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A hot preview…

"Look at you," I taunted. "Such a submissive whore."

Watching Lara get off had heightened my own arousal to an almost unbearable degree. My need for release was reaching a fever pitch, and I couldn't wait any longer.

I pulled Lara's body back against mine, burying my erection to the hilt inside her tight hole. She cried out, caught off guard by the sudden penetration, but her momentary discomfort soon gave way to pleasure as I began to fuck her hard and fast.

"Fuck, yes," I grunted, my grip tightening on her hip. "You like that, don't you? Being my little slave."

"Yes!" she moaned. "Please, master, don't stop! Fuck me!"

The combination of the collar's influence and my expertly placed thrusts had Lara spiraling into ecstasy in record time. Her orgasm washed over her, a shuddering wave of blissful abandonment. She writhed in my arms, her body trembling uncontrollably as her climax ebbed and flowed.

I held her close, reveling in the sensation of her wetness coating my cock. She was perfect, utterly broken down to her primal sexual urges. She was a depraved slut—my depraved slut.

The Submission Collar

I was always a pretty ordinary guy. I was in good shape, now age 22, and I worked for a company that specialized in security systems – not the most exciting job, but it paid the bills. My life was a series of routines; wake up, go to work, go to the gym, then home. My girlfriend Lara, who was beautiful, blonde, and way too good for me, was becoming bored with our life. I could tell; she would often spend hours away, 

on her phone, deep in chats I wasn't privy to. Her laughter, once so vivid and shared between us, now seemed like a distant melody that she reserved for others. It was a Thursday evening, the routine night of our supposed 'date night,' when everything changed.

I'd decided to surprise her by coming home early with takeout from her favorite Thai place, a bouquet of irises (because she once mentioned roses were too cliché), and a bottle of that mid-priced Chardonnay she had taken a liking to. I wanted to rekindle whatever flame we might have been losing amidst the mundanity of our day-to-day

existence. As I turned the key in the lock, a rush of adrenaline coursed through me at the thought of her surprised smile, her laughter filling our small apartment again.

But as I pushed open the door, instead of being greeted by her smile, I was met with darkness and silence. Frowning, I flipped on the light switch and called out her name. There was no response. The apartment felt eerie – like the ghost of our relationship was hovering in the air.

I placed the food on the counter and the wine in the fridge, leaving the flowers on the dining table as a silent beacon of my attempt at romance. As I wandered through to our bedroom to look for a sign of Lara, that's when I found it: a piece of paper with a single line written in her familiar scrawl.

"I need more."

The words seemed to echo around me, bouncing off every corner of our bland bedroom walls. I was dumbfounded. More what? More love? More excitement? More freedom? The ambiguity of her message spiraled through my mind as I sank to the edge of our bed.

My hands trembled as I picked up her cellphone off the nightstand, the little device that had become her constant companion. It was unlocked, left on a thread of messages that glared back at me with a starkness that made my gut clench. The most recent message was from someone named ‘Rick’. My eyes skimmed over the texts, each word a sledgehammer to my chest. There were endearments I hadn’t heard in months, plans for meetups when I was at work, and a trail of heart emojis that felt like they were carved into my flesh.

I sat there, motionless, trying to reconcile the Lara I knew—the woman who’d curl up against me on the couch and laugh at my terrible jokes—with this stranger orchestrating clandestine affairs through pixels on a screen.

A haunting realization crept upon me then, a cruel whisper that perhaps I had been the only one blind to a truth that was glaringly obvious: I was not enough. Her words, her disappearance, they were all symptomatic of a deeper discontent that no bouquet or bottle of wine could remedy.

And in that numbness, a vengeful plan began to take root in my psyche. If she wanted more, I would give her more; more than she ever dreamed possible. More intensity, more passion, more dominance—the kind of overwhelming experience that would fuse us together or tear us apart completely.

I spent the next several hours ruminating in the dim light of our bedroom. My mind was a chaotic whirlwind of strategies and scenarios. By the time midnight rolled around, I had hatched a plan—one that would either save our relationship or end it spectacularly.

For the next week, Lara's presence was nothing but spectral, her comings and goings erratic and her conversations with me perfunctory, we were like ships passing in the night. 

She knew that I knew; she had all but confessed. And I knew that she expected me to confront her about it; my silence clearly puzzled her, but I wasn't ready to talk yet. 

"Do you want to stay at a friend's tonight?" I asked her casually one evening as we sat at opposite ends of the sofa, staring down at our phones.

Her face registered a brief flash of surprise before she composed herself, "Why?"

"Just wondering," I replied with a shrug. "Figured we could use some space."

"Yeah, okay. Maybe I'll stay with Lisa tonight," she said, already texting.

But I knew it wasn't Lisa she was going to.

"Great. Have fun," I said, forcing a smile.

Her expression was a mix of curiosity and guilt as she grabbed her bag and headed out. She wasn't going to know what hit her.

I'd been preparing for this night all week. I'd installed a spy app in her phone. I'd finally discover who she was seeing, this 'Rick' guy, and figure out what he had that I didn't. 

When the notification buzzed, I pulled up the app and clicked on the video. It showed an image of a hotel room, and there she was, waiting. My blood ran cold. Rick was already in the room, and he wasn't alone.

My mouth went dry as I watched them embrace, their lips locking in a passionate kiss. I could barely hear the soft murmur of their conversation, the words unintelligible. But then I saw it: the gleam of a collar, a chain, a leash.

Rick was into kink. My Lara was into kink.

This was a side of her I didn't even know existed, and it stirred something deep within me. Something dark and primal. My cock throbbed as I watched her sink to her knees, obeying his command. A flurry of emotions washed over me—jealousy, anger, lust. But the dominant emotion was need.

I needed to claim her. I needed to make her mine.

I was so fucking hard. I couldn't help but slip my hand into my boxers and start stroking. They were kissing again, and then Rick was pulling Lara toward the bed. He was rough, demanding.

"Yes, Master," I heard Lara whisper, her voice breathy and submissive.

I nearly came right then and there. Master.

That was what Lara called him.

I was never a man who dabbled in the art of sexual dominance, of ownership and control. But as I watched the scene unfold before me on the little screen, something within me snapped. The revelation brought to life a dormant beast that hungered for satisfaction, for reclamation of what was mine.

My plan had been to confront her, to unleash my hurt in a storm of accusations and tears. But now, with this newfound knowledge in hand, I realized that a simple confrontation would not suffice. No, what I yearned for now was a deeper, more visceral connection—one that would sear my claim upon her soul with the heat of our entwined bodies.

I watched them longer than I should have, studying Rick's every move, the way he commanded Lara with authority and certainty. My mind absorbed the details as if they were secret codes to unlock her deepest desires.

Lara was on her knees now, kneeling in front him. He sat on the edge of the bed, shirtless, and told her to take his cock out. 

She obliged, her hands trembling with a mix of anticipation and nervous excitement. Her fingers deftly undid his belt, pulled down the zipper, and released him from the constraints of his pants. The screen showed her looking up at him for approval, seeking that affirmation that she was doing good—doing right.

I watched, transfixed, as she took him in her mouth, her lips wrapping around him with practiced ease. She moved with a rhythm that spoke volumes of her experience with him; it was fluid, natural, and utterly devastating to my ego. Rick ran his fingers through her hair, holding her head as he guided her movements. “That’s it, take it all,” he commanded.

I felt my own arousal building to a fever pitch as I imagined reclaiming Lara in the same way. No longer would I be this useless cuck that I was now; I would become Rick, the alpha, and I would control her the way she wanted me to. 

Lara was now deepthroating his dick, drool pouring out of her mouth. He had a huge cock, and I couldn't deny the visceral effect it had on her; her eyes rolled back in pleasure, her body language screaming submission and adoration. Rick was grunting now, a low, guttural sound that echoed the lust I felt pounding through my veins.

Watching them, something feral and possessive roiled within me. I gripped myself tighter, imagining it was Lara's hand on me, her mouth. The sting of betrayal was still sharp, but it was being overshadowed by an uncontrollable need for dominance—to take back what was mine.

The plan morphed yet again in my head. It wasn't enough to just confront her or reassert my place in her life with gentle persuasion or angry words. The compulsion to dominate her—to show her that I could be everything she needed—was overwhelming.

As the scene on my phone came to its climax with Rick pulling Lara's hair back, I visualized doing the same to her, hearing her moan my name instead of his. His fingers wrapped around her neck as he held her in place, his cock pulsing as he came down her throat. My own release followed, and the rush of euphoria left me dizzy.

I could do this. I could make her submit to me.

They weren't done yet. He pulled her to her feet, kissing her roughly, and ordered her to strip. She obeyed without hesitation, a flush of red coloring her skin. Her eyes were hooded with lust as she bared herself to him, the collar and leash gleaming in the dim light of the hotel room. He pulled her toward him, her breasts crushed against his chest. His hands roamed over her curves, caressing her body with the confidence of a man who owned it.

I had never been possessive or domineering, not when it came to Lara. We'd fallen into a comfortable routine of affectionate complacency. But seeing her like this, with another man, a man who could give her the intensity she craved—it changed things.

He pushed her down onto the bed, and she gasped as he spread her legs apart. Her body arched in pleasure as he kissed and licked his way down her stomach, his hands gripping her hips.

My mind raced with a hundred different scenarios of how I would reestablish dominance, of how I would show her the pleasure of submitting to me. It was a heady feeling, and the adrenaline rush was intoxicating.

He was fingering her now, his fingers expertly working her pussy, and she moaned in pleasure. His tongue lapped at her clit, sending shudders of ecstasy through her body. He was taking his time, savoring her, making her writhe and whimper.

I'd always been an attentive lover, but now I saw the flaws of my ways, the lack of dominance, the lack of true power.

She was begging for him to fuck her now, her words a breathless litany of desire. But he held back, teasing her, taunting her, building the tension until she was practically sobbing with need.

I was so turned on, so ready. I was going to make her pay.

Then, finally, he relented. He slid inside her, and she cried out, her body arching in pleasure. He was rough with her, claiming her with a ferocity that sent a shudder of anticipation through my body. His giant dick was thrusting into her, and she was begging for more.

"Please, Master, fuck me harder."

Her cries fueled my own need, and I could barely contain myself as I watched her writhe in ecstasy. He was relentless, his hips moving in a steady rhythm that had her moaning and thrashing beneath him. The sight was almost too much to bear, and I found myself stroking my cock again.

The pleasure was exquisite, but I knew I couldn't come again yet.

No, not until I had her under me.

Rick was fucking her hard now, and the sounds of their flesh slapping together were driving me crazy. Lara was on the verge of her own orgasm, and her cries were growing louder.

Rick suddenly pulled out and flipped her onto her stomach. He was behind her now, his hands gripping her hips. She looked so vulnerable, so submissive. And it turned me on like nothing else.

He fucked her like an animal, his thrusts violent and unforgiving. He was using her, owning her, and she loved it.

She was close, so close. Her body tensed, her muscles clenching.

Rick's hands snaked around her neck, squeezing her throat. "Come for me, whore."

The command sent her over the edge, and she exploded in a violent climax, her screams echoing through the room.

'Whore!' I thought, stunned. I would never call Lara a whore. It was wrong! 

Wasn't it? 

If that was the case, why was she now coming even harder from hearing him say that?

He continued to pound her relentlessly, and her body convulsed with each punishing thrust. I was transfixed, watching her surrender to the pleasure and pain of his brutal fucking.

Her cries filled the air, a primal cacophony of ecstasy. The camera captured it all, the image of Rick fucking her raw, and his hand around her throat, claiming her, owning her. It was the most erotic thing I had ever seen.

I was rock-hard, and the sight of Lara's pleasure spurred my own. My balls were aching, and the tension was coiling in my gut.

I needed release. I needed her.

And then, as if in answer to my silent plea, he came, his body tensing, his hips jerking erratically. He held himself inside her and spurted, coating her insides with his load. His climax seemed to trigger hers, and she let out a guttural scream, her body shaking violently. The camera caught it all, the image of their spent, entangled bodies.

It was the hottest thing I'd ever seen.

Afterwards, he collapsed next to her, pulling her into his arms. She was his, his toy, his whore. And she was happy.

That was when it hit me: I could do that. I could give her what she needed, what she craved.

I would give her the dominance she so desperately sought.

And with that realization, a new determination surged through me. I was going to show her that I could be the man she needed.

I just had to find a way. 

***

"Have a nice night?" I asked as Lara entered the house the next morning, early, her keys jangling. 

She paused, looking up at me with those doe eyes that always seemed to see right through me. The rawness of last night's video seared my memory as I took in the sight of her disheveled hair and smudged eyeliner—a testament to the fervent activities she'd indulged in with Rick.

"Good morning," she murmured, her voice a mixture of exhaustion and satisfaction. She attempted to slide past me, but I caught her wrist, holding her gently yet firmly in place.

I saw the momentary flash of surprise on her face, quickly masked by a practiced indifference. "What's up?" she asked, trying to keep the conversation light, but the tremor in her voice betrayed her nervousness.

It was time to show her. "I saw you last night," I began, my tone even, controlled. Her eyes widened slightly. "With Rick."

Lara swallowed hard. "You saw us?" Her voice was barely above a whisper.

"Yes. Every sordid detail," I said, my eyes darkening.

A wave of shame washed over her face, her cheeks flushing crimson. "Oh, God. I'm so sorry. I can explain..."

I cut her off. "No need. I know why you've been acting the way you have."

She stared at me, her expression a mixture of confusion and apprehension.

"I've been thinking, and I realized that I've been giving you the wrong kind of pleasure," I continued. "You want something more...intense."

I stepped closer to her, my grip on her wrist tightening. She inhaled sharply, her pupils dilating.

"And I'm going to give it to you," I said, my voice low and dangerous.

A shiver ran through her body, her breathing quickening.

"What do you mean?" she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

"I'm going to give you the rough, dirty sex you've been craving. But you'll do exactly what I tell you. Is that clear?"

My words were like a bolt of lightning, igniting a fire in her eyes. She licked her lips. 

"Curtis, I don't understand what you're saying. This isn't like you -"

I cut her off again, my tone hard. "You'll do exactly as I say. Or there will be consequences. Understood?"

Lara's breath hitched. She was turned on, aroused by my sudden dominance. "Y-yes."

My cock stirred, and I could see the heat radiating from her core. I moved in closer, my body pressing against hers. She was trembling, her heart racing.

"Good. Then let's begin," I said, my voice a low growl.

Without warning, I grabbed her, hauling her over my shoulder. She gasped, her body rigid. I slapped her ass, hard, the sound echoing through the room. Arousal coursed through me, and my cock was painfully hard.

I carried her into the bedroom and threw her down on the bed. She stared up at me, her eyes wide, her chest heaving. I could smell her arousal, her body betraying her desire.

"You're my girlfriend, right?" I asked.

"Yes."

"Then I have a right to know who you're fucking behind my back," I said, my voice a low growl.

"It's not like that, Curtis, we can talk about this-"

I cut her off. "There's nothing to talk about. You want rough sex? You got it. But only from me, understood?"

Her breathing was heavy, her eyes fixed on mine. She nodded.

"Good. Now get naked. I want to see what's mine."

She hesitated for a moment, then stood and began undressing. Her body was beautiful, her curves accentuated by the light spilling in from the hallway. I watched, mesmerized, as she peeled off her clothes, revealing her perfect, supple body.

"That's it," I said, my voice thick with desire. "Now turn around and bend over. I need to see everything."

Her movements were hesitant at first, but as she complied with my command, I saw the flicker of excitement in her eyes. She turned and bent over the edge of the bed, offering herself to me, her vulnerability mingled with an alluring readiness. Her ass was prominent and inviting, a clear invitation for my hands—and more. I approached her slowly, each step deliberate, feeling the raw power of this moment.

"Spread your legs," I instructed, my tone brooking no argument.

She did as she was told, parting her thighs to reveal the glistening wetness that betrayed her arousal. I ran a hand over the curve of her backside, feeling her shiver under my touch. Without warning, I brought my hand down hard once more, eliciting a sharp gasp from Lara—a sweet sound that fueled my own ravenous desire.

"You're going to remember who you belong to after tonight," I murmured darkly, leaning down to place a kiss on the small of her back.

Lara's breathing was ragged, her body tense. I could see her hands clutching the bedsheets, her knuckles white.

I straightened, my fingers digging into her ass cheeks, spreading them apart. She gasped again as my thumb grazed her tight pucker, teasing her with the promise of things to come.

I moved my hand lower, feeling the slickness of her pussy. She was so wet, so ready.

I pressed a finger inside her, her tightness enveloping me. She moaned, her hips bucking involuntarily.

"Don't move," I growled, a warning.

She obeyed, her body stilling, her muscles clenched.

"Good girl," I murmured, adding a second finger, stretching her.

"God, Curtis, please," she whimpered, her voice strained.

I leaned down again, kissing her neck, my breath hot on her skin. "Please, what?" I asked, my lips brushing her ear.

"Please, fuck me. Please."

The desperation in her voice, the way she begged for me, was almost too much to bear. My cock was aching, throbbing with the need to be inside her.

I removed my fingers, eliciting a groan of frustration from her.

"Not yet. You've been a naughty girl, and naughty girls need to be punished."

I stepped back, and without hesitation, landed another stinging slap on her ass, the sound echoing through the room. She yelped, her body jerking, but didn't move from her position.

"Do you understand what's happening here?" I asked, my voice low and menacing.

"Yes, sir," she replied, her tone submissive.

"You see, Lara," I said, tracing the now-red skin of her bottom with my fingertips, "You've been given freedom for too long. You need structure, discipline—something only I can provide. I'm going to retrain you, mold you into the obedient partner you were always meant to be."

Her body trembled from the combination of fear and arousal. The room was filled with the thick scent of sex and anticipation. I could hear her trying to steady her breathing, trying to prepare herself for whatever was coming next.

"Spread wider," I ordered.

She moved her feet apart as much as she could, granting me full view of her most intimate parts. My eyes traced the contours of her exposed form, taking in every detail: the flushed skin of her sex, the way her back arched in expectation.

With swift movements, I shed my clothes until I stood naked before her, my erection bobbing slightly from its own weight and need. Lara's gaze flickered towards me, her eyes widening at the sight of my cock, her lips parted in a soft moan.

"Look at me," I commanded, her gaze snapping back to meet mine. "From now on, you will look at me whenever I address you, is that understood?"

"Yes, sir," she breathed, her voice a hushed whisper.

I moved towards her again, my hands tracing her back, the curve of her ass.

"So beautiful," I murmured, more to myself than to her.

Her body quivered at my touch, and her breathing grew shallower. I could feel the anticipation radiating from her, the yearning, the desperation.

My cock was aching for her, but I knew I had to be patient, had to take my time.

"I want to hear you beg for it," I said, my hand gripping her ass tightly. "I want to hear you scream."

Her body tensed, her breath hitching. I slid my hand between her thighs, feeling the heat and wetness there. She was ready, eager.

"Please," she whimpered.

I slipped two fingers inside her, and she gasped, her body arching, her hips bucking.

"You like that, don't you?" I growled.

"Yes, sir," she breathed.

"Say it."

"I like it when you fuck me," she moaned.

My cock twitched, and I increased the tempo of my thrusts, relishing the way her body responded.

"Do you want to come?"

"Yes, sir," she gasped.

I leaned in close, my lips brushing her ear. "Beg for it."

Her body trembled, and her words were breathless. "Please, please let me come. Please, sir."

It was music to my ears, and the last bit of restraint snapped. I withdrew my fingers, eliciting a disappointed whimper from Lara. But that whimper soon turned into a gasp as I grabbed her hips and positioned myself behind her.

My cock was throbbing, eager to claim her, to own her. And in a single, violent thrust, I plunged inside her, her tightness enveloping me. She screamed, her body tensing, her hands clutching the bedsheets.

"Scream for me, whore," I growled, my fingers digging into her hips, holding her firmly in place.

Her cries filled the air as I fucked her hard, my cock pounding her relentlessly. Her body was a trembling, writhing mass of pleasure and pain, and the sounds she made were like a symphony of ecstasy.

This is what she wanted. Rough, dirty sex where she gave up all her own rights and freedom to get dominated and owned by a man. But not just any man, now: her boyfriend, me. 

I watched as Lara's submission deepened, her surrender to the carnal instincts that drove us both clear in the ruthless grip of my fingers on her flesh. She was more than just a body beneath me—she was the embodiment of every desire I'd ever known, a perfect vessel for my passion and control.

Each time I thrust into her, I felt her shudder, her moans rising in pitch. Her body was mine to command, and I reveled in the power of it. A brutal rhythm took hold between us, an undeniable force that seemed to push us further into the depths of raw need.

"You're mine," I grunted out between the fierce impacts of our bodies. "Say it."

"I'm yours, Curtis! All yours!" she cried out in a voice thick with lust.

Her plea was met with another punishing thrust, one that drove the air from her lungs in a ragged gasp. Lara's back arched beautifully, presenting herself to me even more, and I felt the coiling tension in my loins begin to grow.

"Come for me, slut," I hissed, feeling the telltale signs of her orgasm approaching. "I want to hear you scream.

Lara's body began to shake, her breathing ragged and erratic. "Please, sir, please let me come. Oh, God, please."

I leaned forward, pressing my chest against her back, the contact adding another layer of intimacy and intensity to the moment. Her head dropped, and I whispered into her ear.

"You're my slut," I growled, the words escaping me before I had time to consider their meaning. "And you're going to come for me."

Those three words were enough to send her over the edge, her orgasm ripping through her like a wildfire. Her screams filled the room, a cacophony of desire and desperation. Her body tensed, and her muscles contracted around my cock, pulling me deeper into her.

"Oh, fuck, yes, Curtis!"

My own release surged forth, and I erupted inside her, coating her insides with my seed.

We collapsed in a tangle of sweat-slickened limbs, our bodies trembling. The aftershocks of pleasure reverberated through us, and we held each other, gasping for air.

This is what she wants, I thought to myself. This is what she craves.

And as I lay there, my body entwined with hers, I knew that I could give her what she needed.

I could be the man she needed.

Because from now on, I was in control.

And this was only the beginning.

***

After the night where I first gave Lara what she craved, and showed her that I could be the dominant man she needed, I started planning.

I didn't trust her. How could I know she'd remain faithful to me after what happened? Call me petty, call me insecure, call me controlling. Maybe I was all of these things, but Lara committed to me, and this is what she got. 

So I went online, and I did research.

What would work? What tools could I use to control her behavior?

That's when I found the Persuasion Collar.

The website for it was slick, professional, and discreet. I clicked around, browsing the different options, and reading the testimonials from satisfied customers.

"The Persuasion Collar has changed my life," read one review. "No more fighting, no more drama. My wife does exactly as she's told. Thank you, Persuasion Collar!"

Another review praised the device for "ensuring sexual satisfaction like never before.

After reading the glowing reviews, I decided to order the Persuasion Collar. It would arrive in a few days, and then I could start using it on Lara.

With the collar, I would be able to shape her thoughts and actions. She would be my perfect slave, obedient and willing to do whatever I wanted. No more arguments, no more fighting.

It would be the perfect solution.

And with that purchase, I felt like a weight had been lifted from my shoulders.

I would have her, and only I would fuck her. Not fucking Rick, or any other random asshole off the street. ME. ONLY ME. 

***

The collar arrived discreetly packaged, devoid of any labeling that would betray its contents. I held it in my hands, the cold metal sending a shiver of anticipation down my spine. The Collar was impeccably crafted, its smooth surface interrupted only by a small, unobtrusive keypad and a slender antenna.

Lara was out at the time, unaware of the purchase that could potentially redefine the dynamics of our relationship—of her very existence. It was a heady thought, wrapped in layers of power and control.

That night, I introduced Lara to her new accessory. Her eyes widened with a mixture of curiosity and apprehension as I explained its purpose. Sidestepping her questions about autonomy and free will, I sold it to her as an enhancement to our sexual escapades: an extension of the roleplay we'd experimented with the night before.

At first, she balked, but as my words sank in, her expression changed from one of resistance to intrigue.

"So, if I wear the collar, I'll have no choice but to obey your every command?" she asked, her eyes sparkling with excitement.

"That's right," I replied, unable to conceal the smile tugging at the corners of my mouth. "You'll be mine to command, completely and utterly."

As the reality of the situation dawned on her, Lara's body began to respond to the prospect, her nipples hardening and a flush creeping across her cheeks.

"Well, let's give it a try, then," she said, her voice breathless.

Eagerly, I fastened the collar around her neck, the metal cool against her skin. I input the activation code, and the Collar came to life, a faint hum emanating from its sleek form.

Lara's eyes rolled back in her head, her lips parting in a silent moan as the collar's influence took hold. She looked utterly delectable, and I felt my cock stirring in my pants.

"How does it feel?" I asked, my voice thick with lust.

"Incredible," she replied, her voice a breathy whisper.

A new surge of power coursed through me, knowing that Lara was under the sway of the Collar's potent influence. It was as if her essence had been distilled into pure, unadulterated subservience. There was no hesitation in her gaze now, only a deep, yearning need to obey.

"Stand," I commanded.

Lara rose to her feet with robotic grace, her movements smooth and certain. Her body swayed slightly as she adjusted to the profound sense of surrender that enveloped her. She looked at me, expectant and ripe for direction.

"Good," I murmured, taking in her form. The way the light caught the metallic glint of the collar around her neck made it seem as though it had always been a part of her—a symbol of my dominion over her desires.

I walked around Lara slowly, admiring the view from all sides, letting the tension build. She remained motionless, save for the rise and fall of her chest, her breaths coming in short, shallow bursts.

"You will address me as 'sir' or 'master' from now on," I said, my tone casual, almost disinterested.

"Yes, master," she replied, her voice barely above a whisper.

God, I was loving this.

"Turn around," I instructed. "Show me your ass."

Lara turned, presenting her ample rear to me. Her skirt hugged her curves deliciously, accentuating her feminine shape.

With slow, deliberate movements, I slid a hand up her leg and beneath the hem of her skirt, inching closer to the prize that lay hidden between her thighs. Her panties were already damp with arousal, a clear indication of her submissive nature.

"Have you ever been fucked in the ass, slave?" I asked. My finger traced the outline of her clothed sex, teasing her mercilessly.

"No, sir," she breathed.

"You will, and you'll enjoy it."

As my fingers pressed against her core, I was gratified to feel a fresh surge of wetness, soaking through the fabric. Lara's body betrayed her, reveling in the notion of being taken, used for my pleasure.

The collar was doing its job, enhancing her sexual compliance, honing her natural inclination towards submission.

"Spread your legs," I growled, a note of authority in my voice. "Show me what a filthy slut you are."

She obliged without hesitation, widening her stance and exposing herself to me. Her cheeks flushed crimson, but she held her position, eager to please me.

My hands caressed her firm buttocks, then slipped beneath the waistband of her panties, sliding them down to mid-thigh. Lara's skin was hot to the touch, her body trembling with anticipation.

"Tell me what you want," I purred, my fingers stroking her slick folds, her desire obvious.

"Please fuck me, master," she whimpered. "I need to feel you inside me. Please."

Hearing her beg so prettily pushed me over the edge. My patience was wearing thin, and the need to possess her was overwhelming.

"Bend over," I commanded, unable to hide the urgency in my voice.

Lara bent forward at the waist, placing her hands on her knees to maintain balance.

The sight of her exposed flesh sent a jolt of arousal straight to my groin.

Slowly, I undid my pants and let them drop to the floor, freeing my hard cock. It throbbed, pulsing with anticipation as I positioned myself behind my lovely slave. The tip of my erection brushed against her swollen lips, and she shivered in response.

"Take off your clothes. I want to see all of you."

My order was obeyed instantly, and her skirt and blouse joined her discarded panties in a crumpled heap. She stood naked before me, the faint glint of the collar around her neck the only adornment on her bare skin.

"Finger yourself," I instructed. "Let me watch you come for me."

Lara's hand found its way between her legs, and she began to tease her clit. A sigh of pleasure escaped her lips as she touched herself, and I watched intently, drinking in the erotic display.

"Keep going," I urged, stroking my rigid cock with one hand, while the other cupped Lara's firm ass. "Make yourself come."

Her hips bucked involuntarily, and she moaned, her movements becoming more frantic.

"Look at you," I taunted. "Such a submissive whore."

Watching Lara get off had heightened my own arousal to an almost unbearable degree. My need for release was reaching a fever pitch, and I couldn't wait any longer.

I pulled Lara's body back against mine, burying my erection to the hilt inside her tight hole. She cried out, caught off guard by the sudden penetration, but her momentary discomfort soon gave way to pleasure as I began to fuck her hard and fast.

"Fuck, yes," I grunted, my grip tightening on her hip. "You like that, don't you? Being my little slave."

"Yes!" she moaned. "Please, master, don't stop! Fuck me!"

The combination of the collar's influence and my expertly placed thrusts had Lara spiraling into ecstasy in record time. Her orgasm washed over her, a shuddering wave of blissful abandonment. She writhed in my arms, her body trembling uncontrollably as her climax ebbed and flowed.

I held her close, reveling in the sensation of her wetness coating my cock. She was perfect, utterly broken down to her primal sexual urges. She was a depraved slut—my depraved slut.

As she came down from her peak, she panted, "That was incredible, Master. Your cock is so big."

I continued to fuck her, the sound of flesh slapping against flesh echoing through the room.

"Tell me how much you love being fucked," I demanded, punctuating each word with a savage thrust.

"I love it," Lara moaned, the words falling easily from her lips. "I'm your slave."

I lost myself in the rhythm of our passion, letting the exquisite sensations of dominance consume me.

I grabbed a fistful of her hair, pulling her head back, exposing her slender neck. She gasped as my lips found her skin, kissing and nipping at her tender flesh.

"Oh God," she whimpered, "I think I'm going to come again..."

She didn't have to wait long.

A low growl rumbled deep in my chest as I felt my release building, a torrent of raw, animalistic desire surging through me. I slammed into her harder than before, my movements becoming frenzied.

"Yes," she gasped. "Oh, yes, please..."

It only took a few more thrusts before the pressure became too much to contain. My orgasm roared forth, and I erupted deep inside Lara. She milked me hungrily, squeezing every last drop of my seed from my twitching cock.

As my heart rate returned to normal, and my breathing steadied, I slowly withdrew from Lara. My knees buckled, and I sank to the floor, completely spent.

She was on her hands and knees beside me, looking flushed and thoroughly satisfied.

"Thank you, master," she whispered, leaning in for a kiss. "Thank you for using me."

I nodded, still lost in the euphoria of the moment.

I glanced down at Lara's collar, feeling another wave of power and pride wash over me.

This was what I relished; the absolute control, the power to bend her will to my desires. The collar—just a symbol, really, but a potent one. It reinforced every command, every order; it was a tangible sign of her submission to me.

Lara's soft lips brushed against mine, and I felt her smile against my skin. There was something intoxicating about the mix of affection and obedience she offered so readily.

I stroked her hair gently, a stark contrast to the roughness that had just transpired. It was a silent promise of the duality within our dynamic – the harsh, commanding master and the nurturing protector.

"You've done well," I praised her, reaffirming her servitude and devotion. "But don't think for a second it's over."

Her eyes sparked with excitement, tinged with a hint of trepidation. Lara understood that this was more than just physical domination—it was an unraveling of her very identity into something that was molded by my control.

As I looked at her, kneeling obediently before me, I felt a surge of affection mixed with pure lust. This was going to be the most pleasurable experience of my life.

And hers...
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A hot preview… 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"You."

"Me? Why?" she questioned curiously.

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

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

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

I sighed.

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

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

I smiled. "Right."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She smiled. "Anytime."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes, it was," I agreed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Undress me," I ordered.

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

"Kiss it," I commanded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"And what do you want?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

There was no choice. 

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

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

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

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

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

Lara bit her lip, her eyes darkening with desire.

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

"Yes. Do it now."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Turn around," I ordered, releasing her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Lara smiled, a smile that seemed almost impish.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Own.

Forever.

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

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

And then some.

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

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

"Everything," she whispered, her voice steady.

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

There was no limit to the ways we could explore.
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A hot preview… 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She would always call me Master. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"This here," Cyrus said, tapping the cover

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Lara's beautiful, intelligent mind.

Lara's soul.

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

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

***

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

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

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

"Where are we?" She asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was time.

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

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

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

"Do you trust me?"

"Yes."

"Are you ready to be mine, forever?"

"Yes... please..."

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

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

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

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

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

This was where I would bind her soul.

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

It was working!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Afterward, I collapsed onto the floor beside her.

"What next, Master?" She asked excitedly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Once more, Lara complied with my order.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes, Master," she answered simply.

"And you're... mine?"

"Yes, Master."

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

"Do you know what that means?"

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

"You're okay with that?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Other books you might enjoy:

Kingsley House

Orion’s Genesis

Master of Mothers

See them all here!

Sign up for my mailing list! 


[image: ]


The Submission Collar 5

Other books you might enjoy:

Kingsley House

Orion’s Genesis

Master of Mothers

See them all here!

Sign up for my mailing list! 

All characters are over 18. 

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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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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A hot preview…

"You're such a cute slut," laughed the actor, his face moving closer to hers. "And you have the nicest, juiciest tits I've ever seen..."

I couldn't help but laugh. These days I barely had to talk to my girls at all. They did whatever I wanted whenever I wanted it, and they would always give me what I demanded without question. We were basically on the same wavelength; they began to anticipate my needs and routine, cooking my meals, bathing me, servicing me; all of it was starting to fall into a comfortable, predictable pattern. My favorite times were when all three of them were going to town on my shaft while I jerked off, getting ready to paint their faces and breasts in sticky white spunk.

The girl in the movie was being bent over, I saw. I stood up and pulled Helena over to where I'd been sitting; I needed room for what was about to happen. Without hesitation she flipped herself over on her knees, sticking her shapely ass towards me like a good submissive. As one of the new girls, she still liked to act a bit spoiled, and being treated like the best bimbo in the harem made her feel happy and excited. It was a nice way of keeping her motivated to keep being my best pet.

"Mmmm, Master, yes!" she moaned eagerly as I slipped my cock between her thighs and slid inside her shaved cunt. "That feels so gooooood!" The other two girls stared at her from the floor, licking their lips. If the scene on the screen hadn't been so close to what was happening here - the girl was being fucked doggystyle by her co-star, the camera focused lovingly on her enormous, swaying breasts as she groaned with pleasure - they might have moved up and started to suck her nipples. Instead, both girls had returned to obediently sucking on my balls as I pounded the Helena's tight snatch.
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Three beautiful, naked, collared submissives lay at my feet, casually licking my knees, calves, and thighs. Helena, Amy, and Lara: my gorgeous, sexy bimbos. All tamed. All trained. All eager to please their master: Me. 

Lara's sensuous lips moved up my inner thigh towards my balls, and her big boobs pressed firmly against my other leg. When I'd first met Lara and she'd become my girlfriend, she had been an insecure, self-conscious young woman. Now, collared, trained, and happy as a little submissive plaything, her only concern was how to suck me off and pleasure me properly. She licked up towards my shaft hungrily; all that remained of my previous blowjob session this morning with her fellow submissive, Amy, was a thin film of drying saliva on my cock.

"Mmmmmm," Lara whimpered, licking it away. Her tongue teased the underside of my shaft and sent a ripple of pleasure through my body. God, she was good at sucking cock. They were all great at it now... but Lara really took pride in her abilities as a cocksucker. Maybe because she knew how much I loved seeing a collared little submissive bimbo happily sucking dick. Her blonde hair bobbed slowly in my lap, and I heard a soft moan of envy from her right. Helena was looking longingly at my hard-on, desperate to join in the fun but still licking obediently at my knees and shins.

Amy moaned louder than either of them had before, and her head suddenly dropped into my lap next to Lara's. It seemed she simply could not get enough of her master's seed. I gripped Lara's shoulder and thrust my cock deep into Amy's throat, blasting her mouth with what felt like a gallon of cum. "Nmmmm!" she gagged around my shaft, choking slightly as her airways filled up. Lara didn't notice; she was so focused on her own licking and sucking that she simply thought I'd slipped myself back inside her and was fucking her mouth. "Glurk! Glurk! Guuuck!"

A second wave of pleasure hit me as I shot the last of my load down Amy's hot mouth. Finally finished, I sighed deeply and looked down at my naked girls again. All three had stopped licking me - Amy couldn't help herself from swallowing down every last drop - but now they waited anxiously for their next command. The collars made sure of that.

"Clean her face off, ladies," I ordered them casually, and they leapt eagerly towards Amy. The other two submissives started licking Amy's chin, cheeks, and lips. I watched approvingly, idly stroking my still hard cock. The collars had done wonders for my stamina too; since I was fucking all the time, I'd quickly built up my sexual endurance. "That's enough. Let's watch a movie."

Submissives loved taking orders, even if they didn't understand them. All three girls stood obediently while I put on some crappy movie. My slaves didn't need to understand what was happening. They didn't care about it. They just needed to do as their master said. While I lay on the sofa and watched the TV, each of my slavegirls climbed onto a cushion on the floor and began to lick and caress the insides of my thighs and calves. A slow, teasing massage as they watched the film with blank eyes.

"Mmmmm, Master," Helena breathed as she sucked gently on my little toe. "Let your slut clean your balls for you." Her tongue slid up the base of my foot and across the sole, and her hand stroked the underside of my right leg sensuously. All three women were naked. All three wore collars. And all three were mindless sluts dedicated to my pleasure.

I grinned as the big-breasted redhead on the screen walked down a corridor and into an elevator. I'd seen this movie before, and I knew there was a sex scene coming up between the starlet and her co-star. When it started, I felt two new mouths move up to my balls and start licking them hungrily. They would get bored and confused if the sex wasn't happening right in front of them.

"Oooooh, yes, Master," Lara gasped as she tasted my cum-soaked sack. "So nice and smooth and firm." There had been an awkward phase in our relationship where Lara had found out how much I'd enjoyed shaving her pussy. Soon, though, that awkwardness had passed and the collar had removed it completely from her mind. Now the only thing left was a deep-seated joy in being her master's willing, eager pet. "Thank you for letting us kiss your feet."

I chuckled, reaching down to cup Amy's right breast. The film's co-star entered the elevator, and both of my girls began to suck hungrily on my nuts. "It's good you girls are grateful," I teased. "My other pet has always been more spoiled." As if in reply, Helena's fingers wrapped around my cock and began to jerk it gently. All of the girls understood what that meant. Three pairs of lips moved higher along my shaft, eager to service their master.

It didn't matter which of my submissives had first come up with this idea; now all three were equally passionate about it. In fact, all three had practically fought to take the initiative on the film idea, before finally relenting and sharing the workload together. Now I had the full results of their hard work: three mindless, fuckable bimbos eager to pleasure me at every turn. The collars made them stupid. Sex made them happy. And the result was perfect.

"You have such a big, thick cock," moaned the curly-haired actress on the screen as the camera panned over her body. "I'm not sure we can do this in here..."

The three bimbos working on my own rod stopped and looked up for a moment at the TV. Their brains were too numb for them to understand what the words meant, but the tone of the woman's voice was so sexual that they recognized something important was happening. Two mouths turned to each other hungrily, and they kissed each other. The third resumed jerking my shaft, waiting patiently for further orders.

"You're such a cute slut," laughed the actor, his face moving closer to hers. "And you have the nicest, juiciest tits I've ever seen..."

I couldn't help but laugh. These days I barely had to talk to my girls at all. They did whatever I wanted whenever I wanted it, and they would always give me what I demanded without question. We were basically on the same wavelength; they began to anticipate my needs and routine, cooking my meals, bathing me, servicing me; all of it was starting to fall into a comfortable, predictable pattern. My favorite times were when all three of them were going to town on my shaft while I jerked off, getting ready to paint their faces and breasts in sticky white spunk.

The girl in the movie was being bent over, I saw. I stood up and pulled Helena over to where I'd been sitting; I needed room for what was about to happen. Without hesitation she flipped herself over on her knees, sticking her shapely ass towards me like a good submissive. As one of the new girls, she still liked to act a bit spoiled, and being treated like the best bimbo in the harem made her feel happy and excited. It was a nice way of keeping her motivated to keep being my best pet.

"Mmmm, Master, yes!" she moaned eagerly as I slipped my cock between her thighs and slid inside her shaved cunt. "That feels so gooooood!" The other two girls stared at her from the floor, licking their lips. If the scene on the screen hadn't been so close to what was happening here - the girl was being fucked doggystyle by her co-star, the camera focused lovingly on her enormous, swaying breasts as she groaned with pleasure - they might have moved up and started to suck her nipples. Instead, both girls had returned to obediently sucking on my balls as I pounded the Helena's tight snatch.

Helena's tight, hot pussy clamped down on my cock and massaged it perfectly. She had gotten much better at using those inner muscles since I'd first broken her. I smiled and grabbed her curly hair, jerking on it as I fucked her harder. "Tell me who you are," I demanded, knowing how much she enjoyed answering me when she was being taken. The collar turned the shy, self-conscious girl into a brazen, shameless slut. "Say your name, cunt."

"I'm..." she gasped as my thrusts became more and more violent. She loved it rough, almost as much as Lara. "I'm... your fuckbunny! Fuck your horny little bimbo, please!" Her eyes were glazing over as I continued to slam her pussy, my cock sliding deeper and deeper inside her with every stroke. Both Amy and Lara had given up on licking my balls completely and were now licking the shaft. Every once in a while I could feel their tongues flick against Helena's labia or my balls as my cock plunged inside her.

"Are you a good girl?" I asked Helena. "Is my cute little sexpet a good girl for her master?"

"Aaaaaaahhhh!" Helena gasped and shuddered under the weight of her orgasm. That's right, I realized: the film actress on the screen was cumming too. It was hard to tell. All that mattered to the women now licking me was what I told them to do. My world. My reality. It made it easier to order them around, if they didn't really even have a sense of what was happening on the screen.

"What... what should we do tonight?" I muttered through gritted teeth. I was getting close again, but I wanted to make sure all of us got to enjoy the movie. "Shall I cover her face? Her tits? Do you think I should come on her ass?"

"Cum on her ass, Master!" gasped Lara. "Paint her cute little but with your seed!" 

I let myself go with a groan and felt the final few waves of pleasure hit as I emptied my balls all over my submissive's bare buttocks and back. She sighed happily as she felt me pull out, then moaned softly as another warm jet splashed across her round bottom.

"Oh, yesss," Lara whispered hungrily. "Cum on your sweet little slut's butt, Master." She watched the thick white seed coat Helena's soft, pink ass cheeks with obvious envy.

"Come here, both of you," I commanded, and the girls quickly stood and kissed me deeply, sharing my cum with one another as they licked each other's faces and lips. "I've had a stressful day. I want you to finish cleaning me off before we have dinner."

All three bimbos nodded eagerly. "We love you, master!" they replied in unison. Their fingers wrapped around my cock together, pulling and tugging at my foreskin until the final few drops of sticky white cum dribbled out onto the carpet. Then they bent to clean it up as well, using their tongues and lips to lap up every last drop of it. I grinned approvingly. They were such good, obedient girls now.

A year ago I would have never believed I'd be able to get so much sexual gratification. All of my desires had become part of our sex lives - the rough fucking, the submission and domination games, everything! If I ordered my girls to lick me, or eat each other's pussies, they obeyed instantly and without question. All three had learned to worship my cock with every fiber of their being, to crave the taste of my seed, and to enjoy serving my every desire.

To think I had once been a futile cuck, forced to watch his own girlfriend screw another man. Well, Rick had gotten his comeuppance; I'd stolen Amy from him with a simple click of my magic collar around her throat. 

I slid my thumb into Amy's mouth, her beautiful eyes going worshipfully up to meet mine. It was a signal she understood all too well. She began to suck it like it was my cock again, sliding her lips back and forth on the digit until I thought she was about to cum. I grinned down at her affectionately. "You're still the best sex pet, aren't you, Amy?"

Amy nodded excitedly around my thumb, continuing to fellate it happily. I felt myself hardening again as she slid it in and out of her luscious pink lips. She was still the cutest girl in the harem, the last one to be collared, and the last one to truly learn her place under my control. "Mmmm!"

As I watched Lara continue to lick up the rest of the mess my cum had left in the carpet, I couldn't help but reflect on just how well things had turned out for all of us. "My naughty little slavegirls," I laughed fondly. "All the fun I'm going to have with you."

Amy and Helena looked up from cleaning my body. "Mmm, yes please!" the curly-haired redhead sighed between licks, running her tongue across my thigh. "Please use me, Master. Fuck your favorite sex slave."

"Of course I will, slave," I assured her confidently. "When hasn't that happened?" The three girls laughed uproariously at the joke. As if there could ever be an hour when I wouldn't have used them.

There had been no time in the past week when the three women hadn't been used or fucked or filled by me, their master. I was insatiable, and so were they. The only thing that had slowed me down in the past months was having to worry about things like classes and work, but my girlfriends had taken care of those as well. Now they were free to be naked submissives, all day every day.

It made life easy.

***

It was dinner time. Helena, it turned out, was an amazing cook; she had prepared a lovely four-course meal for us, which she had laid out on the dining room table in preparation. We had just sat down together when we heard someone walking in the hall.

There was a knock on the door.

The four of us looked at each other. None of us could remember the last time anyone had actually knocked on our front door. There was a mail slot, after all - it was how all the bills, letters, and Amazon boxes got to us. We stared at one another curiously, wondering who it could be.

I shrugged. "Girls," I said at last. "Put on your robes, and greet our guest." They scampered out of the dining room, naked and beautiful. As I took a sip of water, I smiled to myself; I was glad I'd told them to get dressed for this mysterious visitor. I might have ordered them to strip off right away otherwise!

A few moments later I heard the door open, and muffled conversation in the hall outside. I rose to go and find out what was going on, when two men came striding into the dining room. I recognized both of them immediately. It was Rick, the guy who'd stolen Lara from me; and James, his friend. 

They both took a second to drink in the sight of three beautiful young women, barely clothed. Helena was wearing only an apron over her naked flesh; the other girls wore flimsy little dressing gowns. They had tied them too tightly around their breasts, so that their cleavage was perfectly accentuated by the thin cloth. Then both of my friends shook off their surprise, turning their attention to me.

"What are you doing here, Rick?" I asked pleasantly. My three girls looked at him curiously; this was the first time in weeks that I'd ordered them to stay silent. "You're supposed to be in New York by now. And you..." I turned to James. "We both know that if you want to discuss business, it's better to do it in my office." I tried to inject a note of menace into my voice. Both men ignored me.

Rick grinned maliciously, looking at me as he spoke to Amy. "You were so eager to show me your new apartment, baby." He turned and winked at James. "When we were talking yesterday, she practically begged me to come see it. I just brought my friend along, since I figured he might wanna use girlfriend too." 

James nodded slowly. "She's cute. The curly-haired girl's hot too, but Lara's the one I'd always liked."

I grunted in irritation.

It was a little hard for me to take this all seriously, considering that both of my girls were staring at their feet and blushing prettily as they heard praise from another man. This had to be some kind of trick, I decided: a bizarre attempt at reverse psychology. Or something. It would make more sense than James thinking they were really attracted to him.

They were my bimbos. MINE, alone.

...weren't they? 

The collars ensured submission to only one man, unless I told them otherwise... 

Surely there wasn't some way that Rick could have subverted the collars' power, made them... less potent. 

If this had been part of some strange long con, I had no idea.

"Girls," I said finally. "Make sure our guests are comfortable. Give them something to drink." Then, with an angry glare at the two intruders, I rose from the table and headed up to my bedroom to think. I slammed the door shut behind me, wishing I could somehow slam the front door of the apartment and shut those assholes out too - but Rick and James had barged in before Amy had had the chance to close it behind them.

It was an uncomfortable ten minutes later when I finally returned downstairs, determined to make my visitors leave, that I was greeted by a strange sight. As soon as I entered the room I was met by the sight of Lara, naked, her lips wrapped tight around James' cock. She stared back at me through half-closed eyes, sliding up and down on his member contentedly as he stroked her hair. At the same time, Helena was also working on his cock - licking up its sides, caressing it lovingly with her breasts, or simply letting nuzzling it with the same sort of sluttiness she showed me.

Rick was sitting in my chair, I noted angrily. His pants were pushed to his ankles and Amy was bent over the dining room table next to him, her shapely legs spread and her gorgeous ass sticking out as she took his cock doggystyle. Both women moaned softly as Rick began to fuck her harder, slamming deep and hard inside her shaved little pussy as she braced herself against the table.

"See, buddy?" Rick laughed, nodding to the other woman kneeling between James' thighs. "My girl really does suck better than yours. She can actually take more than three inches!"

"I thought your last girlfriend could only handle a couple too," James chuckled. "She's gotten really good at it. This guy trained you well!"

I broiled with anger and jealousy. How was it that MY women were servicing these men - my enemies, no less - as though they didn't even belong to me? 

"Rick," I growled. "What the fuck is going on?" 

"Oh, you didn't figure it out?" he grinned, stuffing Amy's pussy harder and faster, her moans of joy filling the air. "After your little trick you played, I contacted the guy who puts these collars out. And I made him void your contract." Rick smiled wider. "From now on, Amy, Lara, and Helena will be submissive to ALL men, not just you."

"What?!" 

"Yep. I mean look at them, so fucking slutty." He gestured to Lara, who was now deep-throating James' cock, gurgling around him like a well-trained escort. "They'll do anything for cock." Rick chuckled. "Isn't that right, girls?" 

"Yesss," Amy purred, as she felt Rick's cock slide over her g-spot. "Please keep using this pussy, stud!"

The girls are mine! I thought stubbornly, unwilling to give up even as their bodies betrayed me. They had become accustomed to having the collar control their minds and make them eager for my every desire, I thought desperately. Now, though, if what Rick said was true - the collar had only maintained one effect, and that was horniness. Their loyalty, however, would flag, because all they cared about was getting as much dick as possible.

All they wanted was to get fucked...

"I can't fucking believe this..." I mumbled, feeling powerless as I watched their perfect little pussies and tight assholes get used. 

I saw Lara begin to pull up off James' cock slowly. There was no way he was going to cum in her mouth, I realized - he was going to shoot his load in her pussy instead! That's the reason she'd pulled back!

"Wait! Don't do that!" I shouted, but it was too late. He thrust his dick deep inside her wet cunt, grunted and began to orgasm, pumping spurt after spurt of hot seed deep inside of her. Lara cried out happily, a dreamy, orgasmic expression on her face as she felt him fill her with his potent sperm.

No wonder the three of them hadn't come upstairs to check on me; they'd been far too busy being turned into whores for other guys!

"Why do you care so much about what happens to them?" Rick asked me mockingly. "Just look at 'em: all these girls want is to get fucked."

"You haven't won," I growled. "I'll find a way, I swear it..." 

"James," said Rick, "Take a break and neutralize him." 

Before I could react James grabbed a needle from his coat, then jabbed it into my thigh. The substance began to work immediately, rendering me motionless as James carefully withdrew the needle and tossed it onto the ground. 

"Nice job," said Rick. "Now let's fuck these girls and give him a good show."

"Hell yeah. I always knew they were sluts."

The world around me went black. When I came to my vision was fuzzy, like my eyes were filled with cobwebs. And then there was the sound of slurping and gagging...

I blinked and opened my eyes to see James, standing at the edge of the table with both hands wrapped tightly in Helena's hair. He was using her lips, her tongue, and her throat to service him, gently fucking her face. He must have done that already with Lara; my curly-haired bimbo looked absolutely fucked out, her pretty blue eyes glazed over and a smile plastered across her face. She lay sprawled across the dining room table, naked except for her heels, and covered in splotches of thick white cream. As I watched, I saw one of Rick's large, sticky loads slowly ooze from her pussy, leaving a trail down the side of the oak table and pooling on the carpet below.

Rick, meanwhile, was using Amy again; this time he was fucking her against the wall, holding her with her back pressed against the plaster and her legs wrapped tightly around his waist as he thrust up inside her. Her cries of pleasure were muffled, as though she were speaking through cotton. It took me a moment to realize that Rick had been stuffing her panties into her mouth, to gag her a little - she was moaning almost as loudly as Helena.

As I watched, James began to move even deeper, burying his cock balls-deep in my sex pet's throat. With an exhalation of pleasure, he shot his load and began to fill her belly. I was sure that James wasn't the first guy she'd deepthroated today, but I still felt rage and jealousy bubbling inside of me as I watched a string of drool run down Helena's chin, connecting her face to James' cum-dripping prick. She looked up at him submissively, moaning, thick globs of semen spilling out of her used mouth. 

After the last few drops of hot sperm dribbled down the beautiful bimbo's lips, James smiled. "Hey Rick, why don't we let them have a break while you do her from behind?"

My stomach lurched with dread. "Helena...!" I murmured, struggling to make my limbs work again. Nothing happened.

Amy was still getting fucked up against the wall when they switched over. Rick's big, meaty dick made a delicious, sloppy pop as he pulled out of Amy's gaping cunt; but before I could think too much about it, he'd turned his attentions to her friend. Grabbing her firmly by the hips, he spread her legs wide and pushed the head of his prick against Helena's dripping wet slit.

I knew I should be angry. I should have been doing everything in my power to stop these two men from using my beautiful women like this; from turning them back into the cheap little floozies I'd first met!

But the sight of two strong men double-teaming one of my pretty little blonde bimbos had set all my hormones raging; my own desires, my basest urges, took control of my body again.

She wants this, I thought, noticing the dreamy look on Helena's face. She just wants cock. Any guy's cock, she doesn't care who. I had to find a way to reverse whatever Rick had done; I had to get them to only want ME. 

I felt a surge of heat in my loins; blood rushed to my penis and began to harden it, despite whatever substance James had shot into me.

This is fucking wrong, I reminded myself with the last vestige of self-control. You have to stop this!

But another voice inside my head answered that first one, smugly. And just who exactly do you think is going to stop this? There's only you...

Helena moaned as Rick slid deep inside her tight little pussy, taking her against the dining room table. His thrusts sent ripples up her flesh, her breasts jiggling up and down like water balloons bouncing around under her thin nightgown.

"Look how fucking hot this slut is," Rick laughed to James, holding his new conquest's hips tightly and grinding her ass back against his waist. He began to thrust deep inside of her with fast, urgent strokes. Helena moaned again - it was such a dirty, sexy sound. Then, she opened her eyes, catching my gaze, and she blushed prettily. Her whole body glowed red, her embarrassment obvious.

"Master, he's fucking me so hard..." she murmured, but Rick gave her no time to adjust. All she could do was pant and moan and gasp as he slammed inside of her, his thrusts sending shocks through her slender body. My dick was as hard as iron by now, the veins on my shaft throbbing, the sensitive underside rubbing against my clothes, making me even hornier.

Rick fucked the helpless young woman for another few minutes until at last he groaned with pleasure. With a final grunt, he slammed as deep inside of Helena as he could, his balls contracting as his entire body tensed, then relaxing again. Thick, sticky ropes of white cum began to splash inside of her, flooding her fertile womb. It was more semen than I'd ever shot in her!

The three of us were left panting heavily.

James walked over to the couch. Amy didn't say anything - just smiled sweetly, crawling after him on all fours like the obedient bimbo she was. The curly-haired whore crawled onto his lap and began riding him cowgirl style. I felt that rush of anger and jealousy well up inside me again, watching her perfect, shapely pair of young legs straddling another man. Those creamy thighs that I so loved to be between were squeezing some other man's waist. And those perky tits, those firm little nipples that I so enjoyed sucking and nipping and caressing - they were pressed firmly against another man's chest.

And there was nothing I could do about it...

She's mine! Mine! That bitch is supposed to be submissive to only me...

I was torn out of my ruminations by Amy's moans of joy, mixed with James' deep groans. She was so loud that it was clear they wouldn't hear me if I got up off the couch, found the phone, called the police and told them everything. I watched bitterly as the cute young brunette bounced up and down on the cock of some stranger. His thick meat pole slid easily into her tight pussy - which had been getting a lot of use over the past few hours. As I looked over, Rick seemed quite relaxed, a satisfied smile spread across his face.

After fucking the blonde bimbo for a while, James pulled her head back, making Amy gasp with delight, and started pounding harder and deeper than before. Then finally, with a groan, he came; thick loads of hot cum shooting deep inside her tight snatch, and beginning to trickle out along the shaft of his rapidly softening prick.

Then Amy moved onto Rick, climbing onto his lap as his cock rapidly stiffened again. She rode him for almost thirty minutes - the time stretching out long for me as I stared, helpless, at the sexy sight of my beautiful girls getting used by another man.

"Rick," I muttered through my cotton-muffled lips. "Why the hell are you doing this?"

"Hmm?" He was paying attention to Amy now, running his big hands all over her body, groping her and playing with her breasts, pinching and teasing at her nipples.

"Why do all this? Why do you need to... humiliate me?"

"I just want your business, buddy. And if this is what it takes, then fuckin' A."

After watching him pound my sexy little plaything for a bit longer, I spoke up again:

"You're going to pay for this, I swear. When I get free-"

He shrugged. "Yeah, you said that the last time. But when are you gonna catch up, huh? Look around you, bro. This is my world. There's nothing you can do, nothing. Just accept it. Give it up. You never had a chance in the first place."

Fuck him, I growled inwardly. He wanted my business? That was what this was about? Not revenge for me taking Amy? Hell, maybe it was both. 

I watched Rick continue to pump inside of Amy's tight pussy, fucking her hard and fast as she bounced happily on his big cock, riding it as though it were her only purpose in life. All of this - it was happening because I hadn't been smart enough to see this coming.

My cock strained against the fabric of my boxer briefs, my heart beating faster and faster as Rick slammed harder and faster into Amy, until finally he let out a deep, throaty groan, holding her down against his balls as he came. As she kissed him happily, smiling, Rick grinned down at her and smacked her on her perky ass. She giggled delightedly.

Rick turned to me smugly and said, "So what should we do next, bro? Maybe another blowjob from the blondie there, since the first one went so well?"

"Yeah," James grinned. "This time, fuck her mouth for real. Really go to town on her and make her choke. Show this little whore how we treat women like her. They ain't nothing but sex dolls to be played with, anyway."

They want me to feel the rage, I realized. I knew that this was part of their plan: to degrade me, to get me angry and frustrated. I gritted my teeth. This is just a game, I thought to myself. I have to stay calm.

I tried to relax my body; my blood pressure had gone up, and now it began to slowly fall back down.

Just a game...

Lara was still on the table where Rick had left her; the curvy babe was curled up with her legs pressed together, gently rubbing her pussy while she moaned in satisfaction. Rick had come twice inside of her at least. The thought made my own penis harden a little more.

Helena lay panting, face-down on the carpet as Rick's semen trickled down her leg, soaking into the floor beneath her. The sight of both my pretty little sex pets looking so used and dirty made me want them even more, despite everything that was going on.

Rick, meanwhile, was standing by the couch and getting his breath back, still with his dick hanging out, glistening and sticky, but beginning to shrink again after being emptied into two perfect little bodies. The man had a good recovery time, I would give him that.

Amy was sitting on the couch now, looking flushed and satisfied from Rick's last orgasm, although James had used her pretty roughly. There were bruises on her hips, and a bite mark on her left breast. They hadn't really cared about hurting her, or Lara, for that matter. And why should they? I thought darkly. My girls had been nothing but fuck-pets and toys to those men. They didn't care about them. But then neither do you, I reflected ruefully. 

All you care about is using and pleasuring them, my mind whispered treacherously. You don't love them.

That last thought shocked me - until I realized with some surprise that it was true. Even though I'd taken them from their old lives and given them new ones here, even though they had served me faithfully for months...

I realized with shock that I actually had no attachment to these beautiful young women. I used them like sex-dolls to slake my lust upon. No, I hadn't kidnapped them, exactly. But I knew, deep down inside, that I'd made them into submissive little bimbos. I'd made them this way; there was nothing they could do. It was almost as though I'd brainwashed them - like some evil mad scientist.

And it wasn't like Amy or Helena had a choice in the matter! Even if I'd never put those collars on them, they had never wanted anything more than to be used by a dominant, sexy stud like me! Hell, they would probably still want to fuck me, even right now. Even if I took them away from everything: all their possessions, their careers, their families and friends - hell, even their dignity - and dumped them naked into a trashcan in some back alley, they'd still want to serve my cock. I felt powerful just thinking about it.

It was a twisted game of chicken, I realized. One where I'd already won before the other guys had even made the first move. They were still underestimating me. They thought I was an arrogant idiot. But I wasn't. I'd known what I was doing when I picked these beautiful young women; I had hand-picked them. And now Rick's own jealousy was leading him down a path that he thought was his, but was actually mine. A trap he couldn't possibly have foreseen. He'd played right into my hands.

One way or another... 

I'd get these fuckers back. 

Just let them wait, I thought. I'll get my girls back.. 

And give Rick the ultimate revenge. 

Then, with one swift movement, James got up, pushed Amy off of his lap, and began walking over to where I lay helpless on the couch.

"Alright," he said to Rick. "This is your show, dude."

He untied me, but I was still paralyzed under the effects of the drug. The two men gathered up my women and carried them towards the door. Helena had her arms around James' neck, while Rick held Amy and Lara. 

"We'll see ya...never," he laughed, and they disappeared. 

Just you wait... 

When the drug wore off...I was going to get them. 

And this time, Rick wasn’t going to outsmart me. 
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A hot preview..

Helena groaned quietly in response and bit her lip seductively. "Daddy..." she whimpered breathlessly as I pushed my finger into her slippery slit. Her walls clenched around me instantly, squeezing tightly as I pumped into her slowly and methodically.

My cock twitched impatiently against her skin, desperate to sink deep inside of her. But I knew I needed to take things slow, to savor every moment of this encounter. I wanted her to feel every inch of my massive girth sliding between her dripping wet folds. I wanted to watch as my swollen tip disappeared into her tight pussy over and over before pumping my cum inside her body. I wanted her to know just how much power I had over her now, and how good it felt when I used that power for both our pleasures.

As my finger continued working its magic upon her sensitive nub, I took advantage of the distraction and lifted her up until only the head of my cock remained within her folds, giving me easier access to her entrance. Then, in one swift motion, I slammed my full length inside her in one single thrust, causing her to gasp sharply. Her eyes fluttered open, revealing two wide emerald orbs staring back at me. Her pupils were dilated, filled entirely with lust, and her breath came out raggedly from between parted lips.

"Please," she pleaded in a whisper so quiet it almost wasn't audible, but I knew exactly what she meant.

Without wasting any time, I grabbed onto her hips and began pounding away at her slick cunt while simultaneously burying my face between her huge tits. The action caused her nipples to harden even more, grazing across my tongue as I sucked on them greedily.

Her nails raked down my back, leaving behind streaks of red marks. A groan escaped my lips, sending vibrations throughout her entire body, making her quiver beneath me. The feeling of her warm wetness enveloping me drove me absolutely crazy. My cock twitched, pulsating inside of her warm cavern as her walls gripped me tighter and tighter. My balls slapped against her skin with each thrust, adding further stimulation to the whole experience.
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My submissives had been captured. 

That asshole, Rick, had destroyed my life in an instant. 

But there was one thing he didn't know - 

I had bound Lara to me in a blood curse. A pact that went beyond everything, including the hypno collars. 

The fate of Helena and Amy was still unknown to me. But the two girls in Rick's new little harem had also been collared by me first, by the way.

And if I could rescue them from his hypnotic clutches, then I could get back everything that bastard stole from me.

But he wasn't going to make it easy, of course.

I went to Rick's hideout, finding it locked. 

I decided to go for a more stealthy approach. Lucky for me, I had some special gear hidden away for just such an occasion.

Using my advanced tech gadgets, I hacked the lock, getting inside the building with ease.

Once inside, I followed the sound of moaning and fucking.

To my shock, I found both Amy and Helena being fucked like the little bitches they were.

I saw Rick on the couch, completely naked, balls deep in Helena's tight pussy as she bounced on his thick cock like a whore.

The sight ignited a firestorm of rage and determination within me. But I could not let emotions cloud my judgment; I needed to act with precision and stealth. My first move was to slip into the shadows, making myself as inconspicuous as a whisper against the cacophony of carnal sounds filling the room.

Slowly, methodically, I reached for the amulet dangling from a chain around my neck, fingers grazing the ancient runes etched into its surface. This amulet was the key to invoking the blood curse binding Lara to me—my secret weapon. Uttering a low incantation, I felt the thrum of dark energy pulse through my veins, a direct link to Lara, wherever she might be held captive.

As I chanted, a subtle shift occurred—the moans and cries began to waver, and Rick's rhythm faltered. Lara was fighting back against her binds, stirring restlessness in Helena and Amy. They had been conditioned by my collars first, after all; their loyalty swayed between us.

In this moment of confusion, I struck. Darting forward with the grace of a predator, I deployed a smoke bomb from my gear stash; it hissed as it filled the room with an obsidian cloak. Screams erupted as visibility plunged into chaos.

Rick coughed, trying to wave away the smoke that choked his senses while keeping one hand on Helena's hip. But all semblance of pleasure was now replaced by panic. Helena and Amy stumbled off him, disoriented but with a glimmer of recognition flickering back into their eyes.

I used their bewilderment to my advantage, moving with practiced precision as I drew near. The smell of sex and fear was potent, saturating the air like a palpable force. Yet, beneath that scent lingered the faint trace of blood—the blood which bound Lara to me, pulling me towards her in an unyielding tether.

From the pocket of my dark leather jacket, I pulled out a small vial containing a liquid concoction of my own devising—a blend designed to counteract Rick's hypnotic influence. Moving swiftly, I approached Helena first, her body still shuddering with the remnants of forced pleasure. With deft hands, I caught her chin and tilted her head back, whispering commands that only she could hear over the din.

"Drink," I commanded softly, voice weaving through the smoke like a caress.

She drank without hesitation. The potent liquid sluiced down her throat, taking immediate effect. Helena blinked rapidly, clarity dawning in her eyes as the fog lifted from her mind. Likewise, I administered the antidote to Amy, who convulsed once before the submissive glaze faded from her gaze.

Rick was on his feet now, barking orders that no one heeded, struggling to grasp control slipping like sand through his fingers. He was strong and cunning but not prepared for this—my insurrection staged within his den of sin.

With both Helena and Amy rallying at my side, their loyalty reignited by the remnants of my own sway and now fueled by the antidote coursing through them, we turned our attention to Rick. His eyes widened as he realized the shift in power dynamics.

The moment was ripe for retribution. Lunging forward, I grabbed Rick's shirtfront and snarled into his face: "You think you're tough now, with your gadgets and your toys? Well, guess what—this isn't just some game, bitch! You crossed a line when you tried to steal what's mine..."

Rick sneered defiantly, even though the fear flashed in his eyes. He knew he had little chance against my newfound alliance, and it was clear that he would fight back with everything in him.

My hand clenched around his shirt collar tighter, rage boiling over inside me at how much this punk had stolen from me—how much pain and humiliation he'd inflicted on the women I cherished. It was more than I could stand, and with an inhuman roar of anger, I hauled Rick to the nearest wall and slammed him hard against it.

Crack! A sickening thud echoed as his head struck the surface, and blood oozed from a laceration on the back of his skull, but Rick was far from giving up—if anything, my attack incensed him further. He roared back at me, face red with fury, and kicked wildly at my shins with all his strength.

I held fast, ignoring the blows. All rational thought had left me; only cold, hard vengeance remained. Raising my fist high overhead, I smashed it directly against Rick's nose. An audible crunch filled the air as bone splintered, gore spattering everywhere.

This finally broke the last of Rick's resolve as he crumpled beneath my assault. Tears welled up in his eyes as he clutched at his broken nose, pleading for mercy. But there would be none coming—not for this monster who had terrorized so many innocents, including my friends...

I turned to look at Helena and Amy, who watched with rapt fascination as I delivered this retributive justice. There was still enough hypnotic juice flowing through their veins for them to enjoy the sight of this sadist being tortured, and judging by their lustful expressions, they clearly appreciated the view.

"Please!" Rick whimpered, crawling closer with a mixture of blood and snot pouring down his chin. "I'll give you whatever you want—just don't kill me!"

"What I want?" I hissed, bending down until my face hovered inches from Rick's. "All I want is for you to pay for everything you've done..."

And as Rick's pathetic whimpers turned to guttural screams, I began administering exactly what I desired—exacting the price owed with brutal precision. Afterward, I would deal with Lara; she too would learn how to submit properly...

By my dick size and alpha male behavior.

My cock swelled up, stretching my jeans to bursting at the thought of having Rick beaten like the bitch he was. I couldn't wait to get back to Lara and show her who was in charge now. She thought I was done with her? Not on your life. That cock-hungry little tease belonged to ME! Her ass would bounce on my balls every night—that was a promise...

As soon as I got rid of Rick for good.

The bastard started sniveling now, pleading for mercy as he curled into a ball at my feet. What a pitiful sight! How could this pathetic worm have managed to steal away everything from me—everything that was MINE—when he acted like such a pansy?

A low growl rumbled deep in my throat as I bent down, grabbing a fistful of Rick's shirtfront and hauling him roughly up to his knees. With my other hand, I whipped out the vial of antidote from my pocket and shoved it under Rick's nose.

"Drink it," I hissed menacingly. "Drink, or I'll beat your fucking brains out!"

Rick's eyes widened with fear as he stared at the vial—but not because he was worried about its contents. No, he knew exactly what would happen if he drank this liquid concoction made from ancient arcane formulas...he knew it would counteract his own mind control techniques used on the girls.

It was precisely why I wanted him to drink it; I needed someone more capable of thinking for themselves. Someone who could be counted on when things got tough. I needed a partner...someone ruthless who wouldn't flinch when faced with killing those who posed a threat.

Someone who was like me—a fellow alpha male with power enough to take whatever he desired.

Rick swallowed thickly, trembling visibly, and I snarled with disgust.

I yanked Rick closer, my grip ironclad and unforgiving. "Do I need to repeat myself?" I growled. "DRINK!"

With that, I uncapped the vial, the liquid inside shimmering with a viridescent glow that seemed to pulsate with life—ancient, forbidden life that promised power beyond human understanding.

Rick’s hands shook as he took the vial, his gaze flickering between the serum and my unyielding eyes. One last sob escaped him before his survival instincts kicked in, and he tipped the contents into his mouth, swallowing hard.

A change began almost immediately. His body convulsed, and he fell to the ground, writhing as though every cell in his body was being reconstructed. Helena and Amy took a step back, their faces a mixture of horror and intrigue as they witnessed the transformation.

The serum worked fast—too fast for any ordinary concoction. It was laced with enchantments drawn from dark corners of the world where humans dared not tread; a cocktail of ingredients gathered under moonless skies by those who whispered to shadows.

As Rick's screams subsided into groans, his body started to bulk up, muscles expanding and tightening under his skin like coiled steel. His hair grew darker, thicker, falling perfectly across his forehead despite the chaos of his transformation. The brokenness of his previous state faded away as if it had been nothing but an illusion, a mask now discarded.

His previously pathetic demeanor melted away to unveil a sharpness in his eyes—a hunger for power and respect that mirrored my own. He was no longer Rick the useless piece of shit enemy; he had become Rick the warrior, a force to be reckoned with. His breathing steadied, and he rolled onto his knees, a low growl emanating from deep within his chest as he tested his newfound strength.

I extended a hand toward him, helping him rise to his feet. "Now that's more like it," I said with a smirk. "Welcome to your new reality, Rick. How does it feel?"

He flexed an arm, observing the bulging bicep with a sense of wonder and burgeoning arrogance. "Like I can take on the world," he replied, his voice deeper and laced with an edge that sent shivers down the spines of our observers.

Helena and Amy exchanged uneasy glances, uncertain whether they should be elated or terrified by the birth of this new entity in our midst. I knew exactly what they were thinking—I could see the calculations running behind their eyes. And I knew my decision to elevate Rick was already sowing seeds of doubt about their own standing in our hierarchy.

"Good," I nodded approvingly. "Because that's precisely what we're going to do." Turning towards the map sprawled across the wall, I pointed at our targets—several locations ripe for the taking, ready to fall beneath the might of our growing empire.

Rick stepped beside me, his renewed confidence making him stand taller than before. Together we hatched plans and strategies, sharing a bond of power and ambition that would soon be put to test in a world that had no idea what was coming for it.

"Now." I stared at Rick head on. "Whom do you serve?" 

Rick's gaze met mine, steady and unwavering, a stark contrast to the man he was mere minutes ago. In the air between us hung the unspoken truth of his transformation—yes, he had been reborn by my hand and through my will, but it was more than that. With every fiber of his altered being pulsing with newfound vitality, he understood the gravity of this moment. The serum hadn't merely changed him; it had bound him to me, toeing an invisible line where loyalty and subservience intertwined.

"I serve you," he declared, his voice resonating with a timbre that seemed to vibrate through the very walls of our stronghold. "I serve you, master, maker of my strength, architect of my destiny."

His words were music—a symphony that played upon the expectations of a future awash with conquest. I smiled, a slow curl of the lips that bespoke satisfaction and an indomitable will to bend reality to my whim.

"Swear it," I prompted. My command was not born of doubt but rather the necessity for rituals that bind the soul to its chosen path.

"I swear it upon the power coursing through my veins," Rick intoned solemnly. "Before the forces that have reshaped me and before those who bear witness—I am yours to command."

Helena and Amy stood silent, statues marking the passage from ordinary life into one of fabled tales. Their eyes did not miss the subtle glow that seemed to shimmer around Rick's form—a testament to the enchantments interwoven with each molecule in his body. Nor did they overlook the way shadows danced closer to where we stood—shadows cast by neither candle nor flame but drawn by the promise of things yet unknown.

A smile tugged at my lips, and I placed a firm hand on Rick's shoulder. "You are mine indeed," I said huskily. "And now there shall be no limits to what we achieve together..."

With these words sealed by unseen forces beyond mortal comprehension, Helena and Amy bowed their heads in submission, awaiting orders.

They looked at us both, hungry and ready to go wild with lust.

A wave of hunger for their naked bodies rushed over me as well, and Rick and I both reached out for our sluts. They moved closer and fell to their knees in front of us, eager to worship our big alpha male dicks.

As they unbuttoned my pants and started stroking my cock with both of their hands, Rick unbuckled his belt and took his fat rod out, too. Then he gave me a glance and we grinned at each other. This was going to be a wild ride, that much was obvious.

We watched as our two little sluts went down on our dicks, licking up and down the shafts before taking them deep into their mouths. When their lips met the base of our cocks, they started moaning softly with pleasure, and we knew this was only the beginning.

They didn't waste any time, either. Both women began bobbing their heads back and forth quickly as though desperate to suck hard enough to please us, which wasn't difficult at all, considering how skilled these two sluts were at oral sex. Soon we could feel the pressure building in our balls, ready to burst.

Just then, Lara decided she'd had enough of watching. She came over to me, rubbing her breasts against my arm, purring softly while wrapping an arm around my waist. "Fuck me, Daddy," she cooed. "Fuck me hard."

Her scent washed over me, intoxicating me further, making me want nothing more than to bury myself inside her hot little hole until neither of us could stand anymore.

Without missing a beat, I spun Lara around and pushed her forward onto all fours. Grabbing her hips roughly, I slid into position behind her, my thick cock parting her pink pussy lips easily as it stretched open her tiny opening. She moaned loudly as I filled her completely, my cock pushing deeper than anything ever had before.

"Fucking take it," I groaned, spanking her hard across the ass. "Take my big cock, you dirty bitch!"

She cried out with pleasure as I began fucking her roughly, pounding her soaking wet cunt with animalistic ferocity. Her body bounced up and down from my forceful thrusts, her tits jiggling wildly beneath her. It wasn't long before both women were screaming their orgasms, my powerful manhood dominating their holes like never before.

Lara reached down between her legs and began rubbing furiously at her clit, trying desperately to find relief. My hands slipped under her arms and gripped tightly at her soft tits, squeezing firmly. My fingers closed around her nipples, twisting hard as they pebbled between my fingertips, sending waves of electric shocks straight into her brain.

She let out a shuddering moan, gasping for breath as another orgasm ripped through her body. "Fuck!" she wailed loudly, her cunt spasming uncontrollably around my cock. "Fuck me harder!"

I grunted and spanked her ass again, loving the way she bucked and writhed beneath me, my own climax rapidly approaching. Just before the inevitable moment came, however, Rick pulled Helena off of his dick and dragged her by the hair toward Lara. Without hesitation, he bent her over right next to my woman and slammed deep into her ass.

The sight made me roar with pleasure as Lara began screaming louder still, her mind nearly overloaded with pleasure as another climax overwhelmed her system. I watched transfixed, fascinated by the way Rick's massive cock pumped in and out of her tiny asshole.

I thrust harder, watching as both women writhed around me in ecstasy, their bodies trembling from head to toe with every pump of my mighty member.

Helena arched her back and pushed her butt higher, trying to take more of him into her stretched hole. His balls smacked loudly against her flesh with each stroke, sending ripples throughout her body.

Both women began pleading with us in unison now: "Fill us with your cum...give us all that hot baby juice...make us pregnant with your seed...knock us up..."

And we complied, filling their holes with thick loads of cum before pulling out and collapsing back onto the floor. Sweat covered our entire bodies, making it impossible to tell where one man ended and another began.

After catching my breath, I looked over at Rick and grinned. "Good fucking god," I panted. "That was amazing."

Rick laughed softly, wiping sweat from his brow. "You can say that again," he agreed with a chuckle.

Lara climbed into my lap, curling herself against me. "Mm...daddy, I think you're gonna have to keep me," she purred, nibbling at my earlobe. "Because now I can't live without your big cock in me all night long."

I chuckled. "Of course I will, honey. You'll always belong to daddy from now on."

And just like that, I found myself surrounded by three beautiful, willing sluts who wanted nothing more than to please me sexually for the rest of their lives. Could life get any better?

As I held Lara in my arms, running my fingers through her silky blonde hair, I couldn't help but think how fate had played its hand to bring us all together. The dance of dominance and submission, a tableau vivant of desire painted with the broad strokes of lust and the fine lines of power, all converged in this moment.

The room was charged, thrumming with the raw energy of spent passion and unspoken promises. Amy and Helena, flushed with the aftermath of their climactic surrender, curled together on a lush rug, each lost in a reverie crafted by my hand and Rick's iron will.

Rick rose, his body a sculpture of masculine virility, and began dressing with deliberate slowness. His movements were a silent invitation to watch, an assertion of his place within our hedonistic hierarchy. I watched him, my own breath evening out as I contemplated the depths we had yet to explore.

Lara shifted in my arms, her body a perfect fit against mine. "What's next, Daddy?" she asked with a voice laced with mischief and still heavy with arousal.

I placed a kiss upon her forehead before answering. "Rest now," I told her softly. "Because when the sun sets tomorrow, we shall delve deeper into our carnal journey." I could already imagine the scenarios that would unfold: scenarios designed to test limits and break new ground.

The three women didn't know it yet, but they were to become centerpieces in an elaborate game—a game where pleasure was currency and control was both the stake and the prize. I would weave a narrative around each of them; stories that would heighten their senses, ensnare their minds further into this darkly erotic world we had created.

I stood up, Lara still clinging to me, and surveyed the room, my gaze lingering on each of the women in turn. Their eyes, glazed with a mix of fatigue and insatiable desire, held mine. I could see the questions there, the curiosity mingled with a hint of fear—the delicious kind that only served to heighten their arousal.

"Get some sleep," I commanded gently but firmly. "You'll need your strength." I set Lara down, my hands sliding from her waist to pat her behind in a proprietary manner. She gave a small yawn and stretched like a cat, her lithe body flexing enticingly before she sauntered off to find a place to rest.

Rick finished dressing and strode over to me, clapping a hand on my shoulder. "They're putty in your hands," he remarked with a tone of admiration.

I nodded once, the weight of responsibility—and anticipation—settling over me like a cloak. "They are," I agreed. "And soon they'll be even more malleable."

We walked together to the door. Before stepping out, Rick turned his head slightly, his voice lowering to a conspiratorial whisper. "Tomorrow night is going to be legendary."

"Yes," I murmured back, my mind already awash with the possibilities—each more depraved and exhilarating than the last.

I joined Lara in the bedroom, finding her already splayed out on the mattress for me, pussy dripping, eyes half-lidded with desire. She was an image of pure, lascivious invitation, her body artfully displayed to beckon me into the depths of carnal indulgence once more.

But I resisted, for the moment. Instead, I circled the room, a predator surveying his domain, each step measured and full of purpose. Lara watched me, her breath hitching with every predatory stride I took—this dance was as much psychological as it was physical, and she knew it.

I grinned, moving between her thighs. "Did you miss your Master?" I growled, trailing a finger along the wetness of her swollen labia.

She swallowed, her pupils dilating as I teased at her needy cunt. "Yes, daddy," she moaned, arching her back to push closer.

I chuckled and gave her clit a few strokes, feeling how hot and slick she was already. Then, without warning, I plunged two fingers into her pussy, relishing her shocked gasp followed by a keening whine of pleasure.

I fingerfucked her roughly, making sure that her juices were flowing freely while watching as she writhed and moaned beneath my ministrations.

My thumb brushed against her clitoris, circling it in time to the rhythmic pumping of my digits buried deep inside her cunt. Her moans became louder, more frantic as her orgasm rapidly built towards completion.

The scent of sex permeated the air, filling every inch of my senses with its pungent aroma. My free hand gripped her thigh, holding her in place while the other hand continued thrusting inside her warm, wet channel.

Her pussy began spasming, and soon she reached the point of no return, tipping over into blissful oblivion as she screamed out my name, hips bucking uncontrollably as I milked wave after wave of ecstasy from her quivering body.

After riding out the throes of climax, she collapsed onto the bed, panting heavily as she slowly came down from her orgasmic high.

Smirking, I wiped my glistening fingers on her bare skin, marking her with her own essence. With that, I took my hard cock and put it to her lips. "Suck."

Obediently, she opened wide and began to suck vigorously on my thick manhood, eager to please me and eager to make me happy. I grabbed a fistful of her hair, holding her head steady while I fucked her face with long, deep strokes, grunting in satisfaction every time she took the full length of me into her throat.

Within minutes I was rock hard and ready to explode. Without warning, I pulled my pulsing cock from her mouth and shot rope after rope of hot, sticky cum across her pretty face and tits. The sight sent a thrill through me, and I laughed softly as she licked my release off of her lips.

Lara looked up at me with dazed eyes, panting and exhausted from my treatment of her, but still yearning for more.

"Good girl," I told her, leaning forward to kiss her deeply. She moaned against my mouth, her tongue darting out to meet mine. I broke the kiss and smiled down at her. "Now it's time to take your pussy, reminding you who you belong to." 

I pushed her back onto the bed, positioning myself above her and spreading her legs wide open. Taking my throbbing cock in hand, I stroked the engorged head along her slick folds, teasing her until her whimpers became cries of pure need. Finally, I slipped between her parted thighs and began fucking her in earnest, taking everything I needed from her as I relentlessly drilled her sweet cunt into submission.

Lara writhed beneath me, whimpering and moaning loudly while begging me to fill her completely with my big, fat cock.

I fucked her harder, slamming into her tight pussy over and over again as I drove towards my own climax. Her entire body shuddered violently against me as she experienced multiple orgasms within mere seconds of each other—the collar was obviously doing its job.

Soon we both reached our peak together, and I groaned loudly as I shot spurt after spurt of thick, sticky seed deep inside her. She wailed in ecstasy, bucking wildly beneath me as she too reached her limit, crying out my name repeatedly as pleasure wracked her body in wave after wave of orgasmic bliss.

When the rush finally passed, we lay together, chests heaving, breathing heavy and heart rates returning to normal. It had been a while since I'd experienced anything quite as intense as tonight, and judging from the satisfied look on Lara's face, it had left her feeling fulfilled as well.

I watched her for a while longer, smiling as she drifted off into an easy sleep. Then I rose. 

It was time to claim Helena and Amy again, as well. 

***

I found them together in the next room, slowly kissing, their bodies pressed against each other in an intimate embrace.

The air was charged with energy, electricity sparking through my system as my eyes roamed over their gorgeous curves. Helena was completely nude now, lying atop Amy's body while one hand cupped her tit, squeezing gently while the other traveled downward. The sight made my heart beat faster—watching my sluts explore each other like this, knowing that soon I would join them...the anticipation was almost unbearable.

As if sensing my presence, Helena glanced up and locked eyes with me, beckoning me over with a sensual grin. Without hesitation, I strode across the room towards the women, already achingly hard at the thought of claiming what was rightfully mine.

I positioned myself behind her, taking her hips in a possessive grasp and pushing my rock hard member along her inner thigh. "I know you want my cock," I whispered into her ear, nipping at her earlobe playfully. "Go ahead, put it in your tight little hole."

She moaned softly, reaching back with one hand to stroke my shaft as it slipped between her asscheeks, running her thumb over my leaking slit. I groaned in pleasure, pressing harder against her slippery cunt, loving the way she squirmed around my length.

"Fuck," I grunted, thrusting forward sharply and burying myself inside her hotness with a single thrust. She cried out, throwing her head back as she adjusted to having me filling her up so fully. Her pussy was deliciously tight around me, her walls clamping down on my shaft in a way that sent shivers through every inch of me.

With a grunt, I began thrusting harder, pounding away at her soaked pussy, my balls slapping wetly against her taint with each stroke. It didn't take long before both of us were moaning uncontrollably, lost in a world of pure sensation as our bodies moved in perfect harmony together.

Neither of us lasted very long before we exploded in orgasmic bliss simultaneously, waves of ecstasy coursing through every nerve ending as my cock spasmed and shot thick ropes of sticky cum deep inside her womb. My fingers dug into her hips, pulling her impossibly closer as she writhed underneath me.

Then, I moved to Amy. I had to claim her as well, and I couldn't wait. I grabbed her hair in a tight fist and forced her to her knees. Then I shoved my huge cock deep into her mouth and face fucked her roughly.

I took her throat deeply, slamming in until my balls hit her chin.

"Oh fuck!" I exclaimed, feeling her gag slightly around my massive shaft. She looked up at me with wide eyes, filled with fear and excitement all at once. Her mouth stretched obscenely wide as she attempted to accommodate my massive girth.

My dick pulsed within her, twitching and swelling with need as her tongue swirled around the head of my cock, sucking eagerly at the tip while she lapped up every drop of precum that escaped from my slit. She tasted the bitterness mixed with her saliva as it flowed freely over my length.

Finally, I decided it was time for the main event. I yanked Amy's head back abruptly, causing her to gasp sharply. Then I pulled her off of me and pushed her onto all fours, positioning myself behind her spread legs. Her cunt glistened in the soft light of the bedroom, practically begging for penetration.

I slapped her round ass with a loud smack and pushed my tip against her folds, savoring the feeling of how warm and wet she was. Then I thrust forward violently, shoving my whole length deep inside her dripping pussy. She let out a surprised yelp at being suddenly filled so completely with my rock hard manhood, but her body immediately relaxed as the pleasure began to course through her system.

I started thrusting mercilessly, driving in and out of her tight hole like a wild animal, grunting loudly with every powerful stroke as I continued to slap her cheeks harshly. Her breasts swayed wildly beneath her, bouncing against the bedding with each forceful motion.

We quickly established a steady rhythm together, my hips slamming against her ass repeatedly, causing loud wet slapping sounds to echo throughout the room as my balls smacked against her thighs. It wasn't long before both of us were completely lost in pleasure—Amy wailed and moaned uncontrollably beneath me as I rammed my big cock into her soaked pussy over and over again, hitting just the right spots to make her go absolutely crazy.

Meanwhile, I growled and grunted animalistically with every thrust, relishing every second of dominance over her body while simultaneously being rewarded with pure ecstasy. The scent of her arousal filled the air, flooding my nostrils and stimulating my senses as I plunged into her tight warmth, claiming what belonged to me entirely.

Suddenly, Amy tensed up beneath me and let out a high-pitched squeal of absolute delight as she convulsed violently against me, her body shuddering as a mind-blowing orgasm washed over her entire being. The sight was too much for me to bear anymore, and I released a primal roar as I erupted deep inside her womb, flooding her core with hot ropes of thick semen.

The sensations overwhelmed her senses completely and soon she passed out, lying bonelessly on the bed, her body still twitching slightly from the intensity of her climax. I pulled out slowly, watching as my seed dripped out from between her folds. It pooled underneath her, a mixture of our fluids combined.

As Amy lay motionless beside me, Helena crawled back over to me, her beautiful face still flushed pink from her recent orgasm. "Daddy," she purred, wrapping her arms around my neck and planting a soft kiss on my lips.

"Mmm." I held her close, taking in her lovely scent while running my hands through her silky blonde hair. Her tits pressed firmly against my bare chest, making me hard again as her nipples rubbed against mine. She must have felt my erection growing once more because she smiled up at me mischievously, wiggling her hips against me suggestively.

"Again?" I whispered against her lips, already knowing what her answer would be.

She nodded eagerly, gazing into my eyes with desire. Her emerald eyes shone brightly as they gazed intensely into my own dark orbs. Her lips parted slightly as she let out a low moan, grinding herself against my length as it grew even thicker and harder against her body.

I slipped my hand between our bodies, gripping her supple breast tightly. My fingers closed around the flesh, kneading gently as her breathing quickened. I slid my other hand down her smooth stomach, resting just above her sex, teasing her swollen clit.

Helena groaned quietly in response and bit her lip seductively. "Daddy..." she whimpered breathlessly as I pushed my finger into her slippery slit. Her walls clenched around me instantly, squeezing tightly as I pumped into her slowly and methodically.

My cock twitched impatiently against her skin, desperate to sink deep inside of her. But I knew I needed to take things slow, to savor every moment of this encounter. I wanted her to feel every inch of my massive girth sliding between her dripping wet folds. I wanted to watch as my swollen tip disappeared into her tight pussy over and over before pumping my cum inside her body. I wanted her to know just how much power I had over her now, and how good it felt when I used that power for both our pleasures.

As my finger continued working its magic upon her sensitive nub, I took advantage of the distraction and lifted her up until only the head of my cock remained within her folds, giving me easier access to her entrance. Then, in one swift motion, I slammed my full length inside her in one single thrust, causing her to gasp sharply. Her eyes fluttered open, revealing two wide emerald orbs staring back at me. Her pupils were dilated, filled entirely with lust, and her breath came out raggedly from between parted lips.

"Please," she pleaded in a whisper so quiet it almost wasn't audible, but I knew exactly what she meant.

Without wasting any time, I grabbed onto her hips and began pounding away at her slick cunt while simultaneously burying my face between her huge tits. The action caused her nipples to harden even more, grazing across my tongue as I sucked on them greedily.

Her nails raked down my back, leaving behind streaks of red marks. A groan escaped my lips, sending vibrations throughout her entire body, making her quiver beneath me. The feeling of her warm wetness enveloping me drove me absolutely crazy. My cock twitched, pulsating inside of her warm cavern as her walls gripped me tighter and tighter. My balls slapped against her skin with each thrust, adding further stimulation to the whole experience.

After several minutes passed, I released my second load into her womb, painting it white with my seed. She writhed against me, trembling from pleasure as I continued to pump into her relentlessly until my climax reached its peak. Once satisfied, I pulled out slowly and let my hot cum drip onto her belly.

Her chest rose rapidly, drawing heavy breaths into her lungs as her breasts heaved wildly. Her thighs were soaked with juices as I slipped my softening member back into its sheath.

I held Helena close, stroking her hair gently while pressing my lips against hers again. "You're mine," I murmured softly, cupping her face in my hands, kissing her passionately. She moaned against me, wrapping her arms around my neck. Her breasts pressed tightly against my own, squishing together perfectly, sending waves of pleasure through my system. I closed my eyes, savoring every second of the embrace.

It was good to have my women back.

A cascade of happiness swirled within me, a resurgence of contentment that permeated the very air I breathed. Having Helena, Amy, and Lara, my fierce and fervent bimbos, reconciled in my arms was like reclaiming a piece of my soul that had been adrift in the wake of her absence. Their bodies against mine was a testament to the tumultuous journey that had led us here, a harmonic convergence of passion and dominance now tenderly interlaced.

The chamber in which our reunion unfolded was bathed in the warm glow of candlelight, casting dancing shadows upon the walls that seemed to celebrate our renewed unity. Rich tapestries hung languidly, and the soft pelts beneath us cradled our entwined forms with luxurious indulgence. The scent of jasmine and sandalwood lingered heavily, mingling with the musky perfume of our lovemaking, creating an intoxicating bouquet that would linger in my nostrils for days to come.

Rick, once a rival for Helena's affections but now humbled into servitude, watched from his appointed place by the door. A faint smirk curved his lips as he observed with a mixture of envy and awe. He was well aware of his subservient role now, yet there remained a flicker of appreciation in his eyes for the primal display before him—a testament to both the potency and generosity of my rule. His presence served as a reminder that all was right in my world again: power restored, love reclaimed, and alliances solidified.

Helena's laughter, husky and sweet like honey laced with spice, echoed through the chamber as she teased Rick with a playful grin. 

As if to say... "I belong to my real master now." 

And she did. 

So did Lara... so did Amy. 

I had collared them. 

I had made them submit. 

They belonged to ME. 
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