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Chapter One

The first time she put on her
collar

 


Veroneeka was trembling as Michael’s hands
encircled her neck. He was hold the collar they had discussed so
many times before. It was the same leather collar they had decided
upon after checking every website that sold bondage supplies. It
was plain black leather, with a D-ring and a secure closure. It
even came with a small padlock and a heart-shaped tag with her name
on it. She wanted the collar. She had asked Michael to buy it for
her and put it on her, but now she was scared when the moment or
truth arrived.

“Are you scared?” he asked her,
noticing her trembling.

“Yes.”

“Do you not want me to put it on
you?”

“No, I want it,” she said with her
voice quavering.

“We don’t have to do this,” he
said softly and kindly.

She was on her knees in front of him, naked
because that was how she wanted to present herself to him. He was
still dressed in his suit from work. She felt vulnerable and
defenseless. It was scary but it was a fear she had created for
herself. Veroneeka wanted to be scared—and to overcome that fear to
fulfill her desires. “I need to do this.”

His voice hardened. “Hold still.”

She found if she closed her eyes it wasn’t so
scary. With her eyes closed she straightened her back, raising
herself up just a little higher, and lifted her chin, exposing her
throat to her lover. She still found it difficult to call Michael
her boyfriend. A boyfriend is someone you planned to spend your
life with—someone you might marry. A lover was just a sex partner.
Michael was somewhere in between these two roles.

The stiff collar went around her neck. There
was no need to lift her hair out of the way; she kept her hair cut
very short. The collar was lightly padded on the inside; that was a
small comfort. It wasn’t snug around her neck, but it rested
heavily when Michael fitted it. The small click of the tiny
padlock closing snapped her eyes open. Her trembling hadn’t ceased
but her pussy had moistened. She was certain that Michael could
smell her desire. That was good. She needed to finish the scenario
she had created.

“Ready for the chain?” he asked
her.

She nodded. She knew Michael was supposed to
be in charge of her, but—strangely—as his submissive, his slave,
somehow she was in control of everything that happened. He opened
the latch on the simple lead and attached the chain to her collar.
Her eyes met his. They were soft and kind. Hers were filled with
desire.

“Up on the bed,” he ordered
her.

That was easier to do. She climbed up on the
stacked mattresses that seemed to elevate Michael’s sleeping
surface nearly halfway to the ceiling. He attached the other end of
her chain to one of the heavy corner posts of the bed frame. She
stayed on her hands and knees while he casually
disrobed.

Veroneeka watched him. Although they were both
rapidly approaching middle-age neither had fully succumbed to the
ravages of the aging process yet. Michael was stock and had been
more muscular in his youth. He stood just a hair under six foot and
she loved the feel of his muscles under his skin when they made
love. She was five-ten, so when she wore heels she was usually a
little bit taller than her paramour, which amused the both of them
to no end. Since she was the product of many hours on the track and
treadmill, her limbs were long and lithe. Only through constant
exercise and sheer willpower over what she chose to eat did she
maintain her slender body.

His cock wasn’t erect when he got naked, so he
presented it to her when he climbed the two steps that lead to his
bed. Her hands were free, even if her head couldn’t move as easily
as she was used to, and of course her mouth was fully operational.
Sucking cock, Veroneeka had discovered in college, was something
she both enjoyed and was extremely good at doing. Michael enjoyed
every moment that she indulged him with fellatio and soon his
manhood stood proudly erect.

There was no need for him to ask permission
now. Michael simply pulled free of her mouth, moved around behind
his lover, and presented the head of his cock at the opening to her
pussy. She was already wet. “You’re loving this already, aren’t
you?” he asked, noting the sodden state of her pussy.

“Um. Yes. Yes I am.”

“Head down, please,” he requested.
“Keep your ass in the air.”

He waited with his cock just barely pressing
against her nether lips until her head was all the way down on the
sheets. Her hands were flat on the bed, fingers spread open, next
to her head. She had turned her head to the right, resting her left
cheek on the bed. Her eyes were closed. The heavy leather collar
was in place, the chain leading from it to the bedpost. It was
hardly an effective means of controlling or restraining her. It was
merely a symbol that made her horny. The name tag that came with
the collar rested on the nightstand. Michael had told her he would
put in on her collar after he fucking her while she wore the
collar.

Only then did he plunge his cock forward. She
gasped and grunted at the sudden penetration. He forced himself all
the way forward, the small bush of black pubic hair that surrounded
the base of his tool now rested against her sensitive pussy lips.
At his insistence she kept her pussy shaved bare. It had been a
silly game at first, but when Veroneeka realized how willing he was
to go down on her if she was shorn free, it had become a regular
part of her grooming. In many ways she enjoyed being bare in her
panties, even if that meant putting up with a bit of razor burn and
stubble.

The fucking wasn’t soft and slow, sensuous and
loving; it was hard and fast. She had requested that he use her and
abuse her. The first slap to her ass was only half a surprise.
Knowing it was coming had been part of the anticipation of their
play session—it stung, but didn’t truly hurt. As Michael continued
to fuck her, he continued to rain down slaps on her tender
buttocks. She yelped and whimpered at the abuse, but loved his cock
fucking her. The mix of sensations was wonderful. She loved how he
treated her when they were alone, when she could truly be
submissive to him.

And then he came in her pussy. He didn’t
bother to try to make her cum. That wasn’t the point of their
fucking this night. He was to take his pleasure in her and she
would have to do with whatever he left her.

She could feel each pulse of his cock, each
heavy spurt of his ropy cum in her cunt, she enjoyed every second
of it. When he was done she still hadn’t cum. He pulled out and
fell back to the bed telling her, “Keep your ass in the
air.”

“Yes sir.”

“Did you cum?” he asked after a
minute of recovery.

“No sir.”

“Do you want to?”

“Only if you want me
to.”

That answer amused him so he slapped her on
the ass one more time. She shrieked again in surprise.

“Keep your ass in the air. Use
only one hand and play with your clit. You may make yourself
cum.”

She stole her right hand between her legs,
quickly found her clit, and vigorously frigged herself. It took no
time at all for her to cry out and squeeze her thighs tight on her
hand. She was trembling again; this time not with fear but with
relief at having completed the act.

“Very good,” Michael told her with
some satisfaction.

“Thank you,” she said. He was
unclear if she was thanking him for fucking her, for putting a
collar on her neck, or for allowing her to masturbate. It didn’t
matter.

He reached across the pillow and took up the
small tag from the nightstand. “I think you’ve earned
this.”

He allowed her to roll to her back and lift
her chin once again to expose the small ring. It took a few
minutes, but eventually he threaded the tag into place. It was a
bright red heart emblazoned with Ronnie in fancy script. She
knelt up on the bed and admired herself in the mirror that occupied
the space on the wall over the headboard.

“It’s pretty,” she declared, proud
of herself for having lived through the ordeal she had set for
herself.

“I’m glad you like it.”

She continued to look at herself for a minute,
giving in to every cliché of feminine vanity. The collar was
actually comfortable to wear, no more distracting than the average
turtle neck sweater. Eventually she collapsed back to the bed next
to Michael. “Can you take it off now?”

she asked him.

“No.”

Veroneeka blinked once, not understanding.
“What?”

“No. I want you to wear it all
night.” He reached out and unclipped the chain from the collar and
set it aside. “If you want to play the role of my slave, you need
to do it right. You’ll sleep next to me tonight, naked except for
your collar. Understand?”

While she had been admiring herself Michael
had found his underwear and pulled them on. She knew she wouldn’t
be allowed that tiny bit of modesty.

“I…understand.” She said. And she
did. And the thought thrilled her.

They settled in the bed, and she curled up
next to his broad chest. Just before Michael turned out the light
she admired the contrast of their skin in their intertwined
fingers, her dark, almost chocolate colored elegant fingers
dominated by his thick, meaty pale, freckled colored
digits.

Before she drifted off to sleep she wondered
how she had gotten this far involved in their strange
relationship.

 


 



Chapter Two

The first time he spanked
her

 


“I used to fucking hate these
meetings,” Michael said to the woman at the bar.

“Why’s that?” she asked, barely
interested. Her eyes never moved from her cell phone where she was
scanning through her messages. Every three months there were
mandatory meetings in the state office complex that brought in
representatives of every level of local governments. It was
Michael’s job to organize the meetings and keep them moving
along.

“I used to be married.” He grinned
at her.

The answer confused her for just a moment.
“And you’re no longer married so you think these meetings are now
just a meat market to fill your bed?” she asked.

“It changed my perspective,” he
said.

“Uh-huh.”

“While I was here my wife was home
fucking around behind my back.”

“Sorry to hear that,” Veroneeka
replied absently.

“She’s my ex-wife now.”

“I got that.”

“And I’m still terrible at
chatting up women in bars. It’s a miracle I ever got
married.”

His response made her glance up. He was
ordinary looking, but he had eyes that were dancing with
anticipation even if the rest of his face showed he was
nervous.

“Mister…” Veroneeka began, glanced
down at his stick-on name tag, and continued, “Rosenberg, are you
trying to chat me up?” Her messages were all dreary. Talking to a
stranger was more entertaining that replying to her mother’s and
sister’s messages about finding the
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