
[image: ]

Velvet Collars: Part 1

By Rob Royale

Artwork by Rob Royale

Copyright 2026 Rob Royale

== || < > || ==

All characters witnessing or involved in sexual situations are over the age of eighteen.

= || < > || ==


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter 1: Bought

Chapter 2: Shopping

Chapter 3: Training

Chapter 4: The Baron’s Party

Her Weapon of Flesh: Part 1

MILF Digest

Her Loving Care

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: Bought 
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Marcus stood in the back of the room alongside a beautiful older woman, who was watching the last of the ingenues cross the auction stage. The seats were filled with prospective dommes who watched the young men and women of noble birth cross the block. Young people who will begin their adulthood in servitude and training of a dominie or dominus. The raven-haired woman glanced at him and smiled, pointedly ignoring the fact that he stood before her wearing only a white silk waistcloth. His symbol of purity. Her tight black dress, heels, and jewelry spoke of a woman of wealth. Her hairdo and perfect makeup spoke of a woman with confidence and style.

He spotted his mother, Lady Mariana, making her way towards them with a big smile. “Lucinda!” she cried as she approached, opening her arms wide to embrace Marcus’s companion. As usual, many eyes followed the beautiful blonde woman. After they parted, his mother turned to him and hugged him tightly.

“It was a princely sum she paid for you, my son,” she whispered in his ear. All he could do was nod in response before she turned back to the dark-haired woman. As a pair of noble ladies, they were as different as night to day. Where Marianna was fair, tall and lean, Lucinda was of medium height, dark of complexion and all curves, busty and hippy in a way Marcus couldn’t help but admire. He couldn’t believe his luck to attract such a woman to be his dominie.

“Lucy, I thought you were going to take a young woman this time. You promised that you’d bring her over to our bourg and give me a night I’ll never forget!” His mother said with a feigned pout. She waved a hand towards Marcus. “I can hardly do that if you’ve taken my son as your devotee.”

Lucinda laughed and laid a hand on her tall friend’s arm. “I’m sorry, Mary, when I saw your handsome boy, I couldn’t help myself.” Marcus blinked hard. He could count on one hand the people his mother allowed to call her Mary. His late father hadn’t even been one.

Mariana was beaming as she bowed her head. “Well, thank you for your generosity. What you paid will be an excellent dowry for him.”

Marcus couldn’t help but agree. Together with the dowry of whatever wife he chose as his bride, they would start off well. Mariana glanced over at the dais as the last young woman was led off and sighed.

“I’m glad they affirm the devotee’s sexual orientation before the auction now.” She looked back at her friend. “I wish they had done that back when I crossed that stage.”

Marcus nodded to himself. It was only since the use of the truth serum that noble houses began asking such questions. He could still feel the effect of it as he stood there. His father had taken his wife’s lesbianism with good grace, though. It was one of Mariana’s favorite stories of her husband, and Marcus had heard it many times.

Casting off the restrictions of monogamy, they settled into an easy friendship, allowing each to enjoy their lives as they saw fit, as long as no shame was brought to the family. With one addendum to the agreement. An heir to the noble house of Gavin.

Marcus shifted from one foot to another. The room was kept cool on purpose, he thought, and his nipples were aching and goosebumps stood out on his arms. Lucinda noticed his discomfort and smiled at her friend. “Well, I think I should get my new servant to the house and warm him up.”

Mariana nodded and turned back to her son. She stepped forward and hugged him again before stepping back to look into his eyes. “I am so proud of you. I wish your father were alive to see this. To have a countess take you as a devotee is a great honor. He would be proud too.” She paused, then added. “I know I complain sometimes about having had to marry your father when it wasn’t in my ... nature. But seeing the man you have become now at twenty years old,” she leaned in and whispered the rest. “I wouldn’t change a thing.”
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A frosty wind blew over the cobblestone street and swirled Countess Lucinda’s dress around her knees. She shivered and pulled her pink sweater around her shoulders before remembering the nearly naked young man at her side. He stood there barefooted, stoically refusing to let his discomfort show. Marcus was a fine-looking man, she thought. A little over six feet, he was square shouldered and lean, with a fine physique that spoke of speed and agility. According to his finishing school transcript, he had excelled at fencing and equestrianism. They might be outdated skills in some people’s eyes, but the discipline it takes to excel at either speaks of a person. His handsome face still held just a hint of boyishness, which gave him an approachable look that she found very appealing. His short brown hair and soft brown eyes, passed to him by his noble father, made her want to cuddle him to her like a teddy bear. Lucinda smiled and then looked at the driver of her great auto-carriage. 

“Gaius, your road cloak, if you please,” she said to the gaunt, mustachioed man in the driver’s seat. A great panel of meters and gauges was to his left, and the brass control levers were set before him, to either side. He snatched a deep red cloak from a cubby behind his head and handed the folded garment to the countess.

Marcus sighed as she opened the cloak and spread it across his shoulders. It was thick and warm. He took a moment to admire the gleaming vehicle. 

“How long before we’re up to pressure, Gaius?” asked the countess.

The driver glanced at the gauges and moved a control lever. “About two minutes.” The magnificent auto-carriage was designed after an old horse-drawn carriage. Except the horse in this case was a splendid beast of a machine in steel and brass, in the shape of an immense destrier. He could see the red glow of the trilatium chamber that powered the great boiler through the air intake grill, and steam blew from the nostrils of its proud head. Instead of legs, it rolled on four large iron wheels wrapped with two inches of grayish rubber, with two more supporting the carriage in back.

“Is there anything we need before we return home?” she asked, glancing into her purse.

“Countess!” 

Marcus heard a male voice call from further down the street. They both glanced northward to see a handsome man walking towards them. He was dressed in a silk shirt with a banded collar, a paisley vest, and dark gray trousers. He walked toward them briskly, with his silver tipped cane held in his right hand. At his left side was a petite young blonde woman, trying her best to keep up with his impressive strides. Her tiny feet were bare on the sidewalk.

“Nigel!” Lucinda exclaimed as they approached. “How lovely to see you!”

The man was on the north side of forty years old, Marcus could see. Broad shouldered and narrow-waisted. But it was the tiny blonde who captured his attention. Like himself, she was naked but for her white silk waistcloth and her dominus’s gray suit jacket draped over her shoulders. She held it closed with her hands against the early spring chill, but he could still see the valley of her ample cleavage. Her blue eyes captured his dark ones, and they smiled shyly at one another. She was exquisite, he thought, with skin like alabaster.

He was dimly aware of Lucinda introducing him to the man, but captured by the young girl’s beauty, he didn’t respond until he felt a sharp slap to the back of his head. “Pay attention, boy!” she growled.

“I ... I’m sorry, Dominie! I ...” Marcus stammered, bowing his head.

Lucinda straightened and introduced him again to Lord Nigel. This time Marcus acted appropriately, meeting Nigel’s eyes for just a moment and then bowing at the waist to about forty-five degrees and inclining his head. “Pleased to meet you, sir.”

Lord Nigel laughed heartily. “Well met, young man. You might not remember me, but we have met before. I was a friend of your father’s. Like Countess Lucinda’s late husband and so many other noble sons, his loss is felt in our community. And I will forgive you for your moment of distraction.” He turned to his blonde companion. “She is beautiful, is she not?”

Marcus lifted his gaze and met the young woman’s eyes again. Nigel cleared his throat and continued. “Countess, may I introduce my devotee, Miss Kathleen?” The young woman dropped into a curtsy before the countess, though she had no skirts to spread.

Lucinda stepped toward the young blonde and took her chin in her hand, smiling confidently at the young woman. “My, she is quite the pretty thing, isn’t she, Marcus?”

Marcus certainly thought so. “Yes, Dominie.” He caught his breath when the countess leaned in and placed a sweet kiss on the girl’s lips, much to the surprise of the young lady.

Nigel chuckled and feigned an exasperated sound. “See now, Countess! You have stolen her first kiss from me.”

The countess turned and stepped up to the man and turned her face up to his. He bent and the elegant woman kissed him hard for several seconds. “There, now I have returned it. But really, Nigel, innocent she may be, but do you really think she’s never been kissed?”

Nigel waved his hand and bowed, surrendering to her point. “I’m certain you are right. In any case, I look forward to our customary visits to compare notes on our devotees.”

The countess lifted the hem of her dress, revealing a fair bit of a shapely thigh, and curtsied. “As do I, Lord Nigel.”
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Marcus shivered as he sat on the soft leather couch inside the auto-carriage. The cab was much more comfortable, warmed by the hot air from the boiler. Countess Lucinda gazed at him with a thoughtful smile. “Do you have questions for me, young man?”

Marcus had been well coached by his mother on what to do on his first day. “Yes, Ma’am. How shall I address you?” 

Lucinda smiled and then dipped into her purse. “In public, Dominie Lucinda, if you please. But at home or in private, just Dominie will suffice.” She smiled seductively at him. “In more intimate situations, other things.” It made her smile to see a shudder pass through the young man.

Marcus studied the woman before him. Just a hand-span over five feet tall, she was a fine figure of a woman. In her early to mid-forties, he thought, but her olive skin still had a youthful glow about it. Her hair was black and lustrous, and her eyes were dark and full of mystery. 

From her purse, Lucinda removed a red velvet collar. She held it out with both hands toward him. Marcus knew what to do. He pushed the cloak off his shoulders onto the cushions and then spun to kneel with his back to her on the floor of the coach. The collar had a golden griffon embroidered on it, the countess’ family crest, along with a single vertical stripe near the gold buckle. 

After his collar was buckled on, he felt his dominie’s hands caress down over his shoulders. “So like your father,” she said, almost to herself. He spun once again and knelt before her, his head bowed.

“You knew my father?” he asked softly.

Fumbling again in her purse, she nodded. “Yes, your dad and
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