.

Fuck.

Her ass looked amazing, split in half by my throbbing, huge dick.  Her master's cock, plundering her tightest, most secret, virgin hole. 

Helena's moans grew louder as I sank deeper inside her, her nails leaving half-moons in the sheets beneath her. She was close—so very close—and yet still I held back, wanting to draw out her torment as much as my own. At this rate, she'd be begging me to fuck her ass and enjoy every second of it.

The Submission Collar 5

Now that Lara was bound to me - body, heart, and soul - through the demonic blood pact I had put her through, I had no reason to restrict my deviant desires to her alone. I could seek out as many submissive sex bimbos as I wanted; and Lara would not stop me, nor would she discourage me.  On the contrary, in her words:

"You should have as much sex as you want, with as many women as you want, baby. I want you to be happy and fulfilled."

She kissed my lips, and gazed at me adoring me, as a true submissive should with her master. Her eyes were glazed with a hypnotic mixture of lust and obedience, the result of our malevolent bond. Lara's submission was absolute, her sense of self twisted and contorted by the dark magic that flowed through her veins now.

I reveled in the power I held over her, the way she catered to every depraved whim with an eagerness that bordered on religious fervor. She was my first conquest in a world where I intended to collect pleasures like shiny trinkets, hoarding sensual experiences as one would treasure jewels.

With Lara's enthusiastic consent, I set out into the night, my senses sharpened for the hunt. The city was my playground, pulsating with life and ripe with potential conquests. The nocturnal streets whispered secrets, promising encounters that would satiate even the darkest appetites.

It wasn't long before I found my next plaything—a voluptuous siren with curves that spoke of carnal delights and a hunger in her eyes that matched my own. She was leaning casually against the bar, crimson lips parting with a practiced sensual ease as she sipped her drink, surveying the room like a queen assessing her court.

Boldly, I approached her. The threads of control and manipulation were already dancing at my fingertips, ready to weave around this new prize and pull her into my orbit. As I drew closer, I felt the electric thrill of the hunt, that intoxicating mix of danger and desire.

"Enjoying the evening?" I asked, my voice a low purr designed to entice and intrigue.

Her eyes locked onto mine, a predatory glint within them. "I could ask you the same," she replied, her tone suggesting she was well aware of the game being played. "Though it seems to me a man with your... aura... is looking for more than just idle chit-chat."

With a smile that bordered on wicked, I leaned in closer, letting my breath mingle with hers, stirring the air charged with our silent acknowledgments of what was to come.

"You read me like an open book," I said, my words curling around her like smoke, "and I must confess, the prospect of conversation alone seems rather... pale in comparison to what I desire."

A spark of interest ignited in her eyes, her body language opening up to me as she tilted her head, blonde locks cascading over one shoulder. The atmosphere around us thickened with tension and unspoken promises.

"I'm Helena," she offered, extending a hand that I took not just to shake but to kiss the back of gently, a gesture of dark courtship.

"An enchantress by name and nature, it seems," I whispered against her skin. The words were a subtle weave of compulsion, a thread of power that began its insidious wrap around her consciousness. "Would you care for a more private setting? This place,” I glanced around the crowded bar with a hint of disdain, “doesn't seem... worthy of you."

Helena's pulse fluttered beneath my lips—a rabbit trapped within the gaze of a predator. She smiled, revealing teeth that flashed with reckless excitement. "Lead the way," she breathed out, already under the spell of anticipation.

Our departure was unnoticed by the swaying throng of bodies as we made our way toward an exit. Outside, the night air enveloped us with its cool caress—the city's sounds muffled yet still alive behind us.

I took her to my car, helping her into the seat.

I wanted her to blow me on the drive home, and so I decided to test how much sway I already had over her. 

As the engine purred to life, I leaned back into the leather seat, watching Helena out of the corner of my eye. She was a silhouette against the city lights that streamed through the window, an ephemeral beauty caught between two worlds—the mundane and the one I was about to introduce her to.

Her eyes, sharp with a hunger mirroring my own, never left me as we pulled away from the curb. The anticipation in the car was thick enough to choke on.

"Helena," I began in a voice that oozed the same dark promise as before, "I find myself impatient tonight. There's a longing within me that only your touch can satisfy."

She turned in her seat to face me, her movements filled with a grace that suggested she was no stranger to such games. The city's glow caught in her eyes, and for a moment, they seemed to burn with their own inner fire.

"Tell me what you want," she whispered, leaning closer so that her breath tickled my ear. It was an invitation, one she knew could not be refused.

With deliberate slowness, I unzipped my trousers, the sound jarringly intimate in the confines of the car. The implicit command hung between us, unspoken but clear as crystal.

"Quite frankly, my dear," I said, "I want you to blow me."

And Helena... she didn't hesitate. Her hand slipped into my open fly with an eagerness that thrilled me—her fingers wrapping around me with purpose. She lowered her head toward my lap as we sped down the darkened streets.

The sensation of her warm mouth enveloping me shattered any remaining veneer of civility I had clung to. My fingers found her hair and gently threaded through it.

"Good girl..." I murmured, a note of approval creeping into my tone.

She moaned at this, the vibrations traveling along my shaft, stoking the flames of my desire even further. With one hand gripping the wheel, I tangled the other in her hair, guiding her movements as she fell into an eager rhythm.

Her technique was beyond reproach, every stroke calculated to send waves of pleasure surging through me. My hips twitched, matching her tempo as our bodies responded to each other, two hungry predators hunting the night.

The city passed by in a blur of lights and noise, but all I could focus on was Helena's lips wrapped around me. The sensual thrill of having my cock sucked while driving at breakneck speed was intoxicating—an experience unlike anything I'd ever felt before.

I glanced down and caught a glimpse of her eyes gazing up at me, full of dark need. She was just as lost in the moment as I was, our mutual lust threatening to consume us whole.

"God, yes..."

Her lips felt amazing, and the motion of her head in my lap, her blonde hair bobbing along, was a visual delight as well.

Helena moaned again and increased the pressure of her sucking. A few quick gasps escaped my mouth in response, then silence fell, punctuated only by the sound of the engine roaring.

I'm getting close, I thought, savoring every sensation as she worked me closer and closer to the edge of release.

I didn't bother warning her. Helena seemed to sense it, somehow, and her efforts redoubled, intent on milking every last drop from me. The rush of climax seized me, and with a low groan, I came in her mouth. She swallowed it all without missing a beat, her talented throat muscles contracting around me until there was nothing left.

My fingers eased their grip, gently stroking her hair as we cruised to a halt at a set of lights. The red glow bathed us both in its crimson radiance as I gazed down at her, satisfaction painted across my face.

I lifted her head up toward me, and we kissed. It was a kiss born of two equal predators, each recognizing a kindred soul in the other. In that moment, we shared more than just a carnal connection—we were bound by our mutual desire for depravity.

Helena drew back slowly, her breath coming in soft pants. "That was amazing," she purred, her lips curving in a wicked smile. "And just think... we're not even to your place yet."

Oh no, my dear. I intend to have much more fun with you, I thought as the light changed and I sped off. We still had a long night ahead of us.

I parked in front of the luxury apartment complex that I lived in.

I brought her upstairs to my condo, which Lara had helped decorate for me with her tasteful touches. As Helena stepped into my world, her expression took on an awestruck quality; I knew the feeling well - that mix of anticipation and fear, like a child in the belly of a strange amusement park ride.

The city sprawled before us as a panoramic view through the floor-to-ceiling windows, and a lavish spread awaited us. Platters of delicacies were on a nearby table, the fruits of Lara's diligence in stocking up the fridge before her business trip. A decadent meal, coupled with the exquisite view of the twinkling city lights, provided the perfect backdrop for this evening of hedonism.

As we moved toward the dinner, Helena stopped in front of one of the large glass windows, gazing out over the glittering scene below. She stood like that for a moment, then turned to face me, the expression on her face betraying a hint of nervousness.

"Tell me what you want." The invitation hung heavy in the air between us, laden with desire and uncertainty.

I walked up to her, stopping less than a foot away. I could smell her perfume, the sweet scent of anticipation, and underneath it all, her pure female essence. My eyes never left hers as my hands slipped behind her head, the motion fluid and confident.

"I want to collar you," I breathed into her ear, letting the words drip with dark promise. I felt her body tense in response, but there was no pulling away, no objections. I continued my seduction, my fingers caressing the smooth skin of her neck before finding purchase in her silky hair once more. "I want to own you. Completely. To put my collar around your lovely throat, marking you as my property forever."

Helena's gaze dropped, but I could feel her tremble slightly. This was a moment of power, where a simple "yes" or "no" would have great consequence. I held my breath, waiting to see which direction she would choose.

After an agonizing moment of silence, Helena's eyes finally lifted back up to mine. In them, I saw a flicker of resolve—a silent decision made. Slowly, her head moved in a small nod of consent.

My grip tightened as I pressed my lips against hers, our bodies molding together as the kiss grew more fervent. The tension between us had been simmering all evening, and now it was being unleashed.

When our lips finally parted, we were both breathing heavily. Helena's eyes glittered with excitement, her cheeks flushed and lips swollen from our passion. My hand trailed down her back, pausing at the base of her spine before dipping lower to grab a handful of ass cheek.

I gave it a sharp smack, eliciting a startled gasp from Helena.

I slapped her ass hard, leaving an angry red handprint in my wake. "Such a bad girl," I crooned, "so fucking naughty... and all for me. Tell me you want to be collared by your Master, my pet. Beg me for it."

The words flowed out of her, pleading and eager, a torrent of need and submission. "Please, please Master! I want to be yours, completely yours. Your property, your pet, your obedient toy... everything. Please, take me, make me yours!"

She fell to her knees then, gazing up at me with rapturous adoration. Her chest heaved, each breath a gasp for air as she continued, "Own me, use me, I'll do anything you ask. Please, collar me and claim me as yours. I beg you..."

I reached into the side drawer of the nearby table, where I kept a collection of collars of various sizes and materials. Selecting a sleek, black leather one adorned with gleaming silver studs, I held it in front of her. It was more than an accessory—it was a symbol of her unequivocal surrender to me.

Helena watched with rapt attention as I slowly approached her, the collar dangling from my fingertips. Her breathing hitched with every inch I closed between us until I stood over her, the dominant figure she so yearned for.

With deliberate care, I wrapped the supple leather around her neck, feeling her pulse quicken beneath my fingers. The click of the buckle was like a gavel striking, heralding the solemnity of this pact. My hand lingered on the collar for a moment longer than necessary, savoring the weight of ownership.

"From now on," I commanded in a voice laden with authority, "you will address me only as Master or Sir unless told otherwise. You are mine, Helena, in body and mind."

"Yes... Master," she whispered reverently, her voice laced with lust and devotion.

I pulled her up to stand before me, taking in the sight of her collared beauty. A surge of possessiveness coursed through my veins as I led her toward the dining table. The sumptuous fare seemed almost irrelevant now; all that mattered was satiating our deeper appetites.

"We won't be needing these," I said in a low growl, sweeping a hand across the tabletop, causing all the dishes and cutlery to scatter noisily.

Helena's eyes widened in shock at my actions, but when I pinned her down onto the tabletop with one hand and ripped her clothing off with the other, she understood fully what she'd gotten herself into. I felt her shiver as the cold air washed over her newly bared skin, but it did nothing to cool the feverish desire burning within me.

As the expensive, silk dress pooled around her ankles, revealing her slender but shapely form, I couldn't help but admire the vision before me. Helena's pert breasts heaved with every ragged breath she took, her deliciously hard nipples a testament to her arousal. Her eyes, once defiant and rebellious, now shone with unadulterated lust and submission. The magical power of the collar had taken hold, rewiring her very core to serve and obey her new Master—me.

With a smirk, I began to undress; my clothes seemed to practically dissolve from my body, leaving me naked and throbbing with desire for my new plaything. My cock stood at attention, aching for the wet heat I knew awaited me. "Beg me for it," I growled, enjoying the way her chest heaved with each panting breath she took. "Tell me what a bad little slut you've been."

"Oh, Master," Helena whimpered, "I've been such a bad girl... so very bad. I need... I need you to punish me... to fuck me... please... make me yours completely."

The raw desperation in her voice was music to my ears. "That's my good pet," I purred, running a finger down her spine, leaving goosebumps in its wake.

The magical power of the collar took hold of Helena, its enchantments seeping into her very core, reshaping her desires. She gasped as her body tingled with an otherworldly lust, every nerve ending alight with need for her new Master. Her thoughts swirled with these newfound cravings, her mind filled with visages of cock and the heat between her thighs that only he could quench. She was helpless to resist the bimbofication, her intelligence and will melting away like wax beneath a flame.

Helena's posture changed, hips arching instinctively to better display her dripping wet pussy to him. Her hands moved to cup her own breasts, massaging them roughly as she moaned his name like a mantra. "Master... Master... I'm yours... all yours... I'm a bimbo... a submissive slut... I... I just... need cock..." she whimpered, barely recognizing the wanton hitch in her voice.

She felt him press behind her, his throbbing length pressing against the slick folds of her entrance. "Say it again, whore," he growled in her ear, his breath hot and heavy on her neck. "Tell me what you are."

"I'm... I'm a bimbo slut... a cock-hungry whore... begging for my Master's cock," Helena moaned, her voice laced with wanton need. "Please, Master, fuck me. Make me yours forever."

Her words sent a shiver of pleasure down my spine. I positioned myself at her entrance, the head of my throbbing length teasing her slick folds. Helena's eyes met mine, pleading for me to have my way with her. With one swift thrust, I plunged deep inside her, breaching her tight channel and claiming her as mine. Her walls clenched around me, hot and wet, molding to every inch of my shaft as if she had been made for me alone.

Helena screamed out in pleasure, arching her back to meet my every thrust. The power of the collar coursed through her veins, amplifying sensations tenfold as she submitted to me willingly. I could feel the enchantment working its magic on her mind as well; the sharp intellect that once resided there dulling in favor of base lust and desire for her new Master.

"You like that don't you, slut?" I growled in her ear as I relentlessly pounded into her eager cunt. "Tell me how much you love being fucked like the bimbo whore you are."

"Oh God... Master... it... it feels so good to be owned like this! My body belongs to you. I live... to please...and obey you... My Master!" Helena stammered in broken words as the feeling of euphoric submission swelled in her core.

Each thrust seemed to tear her soul in half—pain and pleasure mixing in a delicious cocktail that threatened to shatter her very consciousness. Yet, she wanted more.

As if reading her mind, my hand reached out, entangling itself in her golden tresses. Using her hair as reins, I forced her head upward and her back to bend backward toward me. She cried out at the sensation, a wordless wail of ecstasy as I claimed every inch of her body for myself. Her skin glowed with a dewy sheen of perspiration, and her eyes rolled back into her skull as the waves of pure bliss continued to wash over her.

With each powerful plunge of my rigid dick inside her molten hot pussy, Helena could feel herself slipping further and further away from her old self, giving in entirely to the magical bond that now enslaved her. The primal, dominant male inside me roared with satisfaction, savoring the sensation of this sexy blonde girl succumbing to my will and submitting completely to me.

The intoxicating smell of sex permeated the room as we fucked like animals, our bodies joined as one in a symphony of carnal passion. Helena's moans grew louder and more desperate with every passing moment, signaling that she was on the verge of orgasm.

In that moment, my own release surged forth, filling her waiting womb with rope after rope of my thick, virile cum. Her body spasmed and shuddered as she came along with me, her muscles clenching around my cock and milking every last drop of my essence from my throbbing shaft.

Helena's hands trembled as they gripped the sides of the table, her breath coming in ragged gasps as her orgasm ebbed. "Yes... yes... please, Master... may I beg you to... please, have mercy..." she moaned.

I smiled in response, my eyes filled with dark intentions as I leaned over her and placed a kiss on her bare shoulder. "I'm just getting started, my pet," I whispered, relishing the way she shivered in response to my words. "After all, we've barely scratched the surface of what this collar can do."

There would be plenty of time to indulge my depraved appetites with my new plaything. The night was still young, and there was so much fun yet to be had.

Helena's eyes met mine, an exquisite combination of fear and longing playing across her gorgeous face. "Whatever you wish, Master," she breathed obediently. "I am yours to use as you please... forever and always."

In the distance, the city lights twinkled in anticipation of our dark desires being unleashed once more.

"On your knees, Helena," I commanded, my voice dripping with power and authority. Helena obediently slid off the table and knelt before me, her posture submissive and subservient. "You'll find that I have a... large appetite," I smirked, gripping my cock, "and I expect you to satisfy every inch of it."

Helena's eyes widened as she stared at my engorged manhood, teasingly close to her watering lips. I was sure she'd seen her fair share of cocks, but this... this was in a league of its own. The thought of taking all of it in her mouth and down her throat terrified and excited her in equal measure.

"I know what you're thinking, don't you?" I chuckled. "You think it's too big for your sweet little mouth, don't you?" I circled her chin with my hand, forcing her to look me in the eye. "I don't care. You'll take every single inch of me, understood?"

Helena's heart pounded wildly against her chest as she nodded shakily, the collar around her neck a constant reminder of her newfound servitude. "Y-Yes, Master," she whimpered. "I will try my best."

"Good girl," I purred, running my fingers through her silky hair.

As she knelt before me, I grabbed Helena by the hair and yanked her head back, exposing her luscious lips and the soft pinkness of her tongue. "Lick," I growled, running the tip of my swollen cock along her lower lip. Helena hesitated, her eyes wide with apprehension. I knew she was contemplating defiance and immediately tightened my grip on her hair, sending a sharp jolt of pain shooting through her scalp. "I said lick it, bitch."

With a whimper, Helena's pouty pink lips parted, and she extended her tongue to tentatively taste the head of my shaft. The sensitive organ throbbed with anticipation as it met her warm mouth. "Mmm," I moaned, pressing my hips forward. "That's it... show your Master how much you want his cock down your filthy slutty little throat."

Emboldened by the praise, Helena began to explore more of my length with her tongue, swirling and lapping at every inch of heated skin. I groaned in pleasure as she teased my balls, then traced a line back up to tickle my straining shaft. Just as I was about to explode with anticipation, she took me into her wet heat completely, mouth gripping tightly around me like a vice. Her eyes watered slightly as she gagged on my girth, but she persisted ceaselessly, determined to please her new Master.

"That's it, slut, take it all," I growled, grabbing her blonde locks roughly as I fucked her mouth mercilessly. Helena's muffled moans filled the air, vibrating around my cock as she struggled to keep up with my relentless pace. Her cheeks flushed redder with each thrust, a testament to her growing arousal and humiliation.

The sight of this high-and-mighty socialite on her knees, reduced to nothing more than a cum receptacle for her former plaything, was enough to send chills down my spine. I could feel my climax building, the pressure in my balls intensifying by the second.

"You've been a good girl," I praised, stroking her hair gently despite the ferocity of our encounter. "Now be a good slut and swallow every drop." Helena whimpered in response, a clear indicator that she understood the gravity of the situation.

With one last powerful thrust, I unleashed my load deep inside her warmth, filling her mouth with mead-like potency that dribbled down her chin and onto her heaving tits. Helena's eyes rolled back into her head as she swallowed every drop greedily, savoring the taste of her own degradation.

As our breathing returned to normal, I grasped her chin roughly and lifted it to meet mine.

With her jaw slack and lips still glistening from my cum, Helena's glazed-over eyes met mine. Her chest heaved, each panting breath a testament to her complete submission. I could see the shame and degradation in her eyes, yet there was a smoldering fire of arousal flickering deep within. The tug-of-war between her former self and the submissive slut she was becoming was a sight to behold. My cock twitched with anticipation at the thought of breaking her completely.

"Stand up, Helena," I commanded, imbuing my words with an irresistible edge of power. Slowly, shakily, she rose to her knees, naked and dripping with our mingled juices. The gaping collar around her neck seemed to shimmer in the dim light, a constant reminder of her servitude.

"Now, let me see how obedient you truly are," I purred, a criminal smirk gracing my lips. "Bend over the table, hands on the wood."

Helena hesitated for just a moment before complying, a blush staining her cheeks as she placed both palms on the cool surface. Gripping her hips roughly, I entered her from behind, sliding effortlessly into her abused passage without even the hint of resistance. Moan after mind-numbing moan erupted from Helena's swollen lips as I thrusted relentlessly into her tight, wet heat. I couldn't get enough of her, of the way she clenched around me like a hot, wet vice, milking my cock with every thrust. "You like this, don't you, slut?" I growled in her ear, gripping her honey-blonde hair in my fist.

Helena whimpered in response, her entire body shaking with the force of my thrusts. The knowledge that she was once so high and mighty and now reduced to a mindless fucktoy for my pleasure sent waves of dark pleasure coursing through me. I pounded into her mercilessly, seeking the remains of her defiance, determined to break her completely.

The sounds of our bodies colliding echoed off the penthouse walls as I slammed into her over and over again. Helena's breathy gasps and moans fueling my lust until I felt my climax building once more. "You're mine now, Helena," I growled in her ear, twisting her nipple mercilessly. "Say it."

"Y-yes... Master," she panted, arching her back to meet my thrusts. "I-I'm yours... yours... yours to use..."

It was all the invitation I needed. With one final thrust, I spilled my seed deep inside Helena's womb, filling her womb with my potent essence as we both shuddered in ecstasy. As I rode out my orgasm, I could feel her walls spasming around me, milking me dry.

My grip on her waist slackened, and I stumbled back, spent. I watched with satisfaction as Helena collapsed against the table, a quivering mess of desire and submission.

We lay there in silence, the only sound the labored breathing of our sated bodies. Finally, I broke the spell with my own voice, low and dangerous. "Now, be a good pet, and kneel."

Helena nodded weakly, moving to face me, her posture obedient. I couldn't help but notice how she subtly avoided my eyes, choosing to look down at the floor instead. Her submission pleased me greatly, the sense of control invigorating.

"Lick it clean."

She began lapping at my softening cock obediently, worshipping the length and girth of her new master.

As Helena worked my manhood with her lips and tongue, my thoughts wandered to the potential uses for such a powerful magical artifact as the collar she now wore. Would there be other sluts worthy of the same treatment? I could envision it now, a harem of beauties, willing to obey my every command and fulfill my every fantasy. The possibilities seemed endless, and I couldn't help but grin deviously as I pondered my options.

However, in order for any of my plans to come to fruition, I would first have to keep this one in line...and make sure no one ever learned the truth. It wouldn't do if word got out that Helena, the rich and beautiful heiress to a vast fortune, had willingly submitted herself to a mere servant's will—especially one as common as my own. I knew my place, and I wasn't about to let anyone take that from me...not when I was just getting started.

With her face glistening with my seed, I could see that Helena's cheeks were flushed and her breathing ragged, yet her eyes still refused to meet mine. She appeared ashamed to gaze upon her new Master, to witness what she had become. I took no pity on her, merely taking in the sight with delight as she knelt before me obediently.

It was then I knew: I would bend her to my will and break her spirit completely, ensuring that she never again crossed me. She may have won our little game previously, but the tables had turned, and I planned to use every ounce of power at my disposal to ensure that she remembered her place from now on.

"Well done, my pet," I said, stroking her hair gently. "But we're far from finished here."

The look of fear and trepidation in Helena's eyes gave me pause. She must have known what came next, that there was no way out now that I had complete control over her. Perhaps in another time, in another life, I might have been able to offer her mercy. But now, the lust-filled haze surrounding my mind only made me want to use her even more, to claim every inch of her flesh until she had nothing left to give.

"I think it's time to take this fun to the bedroom," I said, motioning toward the dark hall leading away from the living room.

Without a word, Helena rose to her feet and slowly walked past me toward the door. As I admired her perfectly rounded ass swaying with each step, my hand reached out of its own volition and delivered a sharp slap to the soft cheek. Helena yelped in surprise and glanced at me over her shoulder, eyes wide. "Keep walking, whore," I growled, reveling in the way she flinched at my words.

A moment later, we stood at the entrance to the master suite, and I watched intently as Helena paused, her trembling fingers hovering over the handle. She seemed uncertain of where we were headed, and that pleased me greatly. I wanted to make sure she felt out of her element, vulnerable and exposed to my whims and desires.

As I strode past her and entered the room first, I caught a glimpse of her expression: a mixture of fear and anticipation swirling in her gorgeous, hazel eyes. "Get on the bed," I commanded, my tone leaving no room for argument. Without a word, Helena climbed onto the mattress and sat on the edge, her gaze fixed on the floor as if she couldn't bear to face me.

She waited patiently as I circled the bed, admiring her naked form—from her perky breasts to her toned legs, she was the picture of perfection. My cock twitched with anticipation as I took in the sight of her smooth skin, so pale and pristine. It wouldn't be long before I stained it with bruises and bite marks, claiming every inch of her as my own.

Standing before her now, I could see the rapid rise and fall of her chest and the way her thighs rubbed together beneath her dress. She was clearly aroused, and the thought of that excited me immensely. "Look at me, Helena," I said, tracing my fingertip along her jaw. Her breath hitched as she gazed up at me, pupils dilated with desire.

I continued, "Tell me, who does this body belong to?"

"It belongs to you, Master," she said, voice barely above a whisper.

"And what do you want me to do with it?" I purred, smirking down at her as if I knew exactly how much she enjoyed being dominated like this.

I wanted her to say the words, to vocalize the fact that she craved this treatment, that she loved the sensation of losing control. I wanted to hear her admit it out loud, knowing full well that every inch of her willpower was already under my control. The sheer power coursing through my veins made my head spin with excitement. This was better than anything I'd ever imagined, and we'd only just gotten started.

Helena swallowed thickly, her eyes glistening as if holding back tears. "Please...please fuck me, Master," she said, biting her lip softly. I couldn't help but smirk at the way she begged—there was no mistaking her arousal or desperation for the situation at hand. It felt as if I held all the cards, as if this were my victory, and Helena was simply a toy for my amusement.

"Is that what you want?" I teased, running my fingers across her exposed neck and collarbone. Helena shivered beneath my touch, her breaths coming out ragged and uneven. I knew she would submit; there was no way around it.

"Y-yes...I need to feel you inside me, Master," she breathed. I let my gaze rake over her perfect body, enjoying every inch of her exquisite curves before taking my sweet time undressing her. Slowly, my hand worked its way up her bare leg, pausing to trace circles on the sensitive flesh of her inner thigh. A low moan escaped her lips as I cupped her sex possessively.

"Please," she gasped, "I'm begging you."

With one swift motion, I ripped away the final piece of fabric separating us—the flimsy black lace that kept her core from my hungry eyes—and threw it carelessly aside. The sudden movement caused Helena's head to loll backward as a soft sigh escaped her parted lips.

"I thought so," I sneered.

At last, the entirety of her supple form was laid bare to me, vulnerable and exposed, ripe for my pleasure. Arousal glistened between her legs, coating my fingers in sticky nectar as I continued to explore her most intimate areas. With each caress, Helena trembled beneath my touch, unable to control the rush of emotions surging through her. The combination of shame and arousal emanating from her body was intoxicating—a potent mixture that I hoped would remain in my bloodstream for many years to come.

"Mine."

Those two simple words brought tears to Helena's eyes, tears of happiness mixed with fear as I stared hungrily at her quivering flesh, marking every inch of her exposed skin with bites and scratches. I wanted to devour her—to consume her very essence.

My patience waned. My throbbing shaft, still slick with her juices, pressed insistently against her swollen entrance, demanding to be buried within her depths. She let out a muffled cry of surprise and lust as I thrust forward with a grunt. Our bodies moved in unison, seeking their release, united by a burning passion neither of us could escape from. As our sweat-soaked skin collided, the sound of flesh smacking flesh echoed loudly around the room. We were both caught up in an animalistic frenzy of lust and desire, our instincts taking over completely.

In all her life, Helena had never felt so full, so utterly used. Tears of joy flowed freely down her cheeks as I pounded into her relentlessly, claiming her body and soul as mine and mine alone. Her moans and screams grew louder and more desperate with each passing minute as I forced orgasm after orgasm from her trembling form, pushing her body to its limit until it could take no more.

With one final, powerful thrust, I buried myself to the hilt within her tightness. I cried out in ecstasy as I poured my seed deep inside her womb, filling her womb with potent cum. Helena's body shook violently, the force of her own climax sending waves of pleasure coursing through every nerve ending in her being. She let out one final scream as she collapsed onto the bed, utterly spent.

The sight of her beautiful face contorted in pleasure was enough to tip me over the edge once again. My cock twitched and pulsed, unleashing another torrent of creamy spunk into her womb. The warmth of my release filled Helena completely, coating her walls with sticky strands of semen. Our combined fluids began to trickle from her entrance as I withdrew my cock from within her quivering folds.

As Helena lay before me, utterly spent and soaked in our combined juices, she could feel my gaze boring into her. "Look at me," I said quietly, tracing my fingertip along her jaw. Shakily, she rose and faced me, biting her lip softly as if preparing for the inevitable scolding.

But instead of chastisement or humiliation, my tone was soft, almost soothing as I commanded her to clean the mess she'd made, "On your knees." Helena hesitated, as if contemplating the consequences of her actions. But my will was absolute, and she quickly submitted to my desires. Slowly, she bent forward, hands braced against the mattress as she opened her mouth and lapped up the mixture of our release, savoring each and every drop.

The taste seemed to ignite something deep within her, and Helena moaned as she lapped at the source of our shared pleasure, her tongue gliding along every inch of my skin, eagerly capturing each drop she could find. It was the most erotic thing I'd ever witnessed, watching this powerful woman become so desperate for the very essence that flowed through my veins. With each passing second, I felt my cock harden once more, eager to plunder her depths again.

"Good girl," I said, stroking her hair gently. "You're learning."

Helena purred under my praise, lapping up our mingled fluids ravenously. The sensation of her tongue on my skin sent shivers down my spine. I would never tire of seeing her like this: subservient and obedient to my will, craving my touch. The knowledge that she was mine and mine alone—body, mind, and soul—filled me with an unrivaled sense of satisfaction.

As Helena continued to clean their juices from her thighs and my cock, I couldn't help but marvel at the sight before me. This once proud, untouchable goddess was now on her knees, her tongue lapping at our combined fluids as if her very existence depended on it. The sight of her complete submission sent a shiver down my spine, reigniting the fire within me that I thought had been spent. My cock hardened once more, seeking out the warmth and tightness that only she could provide.

"Enough," I said, gently lifting her chin with my finger. "Turn around for me... I'm not finished with you yet."

Shakily, Helena turned over onto all fours, presenting her milky-white ass to me. Her wetness glistened in the dim light, a testament to the pleasure she'd just experienced. The musky scent of arousal filled the air as I knelt down behind her, positioning myself at her delicious entrance. "Are you ready for more?" I whispered into her ear, my breath hot against her skin.

"Y-yes... please," she moaned needfully, rocking back against me in invitation.

Without further ado, I plunged my hardened cock into her sopping wet pussy once more. Helena gasped as I filled her to the hilt, stretching her wider than ever before.

"Fuck....yes....Master!"

Moaning my name like a prayer on her lips, I could feel every inch of her tightness enveloping me, welcoming me home. Gods, she felt so good—so tight, so hot, and so wet. I couldn't get enough of her. Thrusting my hips forward, I began to move in and out of her in long, slow strokes, savoring each delicious second spent inside her velvety depths. Her moans only spurred me on, urging me to go faster, harder, deeper.

Helena's nails dug into the sheets as she arched her back, pushing back against me, begging for more. "Yes," she moaned. "Oh gods yes... don't stop!"

I obliged her request, picking up the pace until our hips slapped together in a primal rhythm as old as time itself. Her walls clenched around me like a vice grip, milking me with every thrust. It felt as if she were trying to hold onto every last drop of our shared pleasure, a greedy lover desperate to claim me as her own. A part of me wanted to give her what she desired; to bury myself balls-deep within her and stay there forever.

But I had other plans in mind tonight.

Withdrawing from her slick heat with a torturous slowness that made us both groan in protest, Helena whined in protest at the loss of contact between our bodies. “No...” she whimpered.  "No... don't stop," Helena whined, her backside twitching in the air, her entrance wet and inviting. I could tell she was desperate for more, aching for every last drop of my essence inside her. However, I had other plans in mind tonight. I knew that the anticipation would only make the final release all the sweeter.

With a wicked grin, I gently tapped her rosy cheeks with my engorged member, teasingly close to where she needed it most but never quite connecting. "Beg me," I demanded, tracing her sensitive folds with just the tip of my cock. "Tell me what a dirty, little slut you've become."

Helena's cheeks flushed redder than ever, but she couldn't deny her true desires any longer. "Yes... yes, Master," she moaned, head bowed low as she submitted to my whims. "I'm... I'm a dirty little slut who craves your cock. Please... please fuck me raw."

Her words sent shivers down my spine. It was music to my ears—a once-proud goddess reduced to nothing more than a panting mass of lust, begging for more. Smirking, I placed my hands on her hips and pulled her back against me until our bodies were pressed together once more.

I admired the swell and curve of her perfect ass, bringing my hand down to leave a harsh red handprint on the milky white flesh.  She cried out in shock. 

"Oh, Helena..." I whispered in her ear, enjoying the way her body reacted to the firm smack. "You're such a naughty girl, aren't you?" I asked rhetorically. "Someone seems to have found a taste for being punished."

Her only response was another moan, louder this time as she rocked back against me, silently pleading for more. Granting her unspoken request, my hand landed against her ass once more, leaving a warm sting in its wake. Helena arched her back, and I could feel her wetness coating my thighs. Her wanton cries of pleasure spurred me on, emboldening me to leave another mark on her fair skin.

"Dirty girl," I purred into her ear, flicking my tongue against her earlobe. "You like that, don't you? You like it when Daddy spanks your naughty bottom."

Helena whimpered, but didn't deny it. Instead, she ground down harder against me in silent answer, her heated confession echoing off the walls of the room. I felt my cock twitch with anticipation at the thought of how far I'd brought this once-proud goddess. She was mine now—mine to do with as I pleased.

"Such a good girl," I praised, my voice dripping with promise. "I think it's time we took this to the next level," I said, a devious glint in my eyes. Slicking up two fingers with the evidence of her arousal, I gently massaged the rosette of her anus, teasingly circling the tight ring of muscle as she gasped in surprise. "Relax for me, Helena," I coaxed, my voice low and soothing. "Just like that. You're doing so well."

Her body trembled beneath my ministrations, but she accepted me nonetheless, her muscles loosening inch by excruciating inch. "That's it... just like that," I purred, all the while working my fingers deeper and stretching her taut opening. Helena moaned, her fists clenched in the sheets as I began to finger-fuck her ass in earnest, picking up speed with every encouraging whimper that escaped her lips.

"Mmm... you feel so tight," I rasped in her ear. "I can't wait to feel this perfect ass milking my cock."

At my words, Helena arched her back even more, silently begging for more—more sensation, more pleasure/pain—anything to make this exquisite torture end. Gently, I removed my fingers from her now-loosened passage and positioned myself at her entrance. Inch by agonizing inch, I pushed forward, the head of my cock just barely breaching her tightest opening. Helena's body shuddered and tensed, her breathing ragged as pleasure mingled with discomfort. "Relax," I soothed, holding her hips firmly in place. "You can take it, baby. Just breathe."

Her panting gradually evened out as she followed my instruction, and I took that as a sign to continue. Slowly, I pushed forward again, feeling her clench around me like a fist. The sensation was exquisite, unlike anything I'd ever felt before. Gods, she was so tight! It was all I could do to not lose control and thrust myself inside her right then and there. No, I wanted to draw this out, savor every second of taking this last uncharted territory.

Fuck.

Her ass looked amazing, split in half by my throbbing, huge dick.  Her master's cock, plundering her tightest, most secret, virgin hole. 

Helena's moans grew louder as I sank deeper inside her, her nails leaving half-moons in the sheets beneath her. She was close—so very close—and yet still I held back, wanting to draw out her torment as much as my own. At this rate, she'd be begging me to fuck her ass and enjoy every second of it.

And sure enough, it wasn't long before she was moaning my name, begging me for more incoherent pleas that only spurred me on further.

My restraint snapped.

I couldn't take it anymore. The sight of Helena, this once-untouchable goddess, debased and begging for rough anal sex was too much to bear. With a growl, I thrust my hips forward, slamming myself all the way inside her tight, clenching ass. Her high-pitched scream of mixed pain and pleasure was music to my ears as I began to pound into her relentlessly.

Helena's hands gripped the sheets tighter as I fucked her hard and fast, her body shaking with each powerful thrust. Her tightness squeezed around my cock like a vice, milking me with every movement. It had been far too long since I'd felt such a tight grip around my length, and it wasn't long before the pressure in my balls began to build.

"That's it... you like that, don't you? You love it when Daddy drills your tight little ass," I growled in her ear, my voice raspy with lust. "I can feel how much you enjoy being ass-fucked like the filthy slut you are."

Her only response came in the form of a muffled moan as her orgasm crashed over her, drenching my thighs with her juices. The sound of her release spurred me on further, and I hammered into her even harder, desperate to join her in that blissful oblivion.

The pressure in my balls seemed to double as I fucked her ruthlessly, plowing into her taut ass with unbridled abandon. Helena screamed my name, her climax never ending. I felt my cock pulse with each thrust, ready to explode within her warm depths.

"F-Fuck...!"

With one final deep plunge, I buried myself to the hilt inside her, erupting like a geyser as my hot cum coated her insides in thick ropes of white. Helena trembled as she felt my warmth flooding her depths, marking her as my own in the most primal way imaginable.

The feeling of utter dominion over her filled me with a rush unlike anything I'd ever experienced before, sending another spurt of pearly white release splashing against her tight, virgin hole. The combination of power, arousal, and release was enough to almost cause my knees to buckle from under me. But somehow, I managed to hold on.

As both of us basked in the afterglow of our shared release, I pulled Helena closer to me, wrapping my arms around her as I planted a tender kiss on her neck. My lips lingered there for a few moments, savoring the taste of her skin and the feeling of having her so close to me. Then, gently, I reached around to remove her blindfold and gag, tossing them to the side without care.

"That was..." I panted, unable to finish my sentence due to lack of air.

"Incredible," she gasped between breaths, a satisfied smile on her face. "Thank you... thank you for everything, Master."

I smiled down at her, my heart filling with affection.

"Anytime, Princess."

A moment later, her words fully registered in my mind as they echoed back to me— "thank you for everything, master". Was this her acceptance of our agreement? Of the fact that I owned her now, body and soul?

There was only one way to find out.

Leaning down, I captured her lips in a searing kiss, pouring every ounce of desire I felt into the gesture. Helena moaned softly against my mouth, eagerly returning the affection. Our tongues danced together, tasting each other's essence as we explored every inch of available territory. As we broke apart, gasping for breath, I rested my forehead against hers, gazing into those fathomless pools of green and brown.

"So," I whispered, my voice hoarse. "I guess this means you're mine now?"

A blush rose to her cheeks, but she didn't look away. Instead, her gaze remained steady as she replied, "Yes, Master."

The title sent a thrill through my body. I'd never thought of myself as someone who sought power and dominance in this kind of relationship, but hearing her say that simple word did something to me. A sense of pride swelled in my chest, filling me with confidence and an overwhelming sense of lust. Gods, she'd turned me into an animal. And I loved every second of it.

I smiled.

"Good."
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