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A hot preview…

Amy's tight pussy squeezed around me like a vice, her inner muscles clenching my shaft as I thrust deep within her depths. "Oh fuck...oh fuck...yes!" I groaned, picking up the pace. Her nails dug into the sheets as she arched her back, inviting me in further. "You like that, don't you? You like it rough, don't you, whore?"

"Yes, Master," she whimpered, her words muffled by the sheets. "Fuck me harder... make me yours."

I obliged her request, slamming into her with renewed vigor. Amy moaned louder now, her thighs trembling with each thrust. Her walls clamped down on me, milking my length as if she was desperate for more. Pulling out abruptly, I flipped her over onto her back and drove myself back inside her soaking wet pussy without any warning. Her eyes widened with shock before they rolled back in pleasure, the headboard thumping against the wall with each thrust.

"You're mine now," I growled into her ear as I reached down to massage her clit with my free hand. "You can forget all about Rick.  Isn't that right, sweetheart?"

Amy's eyes, clouded with lust and submission, stared back at me as she nodded vigorously. "Yes, Master," she panted. "I belong to you... only you." This was music to my ears, and I knew that the collar's spell had worked wonders. She was mine now, body and soul.

I watched her eyes shimmer again as every last vestige of Rick was erased from her mind.  He was forgotten, gone, replaced by the man she saw above her. The man who had planted himself inside her, claiming her as his own. Pushing further, I felt her inner muscles tighten around me, signaling her impending orgasm.

The Submission Collar 6

Helena was incredible.

Now that I had claimed both her and Lara as my submissives, I felt like I was on top of the world. I sat in my living room, both women servicing my cock, their mouths wet and hot on me.

Both were naked except for their submission collars – the symbols of their surrender to me. Both looked up at me with devotion and obedience, eyes pleading for permission to move even one more step toward climax, which would only come by pleasing me.

Helena's soft, warm tongue swirled around my shaft while Lara greedily sucked on my balls. They were so wet, so eager to please me. I placed a hand on each of their heads, moving them as I saw fit, pumping my hips into their hot mouths as they moaned and whimpered in pleasure. Every once in a while, I'd switch them, giving each a chance to taste each other's pussy juices from my cock. They loved it; I could tell by the way their eyes rolled back in their heads and their moans grew louder.

I couldn't take it anymore. "Enough," I growled, pulling them both off of me. "On your hands and knees."

In an instant, they were there: Helena on her hands and knees on the couch, her ass up in the air, and Lara down on all fours on the floor in front of her, head between Helena's legs, ready to eat her out.

I stepped behind Helena and gripped her hips roughly, guiding my hard cock to her wet entrance. "Lick her," I growled at Lara. She obeyed without hesitation, flicking her tongue over Helena's swollen clit as I entered her, both of us moaning in unison as I slammed myself deep inside her tight cunt. God, she was so wet. So fucking wet and so tight around my cock. I stroked in and out of her with abandon, my thrusts hard and relentless, claiming her as mine for all eternity. Helena's moans only spurred me on, her nails digging into the leather of the couch, as she struggled to maintain her balance. I gripped her hips even tighter, using them for leverage as I pounded into her over and over again. The wet, slurping sounds of my cock invading her cunt filled the room, along with Lara's eager slurping noises as she lapped at Helena's engorged clit.

"Yes! Yes! That's it!" I growled, my voice low and guttural as I felt my own climax building. "Scream for me, Helena! Scream how much you love being my bimbo whore!"

"Oh, yes! Yes, Master!" she screamed, her back arching underneath me. "I love it! I love being your bimbo whore! Use me however you want!"

Her words sent me over the edge. With a final forceful thrust, I released myself deep inside her, filling her womb with my hot seed. She shuddered beneath me, her pussy convulsing around my cock as she came too, crying out in ecstasy. It was animalistic and primal and oh so perfect.

When I finally pulled out, my cock still hard and ready for more, Lara was there to catch every drop of my cum with her eager mouth, swallowing it down greedily. Helena collapsed on the couch, panting and spent, her eyes glazed over with lust and submission.

"Mmmm, you both taste delicious," purred Lara, her voice dripping with wanton desire. "Can I have more?"

I smirked, gripping my still-erect cock in front of her face. "Well, I wouldn't want you to feel left out, would I?" I said, running the tip of my cock along her full lower lip. She moaned, closing her eyes as a shiver ran through her bimbo body.

Lara positioned herself on all fours on the floor in front of me, her plump ass tilted upwards invitingly. I took my time admiring the sight before me—these two beautiful women willing to do anything for my pleasure. It was exhilarating. Empowering. My cock twitched at the thought of the control I held over them.

Grasping Lara's hips firmly, I slid myself inside her wet heat. She gasped, arching her back and pushing back against me. "You like that, don't you, slut?" I growled in her ear as I began to thrust into her tight pussy.

"Oh, yes! Yes! Master, fuck me! Make me your whore!" she moaned, her voice a mix of pleasure and desperation.

I continued my onslaught, picking up the pace. Helena watched us with lust-filled eyes, her hand between her legs, cum still dripping down her thighs as she pleasured herself. The sight of my two bimbos, writhing in ecstasy under my control, sent shivers of pleasure down my spine.

"That's it, Lara," I groaned. "You're such a good whore. Take my cock like the filthy slut you are."

She moaned in response, her pussy clenching around me as I hit her G-spot, sending wave after wave of pleasure through both of us. I was close to climaxing again when Helena's voice rang out from behind me.

"Please, Master... let me taste Lara's cum!" she begged. Her once-defiant demeanor now replaced with a desperate need to please me and her new sister-submissive.

Grinning, I pulled out of Lara's soaking wet pussy and guided Helena's face to her crotch. "Eat her out," I commanded. "Make her cum on your tongue."

Helena didn't hesitate for a second. She dove into Lara's pussy, hungrily lapping at her swollen clit and flicking her tongue teasingly around her entrance. Lara's moans grew louder and fiercer as Helena feverishly worked her folds, desperate to bring her to the edge of ecstasy. I placed a hand on Helena's head, pressing down gently to encourage her to work even harder, while my other hand gripped Lara's hip. Together, we brought her closer and closer to the precipice of orgasm.

"Oh, fuck! Yes! Helena, yes!" Lara cried out as Helena continued her ministrations, eating her out with the hunger of a starving woman. "Master, I can't... I'm going to..."

That was all it took for me to pick up the pace, slamming myself into Lara's tight hole one final time before I came again, filling her with my hot seed. Lara's walls contracted around me, milking every last drop of my cum from my straining cock. A second later, she shuddered and screamed out in climax as her pussy clenched around my fingers, spraying her sweet nectar onto Helena's eager tongue. Helena moaned into Lara's pussy, drinking up every drop of her juices before looking up at me with a satisfied grin on her face.

Exhausted but still hard as ever before, I stepped back, my breathing ragged. My two bimbos lay panting on the floor, their bodies entwined, cum and juices slick between their legs. My cock throbbed with need, but I knew there would be time for that later. For now, I needed to solidify their bond to each other and their new life as my sex slaves.

"Look at each other," I commanded, my voice still laced with lust and power. Lara and Helena turned their glazed-over eyes toward one another, cum-stained lips forming a perfect 'O' of submission. "You are now more than just roommates—you are each other's playthings too. You will share everything... including my cock."

They nodded in unison, understanding dawning in their dazed minds. This was more than just a one-time thing; this was their new reality. They were mine to use and share as I pleased.

"Say it," I growled, needing to hear the words fall from their lips.

In perfect unison, they moaned, "We are each other's playthings, Master. We share everything... including your cock."

A satisfied smirk curled my lips as I sat down on the couch to watch them. "Good girls." I reached out a hand and stroked both of their heads, petting them like the sexually-hungry pets they'd become. "Now pleasure each other—like real bimbos."

"Yes, Master," they breathed, faces turning toward one another, hungry eyes feasting on one another's naked, wet, writhing flesh.

I watched in delight as Lara and Helena fell into a lust-filled embrace, kissing and groping and grinding against one another like two animals in heat. It was a beautiful sight, seeing their once-rivalrous natures come together in pure, unadulterated lust for one another and their shared master. I couldn't wait to see how this developed, knowing their newfound bond would only further my control over them. I stroked myself absentmindedly, watching them moan and writhe in one another's arms. The soft sounds of their tongues against each other's skin sent shivers down my spine.

As if sensing my pleasure, Lara broke from their kiss to look at me, her face flushed and her chest heaving with arousal.

"Please, Master..." she began, her voice barely above a whisper. "Please let us taste you."

I smirked at that. Of course she would be so eager to taste my cock after what we had already done, but hearing her say it out loud was beyond my wildest imagination. And Helena was no less complicit, leaning into Lara's shoulder with a wanton moan.

"Please, Master, feed your wives our favourite meal..." she gasped, running a hand up Lara's thigh and squeezing tightly, earning her a small yelp from her fellow submissive. "Our love juices and your seed!"

My smile widened at that, loving how easily Helena had fallen into her role as a bimbo slave. I stood up, walking over to them, my hard cock hanging heavy in front of their faces. Both women looked up at me with adoring gazes, their lips glistening with saliva and one another's honey.

"Of course, my pretty bimbos," I murmured, reaching out and stroking their heads softly before taking my position between them, presenting my cock for their ravenous tongues. "Eat your sister-wife's cum first."

Without hesitation, both women attacked my cock, their tongues darting across my shaft, eagerly licking up every drop of their combined juices. Their mouths felt like velvet as they ran up and down my shaft, moaning in pleasure as they lapped at my flesh. It was almost too much for me to take, especially when I felt their lips wrapped around the head of my cock, sucking eagerly and hungrily trying to pull out more of my essence from my swollen member.

I growled in satisfaction as I pushed my hips forward, thrusting my cock down each of their throats, forcing myself deeper and deeper into their eager mouths until they could barely breathe. "That's it," I groaned. "Take all of me in, you filthy whores."

They both whimpered in ecstasy at those words, their hands exploring each other's bodies, groping and teasing as they took turns deep-throating me. It felt incredible; the wet, warm heat of their mouths enveloping my shaft while their hands roamed freely over my naked form, touching and teasing me in ways I didn't know existed. I grabbed a handful of Lara's hair and pulled her face against my groin as I continued to fuck Helena's mouth, slamming myself harder and faster against the back of her throat. She gagged slightly, but never resisted, letting me use her any way I wanted. Her eyes rolled back in her head as she lost herself in the pleasure of serving her master, and I knew I would be fucking her senseless later.

After several minutes, I began to feel my climax approaching. The thought of my two gorgeous wives eating each other out while swallowing every last drop of my semen filled me with renewed vigor. With a few more powerful thrusts, I emptied my balls down Helena's gullet, shooting hot spurts of white sticky goodness into her welcoming throat. My cock pulsated with every stream of my seed flowing out of me, until I finally released Helena's head, letting her suck down the last drops of my cum with an audible gulp.

A thin line of cum trailed from Helena's lips as she turned to Lara with a sly smile. "How was that, sweetie?"

Lara panted, her gaze glassy and unfocused. "Amazing." She licked her lips seductively, before turning to face me. "Thank you, Master. Can we have some more, please?"

The collar changes their speech patterns.

I grinned, taking a moment to admire these two beautiful women as they begged me to use them further.

I pulled them close, letting my lips graze against their necks. "You're both so sexy," I murmured, my hands stroking along their arms and sides. "I'm going to fuck you both until you forget everything else... then, when I'm done with you, you're gonna fuck each other silly."

"Ohhhh!" gasped Lara, her nipples growing hard against my chest.

Helena moaned softly, shivering at my touch. "Yessss..."

My cock twitched at the sound of their voices, the desire for their bodies suddenly overwhelming me. Without warning, I grabbed hold of Lara's waist, twisting her around and pushing her up against the wall. She braced herself against the flat surface as I pressed against her from behind, my raging erection pushing up against her perfect ass cheeks.

Helena watched intently, licking her lips, fingers sliding over her wet mound, her lust-filled eyes pleading for more.

"Mmm..." I whispered huskily in Lara's ear. "Now I'm gonna fuck your little brains out."

With a single thrust, I shoved my entire length inside of her tight cunt, forcing myself past her tight folds. Lara let out a loud moan, arching her back against me, trying to take in every inch of my cock. "Fuck me, Master! Please! Fuck me harder!"

She cried out, her body convulsing with pleasure as I began to hammer her pussy. Her tight walls clamped around my cock like a vise, squeezing every last ounce of cum out of me as she bounced on my cock, fucking herself to ecstasy. I continued plunging myself into her depths until she came with a shuddering cry, collapsing against me in a quivering heap as her juices poured down my shaft, coating my balls in sticky sweetness.

"Good girl," I breathed against her neck, planting soft kisses along the nape of her collarbone. "That's it... ride me just like that."

Lara shuddered again, whimpering as my cock slipped out of her cum-drenched pussy, leaving her empty and desperate for more. "Master..." she gasped. "Don't stop."

I chuckled softly, moving over to where Helena lay spread-eagled on the floor, watching me with eager eyes, her fingers still buried deep within her own wet slit. Smirking, I pulled her up off the carpet and pushed her against the wall. My cock pressed against her thigh as I slid inside her soaked channel, earning me another strangled cry of pleasure from my newest pet.

As I drove deeper into her cunt, she wrapped her legs around me, pressing herself against me urgently as if trying to pull me deeper inside her. Her moans grew louder and higher-pitched until she reached an orgasm, her entire body convulsing violently with pleasure. It was unlike anything I'd ever experienced before—she writhed under me, bucking her hips against me wildly as I fucked her into oblivion. The only sounds were the squelching of my cock in her pussy and our laboured breathing as we both neared climax again.

At last, I could stand it no longer; I grabbed hold of her thighs and gave one final thrust, spilling my seed inside her hot channel. We screamed in unison, our orgasms exploding through us, flooding the room with wave after wave of ecstasy. When it finally ended, Helena collapsed against my shoulder, whimpering softly as I continued pumping my last spurts of hot semen into her dripping hole.

When my cock finally stopped spurting, I carefully pulled out of my beautiful slave, leaving her panting on the floor as I collapsed onto the couch behind me. Her chest heaved with every ragged breath she took, her heart pounding loudly against her ribs as her eyelids fluttered closed. Her mind blank, completely lost in bliss.

Finally spent, I leaned back and closed my eyes too.

Later that night, as the moonlight cast an ethereal glow through my window, I lay awake, every nerve in my body still buzzing with the memories of our depraved encounter. The images of Lara and Helena, moaning and writhing beneath me, played like a never-ending loop in my mind. Their faces, contorted with ecstasy, their minds turned to mush as they submitted themselves fully to my desires.

A cold breeze drifted in from the open window, rustling the curtains and chilling my skin. Sitting up, I reached out for my robe, wrapping it around me. My cock stirred again as I thought about what we had done together earlier. The power I wielded over them was intoxicating, a heady mix of lust and dominance surging through my veins.

Tonight's activities had only whet my appetite further. My mind raced with new ideas—things I wanted to try out on them tomorrow... darker things. It was like this devilish voice inside my head, urging me to push their limits even further.

Rising from the bed, I walked over to the large mirror hanging above the fireplace. "What have you done?" I whispered at the man staring back at me.

My reflection grinned back at me—a twisted parody of who I once was—and in its depths, I saw something sinister lurking just beneath the surface.

Something I decided to embrace.

As the days passed, my hunger for power and control over these women only grew. I found myself plotting ways to break them further, to make them my willing servants in every aspect of my life. Rick's girlfriend, Amy, was next on my list. She'd always been so prissy and aloof, but I knew with the right amount of training, she'd be just as eager to please as Helena. The thought made me harder than I'd ever been before.

It was only right, wasn't it?  Rick had stolen Lara from me, and fucked her.  The whole thing was on tape, on my camera app.  Well. 

I was going to steal his girlfriend in return, and film myself fucking her, for him to see.

The opportunity presented itself a few days later when Rick left town on a business trip.  I waited until the house was dark and silent before creaking open her bedroom door, a devilish grin on my face as I tiptoed in, clad only in shadows.

Amy slept peacefully, her barely-clad body tangled in the sheets of her bed. The moonlight caressed her curves just so, revealing her perky breasts and the slight curve of her waist. Her dark hair spilled over the pillow like a waterfall, and her lips were parted ever so slightly as if she were waiting for a lover's kiss. Tonight, that lover would be me.

I crept closer to her bedside, my erection straining against my pants at the mere sight of her. Slipping my hand underneath the covers, I slowly stroked up her smooth, naked thighs.

Amy's warm, soft skin sent a thrill through me as my fingers traced the curve of her hip and upward to the swell of her breast. She stirred in her sleep, a soft moan escaping her parted lips. I couldn't help but smirk. Rick had no idea what he was in for when he returned from his "business trip." As I fondled her gently, she began to stir more, her eyes fluttering open.

"W-what...? Rick?" she murmured sleepily, her vision blurry. It was then that she spotted my face inches away from hers, and her eyes widened with fear.

I placed a finger to my lips, shushing her, as I slipped the Submission Collar gently around her neck.  Instantly, the fear left her eyes, replaced with pure, horny lust.

As soon as the collar clicked around her neck, she was mine. She moaned softly as she nuzzled up against me, pressing her soft lips against my own. I gripped her throat and deepened the kiss, my tongue probing her mouth hungrily.  She moaned into me, lustfully returning my passion.

"Yes..." she breathed, her hands roaming my chest as she continued to kiss me. "I want you, Master..." She ran her tongue across my neck, tracing the outline of my collarbone as she pulled me closer to her. Her fingers dug into my skin as she moved lower, placing kisses down my torso. Her touch left my skin burning with need, and I could feel myself growing hard again.

"Fuck," I groaned. The sight of this gorgeous woman kissing and licking and sucking me was too much to resist. "Take off my pants."

My words triggered something primal inside her, and Amy practically tore them downwards in an instant, releasing my aching cock with one swift tug. She gasped when it sprang free, the sight of it sending chills down her spine.

Amy's eyes, still clouded with lust, filled with hunger as she stared at my throbbing member. Her tongue darted out to moisten her lips, and then she leaned forward, engulfing me in her warm mouth. Slowly at first, she explored every inch of my shaft, like she was uncovering a hidden treasure. Her soft lips and agile tongue sent shivers up my spine, and I couldn't help but moan out loud.

"That's it," I groaned, running my fingers through her hair as she took me deeper into her mouth. "Suck it good, bitch."

With each passing second, her ministrations grew bolder, more desperate. Her hands roamed my body, gripping my ass as she greedily sucked on my cock. I knew Rick had created a fine piece of work here; she was practically begging for my approval. My cock swelled even more inside her talented mouth, and I couldn't take it any longer.

Pulling her off me roughly, I flipped her over onto all fours on the bed and yanked up her nightgown so that it bunched around her waist. She presented herself to me like the whore she was now—all pink and wet, dripping with arousal. I could smell her arousal in the air, mingling with the scent of fresh laundry and the faintest of the cologne she had worn earlier that evening. Moaning, I positioned myself at her entrance and pushed my throbbing cock inside her, not caring about the way she gasped in surprise.

Amy's tight pussy squeezed around me like a vice, her inner muscles clenching my shaft as I thrust deep within her depths. "Oh fuck...oh fuck...yes!" I groaned, picking up the pace. Her nails dug into the sheets as she arched her back, inviting me in further. "You like that, don't you? You like it rough, don't you, whore?"

"Yes, Master," she whimpered, her words muffled by the sheets. "Fuck me harder... make me yours."

I obliged her request, slamming into her with renewed vigor. Amy moaned louder now, her thighs trembling with each thrust. Her walls clamped down on me, milking my length as if she was desperate for more. Pulling out abruptly, I flipped her over onto her back and drove myself back inside her soaking wet pussy without any warning. Her eyes widened with shock before they rolled back in pleasure, the headboard thumping against the wall with each thrust.

"You're mine now," I growled into her ear as I reached down to massage her clit with my free hand. "You can forget all about Rick.  Isn't that right, sweetheart?"

Amy's eyes, clouded with lust and submission, stared back at me as she nodded vigorously. "Yes, Master," she panted. "I belong to you... only you." This was music to my ears, and I knew that the collar's spell had worked wonders. She was mine now, body and soul.

I watched her eyes shimmer again as every last vestige of Rick was erased from her mind.  He was forgotten, gone, replaced by the man she saw above her. The man who had planted himself inside her, claiming her as his own. Pushing further, I felt her inner muscles tighten around me, signaling her impending orgasm.

Lost in our passionate frenzy, I continued to pound into her until her moans drowned out the thumping of the headboard. Her nails left half-moon imprints on my back as her orgasm approached. "That's it, slut," I hissed, moving even faster. "Come for me."

"Cum for me, bitch," I growled into her ear, my hand moving even faster on her slick folds. "Cum for your Master."

Amy arched her back, eyes screwed shut in ecstasy, and she came with a scream that echoed throughout the room. "Master... yes... I'm yours... all yours..." she panted, her legs trembling uncontrollably as her climax overtook her. Her body convulsed around me, milking my cock until it couldn't take any more.

With a loud cry, Amy's body arched off the mattress as she climaxed around my cock, her inner muscles contracting around me like a vice grip. "Oh God!" she screamed. "I-I... I've never... felt anything like this!" Her words sent me over the edge as well, and I spilled my seed deep inside her, groaning her name like a prayer on my lips.

As our breathing slowed down, I withdrew from her and collapsed next to her on the bed. Slick with sweat and spent, we lay there panting for several minutes before I propped myself up on one elbow and stared down at her flushed face. "You were incredible," I praised, running a hand through her dishevelled hair. A contented smile played on her swollen lips as she met my gaze.

"Thank you, Master," she purred, her voice hoarse from all the moaning. "I just wanted to please you."

Pride surged through me as I admired my handiwork. Gone was the cold, calculating woman from hours ago; in her place was a bubbling cauldron of lust and submission, eager to fulfill my every whim. Rick wouldn't recognize her if he ever laid eyes on her again.

"Now," I said, running my finger along her collar, "we have all night ahead of us, pet. And I have so many... creative ways of testing your limits." Her eyes widened at my words, but instead of fear or revulsion, they were filled with anticipation and eagerness. Her body arched under the covers as if asking for more.

"Yes, Master," she breathed, her voice dripping with desire. "Use me however you want."

With a smirk, I trailed my fingers down her body, over her still-sensitive nipples and stomach, stopping just before reaching her aching core. Amy gasped and squirmed under my touch, but I evaded her attempts to capture my hand. "Greedy little thing aren't we?" I chuckled darkly. "I thought I told you to be patient."

A blush crept up her cheeks when I spoke, but her arousal only seemed to grow stronger as she writhed in impatience. "But Master..." she whined, biting her lip seductively. "It's so hard, so thick... I need it... please?"

The sight of her naked flesh, glowing with sweat as she pleaded for my touch sent another jolt of desire coursing through me. Without warning, I yanked off the blankets, leaving her bare before me once more. Her legs parted naturally as she lay there, fully exposed. My eyes roamed her curvaceous figure, taking in every inch of her perfectly sculpted body as she spread her knees wide for me.

My fingers teased the inside of her thigh while my other hand gripped the base of her neck, pulling her face up close to mine. The collar made it easier for me to hold her in place while I played with her dripping sex, my fingers sliding through the slick folds that revealed her needy pussy. She tried desperately to remain still, but the more I tormented her sensitive nub, the harder it became for her to control herself.

"You like that, don't you?" I purred, dipping my fingers inside her wet entrance and roughly fucking her with two fingers. Amy moaned loudly, her eyes half-lidded with pleasure as she writhed beneath me. "You want more, don't you whore?"

"Yes," she gasped, her voice barely a whisper as I continued to fingerfuck her. "More... please... Master."

"Dirty girl," I chided, twisting my fingers inside her while my thumb found her clit. "Ask for it properly."

"Please, Master," she begged, biting back a moan. "I need more... I need your cock again."

My cock, still hard from our earlier encounter, throbbed in anticipation of being inside her tight pussy once more. Removing my fingers from her slick channel, I lined up my hard, pulsing dick with her slick folds and plunged deep within her. Amy arched off the bed, her back bowing in ecstasy as I bottomed out inside her. Her walls clenched greedily around me, sucking me in like a velvet vice grip. The sensation sent shivers down my spine as I started pounding into her mercilessly.

"Oh god," she mewled underneath me. "Fuck me... fuck me hard... make me yours!"

As if on cue, I slammed into her harder than before, relishing her whimpers and moans. Her nails raked down my back, drawing blood but I didn't care. All I could think about was claiming her, marking her as mine. She was my plaything now, my sex slave to do with as I pleased. With each thrust, I felt her pussy constrict around me, milking my cock as if she were trying to draw out every last drop of cum inside her womb.

"You like that, don't you?" I growled in her ear, picking up the pace. "You want me to fill you up, don't you slut?"

"Yes!" she screamed, her body trembling beneath mine. "I want it all... all of it... please... Master!"

That was all the encouragement I needed. Pistoning my hips even harder, I drove into her depths until I felt my balls tighten with release. Amy's walls clamped down on me like a vice as she came once more, her juices coating my cock as we both climaxed together in a symphony of grunts and gasps. Spent and panting for air, we collapsed onto the mattress, our breaths mingled together in the darkened room.

Amy's chest heaved against mine as she struggled to catch her breath. "Oh... God... that was..." she panted, her voice hoarse from moaning so loudly. I couldn't help but smirk and continued to caress her sweat-drenched hair, enjoying the feeling of her soft, submissive form beneath me.

"I told you, didn't I? I'd make you feel things you've never felt before," I purred in her ear, a wicked glint in my eyes. She shivered at my words and nodded, too spent to utter a single word. "Good."

As we lay there, basking in the afterglow of our passionate encounter, my mind began to wander to what else I could do with my newfound toy. The possibilities were endless. With her mind under my control and her body craving every bit of attention I gave her, the sky was the limit. It was both exhilarating and terrifying at the same time.

Without warning, I flipped her onto her stomach and yanked up her plump ass, exposing her pink, swollen core. "You know," I said conversationally as I trailed a finger down the crack of her ass, "there's one more hole we haven't explored yet."

Amy stiffened for a brief second before relaxing again. "Yes, Master," she agreed meekly. "Use all of me however you want."

Her words sent a shiver down my spine, knowing how much she had changed in such a short time. I positioned myself at her entrance and with one swift thrust, I claimed her tight hole, feeling her body stretching around me as I penetrated her. Amy gasped, her nails digging into the sheets as she adjusted to the unfamiliar sensation. Despite the discomfort, she obediently accepted my invasion, taking every inch of me without complaint.

"Relax," I commanded, tracing soothing circles on her back with one hand while the other reached around to massage her clit. "I'll make it feel good I promise." To my surprise, it wasn't long before the tension left her body and she began to move in time with my thrusts, her slender ass grinding back against me. The tightness of her ass coupled with her wet pussy was divine; it felt like nothing I'd ever experienced before.

"Oh fuck!" she moaned into the pillow as I picked up the pace, pounding into her savagely. "Yes... yes... fuck my ass... harder!" Her words fueled my desire even more, spurring me on to pound into her relentlessly. Sweat dripped down our bodies and onto the sheets below us as we writhed together in a sea of our own lustful passion.

With a final grunt, I came inside her, filling her ass with my hot, thick seed. Amy screamed out in ecstasy, her body shuddering beneath mine as she reached her own climax. Collapsing onto the bed with a satisfied groan, I pulled out of her gently and collapsed beside her, both of us panting for air.

As we lay there, our breaths mingling in the dark room, I couldn't help but marvel at the transformation she had undergone. This was the same woman who moments ago had been the loyal girlfriend of another man.

And now she was mine, completely and totally, as if we'd spent an eternity together.

"So," I said, brushing a strand of hair from her face. "What do you think? Any desire to be with another man?"

She looked at me through hooded eyes, her cheeks flushed with arousal and submission. "No, Master," she breathed out. "I... I'm yours."

A smirk crept onto my lips. "Good girl," I purred, patting her on the head like a pet dog before rolling off the bed. "Now get dressed. We have plans to attend to."

Amy scrambled out of bed, grabbing the skimpy lingerie and garments I had laid out for her earlier. It was time to see how she fared in public as my newest toy. She slid into the skintight red dress that barely covered her thighs and ass. 

Amy took a deep breath as she looked at her reflection in the full-length mirror. She could hardly believe the woman staring back at her was actually her. Gone was the demure, conservatively-dressed girlfriend, replaced by this daring, sensual siren. The skintight red dress clung to every curve of her body, accentuating her newfound confidence and deeply tanned skin. The heels she wore made her legs look endless and the matching lips and smoky eyeshadow were a far cry from her usual natural look.

"Well?" I asked, inspecting my newest plaything with a critical eye. "Ready to be seen on my arm?"

"Yes, Master," she purred, showing none of the resistance from before. This was the Amy I wanted by my side; a willing and obedient doll to show off to the world.

I adjusted her dress one last time, making sure everything was in place before guiding her out of the bedroom and down to the waiting limousine outside. As we pulled up to one of the most exclusive clubs in town, all eyes were on us. The paparazzi swarmed our every move, cameras flashing relentlessly as they attempted to capture a glimpse of the enigmatic billionaire and his newest conquest.

"Who's your stunning date tonight?" one reporter shouted over the din.

"My girlfriend, Amy," I said, sliding my hand down her ass, giving it a squeeze.

We entered a nightclub. A sensory overload of pounding music, flashing lights, and bodies swaying to the beat. Couples and groups mingled on the dance floor, grinding against each other in a sea of lustful abandon. We attracted more than a few envious glances as we made our way through the crowd, Champagne flutes in hand. Amy clung to my arm, her hips swaying as she accustomed herself to her newfound confidence and alluring attire. I couldn't suppress a smirk as I felt the lustful stares of both men and women alike, each one envying her for being on my arm.

We found a table in a discreet corner, one that offered an unobstructed view of the dance floor below. "Drink up," I purred in her ear, refilling her glass. "You're going to need it."

Amy sipped at the fizzy liquid, her eyes wide with anticipation and a touch of apprehension. "Why's that, Master?" she purred back, using her newfound pet name without even thinking about it.

"Because tonight," I said, running my finger along her jawline, "You're going to be flaunted like the trophy you are."

Her cheeks flushed with arousal at the thought that filled her mind. obediently downing the rest of her drink, she set the empty glass down with a shaky hand.

"Anything you say, Master," Amy purred, her eyes clouded over with desire and submission. She was ready to do whatever I commanded of her, a fact that sent a thrill of power coursing through my veins. I placed a hand on the small of her back, guiding her onto the dance floor as the music pulsated around us.

As we moved, I couldn't help but admire the way her body moved in time with mine, hips swaying in a way that would turn any head in the room. I knew it was only a matter of time before others took notice and, sure enough, the invitations began to pour in. Wealthy men and women alike vied for our attention, their eyes lingering on Amy's exposed skin and debauched expression.

"Tell them who you belong to," I whispered into her ear, knowing how much she loved the humiliation. Sure enough, she complied without hesitation.

"I belong to him," she purred, running a finger along my jawline. "He owns me body and soul."

Their expressions were priceless: equal parts shock and lustful jealousy. They could practically smell the sex radiating off of us as we danced, their partners' hands straying possessively across their laps as they watched us intently.

After several songs and countless drinks later, I decided it was time for some fun.

"Amy," I said, leaning in close to her ear, my hot breath tickling her skin. "We're going to play a little game tonight. You're going to dance with these men and women, one by one, and tease them. But you are not to let them touch you... not unless I say so." A wicked grin spread across my face as I saw the understanding in her eyes. She knew the rules.

"Yes, Master," she purred, her voice dripping with anticipation. Her newfound hunger for submission sent shivers down my spine. This was going to be fun.

I watched with a smirk as she started dancing with the first "victim," a man in his early forties who reeked of desperation. Her hips gyrated in time to the music, her hands roaming over her own body, but never once touching him. He practically drooled onto the floor as she gave him a show that would haunt his waking days for weeks to come.

As the night progressed, she moved from one person to another, teasing and taunting them all without ever giving them what they so desperately craved: her flawless body. She was a vision of eroticism, a siren luring them into her web of desire only to leave them wanting more. And all the while, I sat back and enjoyed the show, sipping on an expensive glass of scotch.

After a couple more rounds of this delicious torment, I decided it was time to up the ante. As Amy ground against a buxom redhead whose jeweled necklace must have cost a small fortune, I slid my hand under her dress and between her legs. She gasped, but didn't stop her sultry routine as my fingers easily found her wet folds. I could feel how sodden she'd become from the attention and power she wielded over these people. Moaning into the woman's ear, I whispered my instructions. The redhead's eyes widened with shock and lust before she slipped a curious finger into Amy's mouth, tracing the outline of her tongue ring while grinding against her backside.

Amy's moans grew louder, muffled by the pounding music and the woman's finger in her mouth, but I knew they were for me. Her eyes met mine across the dance floor, begging for release but also revelling in the humiliation of it all. I withdrew my hand with a satisfied smirk, leaving her dripping and aching for more.

As we strolled back to our table, my arm around her waist possessively, I couldn't help but notice the envious glares that trailed us. Amy's cheeks were flushed with arousal and shame, but she wore it well, like the true sex goddess she had become.

As we returned to our table, I motioned for the waitress to refill our glasses. The night was far from over, and I had plans for my little minx. "You've been very naughty, teasing those people like that," I purred in her ear. "I think it's time for your punishment."

Her eyes widened in anticipation, and she bit her lower lip seductively. "Yes, Master?" she breathed out, her voice husky with desire.

"Stay right here," I commanded as I excused myself for a moment. I sauntered my way to the back of the club, where I knew there was a private room perfect for our needs. The manager, a man who owed me more than a few favors, nodded discreetly and led me backstage without a word. The bouncers at the door stepped aside as I approached, allowing us entry into the dimly lit haven.

The room was adorned with plush leather couches and BDSM paraphernalia hanging from the ceiling; it was here that high rollers and their playthings could lose themselves in their most depraved fantasies away from prying eyes. The air itself reeked of sex and debauchery, an intoxicating scent that fueled my arousal even further.

"Amy," I called out, my voice carrying over the music from our private sanctuary. She practically tripped over herself in her haste to join me, the lure of punishment and depravity too strong for her to resist. She had become an addict, craving the high that only submission to my whims could provide. Once inside, she surveyed the room with wide eyes, her breathing shallow and erratic in anticipation.

"Strip," I commanded. She didn't hesitate for a second, peeling off her clothes as if they were on fire, revealing her perfect, toned body for my inspection. Her nipples were hardened diamonds, aching for attention, and her sex glistened with need.

"Mmm..." I purred, circling her. "You've been a very naughty girl, haven't you?"

"Yes, Master," she whimpered, dropping to her knees in supplication. "I've been so bad."

"Good girl," I purred, running my boot-clad foot teasingly up her spine. "Now, present yourself for your punishment."

I slowly moved in front of her, standing before her.  I gripped her hair and shoved her face into my crotch, forcing her to worship my cock.  "Sniff it.  Smell the scent of your Master."

Amy groaned with wanton need, her nostrils greeted by the intoxicating scent of leather and sweat mixed with my own masculine musk. She licked her lips, her tongue flicking out to taste the fabric of my trousers, seeking out the hardness that lay beneath. Her every action dripping with submissive desire.

I smirked, enjoying her eagerness to please me. Tonight had been a spectacle of debauchery, and it would only get better. I undid my fly, freeing my swollen cock from its confines. "That's right, whore," I growled in her ear, "eager for your punishment."

With a grunt of satisfaction, I slid my cock into her waiting mouth, her lips enveloping me in a wet, hot cocoon of pleasure. Amy moaned around my girth as she took every inch of me. I grabbed a fistful of her hair, guiding her motions as she bobbed up and down on my shaft. "You like pleasing Daddy's cock, don't you?"

"Yes, Master," she moaned, her words muffled by my cock. "I live to serve you."

"Good girl."

I gripped her hair tighter, guiding her mouth up and down my shaft with more force. "That's right, slut, take it all for Daddy." I groaned as her tongue caressed every inch of me, her skilled mouth sending bolts of pleasure through my body. This bitch had come a long way from the prudish little secretary she once was. "Better yet," I hissed.

Amy moaned louder, practically begging for more as she sucked me off with renewed vigor. Her hands found their way to her breasts, squeezing and pinching her hardened nipples while she serviced me. The sight of her kneeling before me, a vision of debauchery and submission, sent a thrill through my veins.

After a few minutes of allowing her to worship my cock, I knew I couldn't take much more. "Enough," I growled, pulling away from her talented mouth. "On all fours, whore."

Without missing a beat, she crawled over to the leather sofa and presented herself like the good little pet she'd become. Her ass was high in the air, revealing her wet slit glistening with arousal. I licked my lips in anticipation before taking my cock in hand and positioning myself at her entrance. Slowly, I began to push inside her tight hole, savoring every inch as she stretched around me.

Amy moaned out, her breathy gasps filling the private room as I claimed her tight pussy inch by delicious inch. She was so wet, so hot, and so ready for me. I could feel her clench around my cock as I bottomed out, her cervix fluttering against my tip. "Fuck," I groaned. "You feel so good, whore."

She whimpered in response, rocking back against me, begging for more. I gave it to her with a vengeance, pulling out until only the head of my cock remained inside her and then slamming back in rough and hard. Her moans grew louder, and I knew she was close. "That's right, cum for Daddy," I growled, spanking her ass hard enough to leave a red handprint.

The sting of my palm on her flesh sent her over the edge, and she screamed out her release as she contracted around my cock. Her pussy gripped me like a vice, milking me for every drop as I filled her with my seed. "Fuck," I moaned into the darkness, shuddering in completion. I pumped her full, coating her insides with semen. 

As our breathing slowed, I withdrew from her aching body and stepped back to admire my work. Amy lay on the couch, her hair a tangle around her flushed face; she looked like a goddess of lust herself. Kneeling down behind her, I granted her another kiss, her lips swollen from our passion.

"Who do you belong to?" I asked, my eyes meeting hers with a smoldering intensity.

"You, Master," she replied, her voice hoarse from screaming. "I belong to you."

Watching my dripping creampie slink out of her pussy...I knew those words rang true. 
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