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Chapter Four


“Okay, that’s fucking kinky,” said Ana.

Those were bold words for a woman standing
in the middle of a sex club—which was really just a converted
warehouse space owned by one of the club’s member’s—who was
topless. And had rings through her nipples. Rings that were
connected by a chain with a floating charm in the middle.

Plus Bruce had seen Ana sucking off a man
who was most definitely not her husband a half hour earlier...while
getting fucked from behind by a woman wearing a strap on dildo.

“What, having sex on a first date or waking
up to a cat watching me?” asked Lyn.

Ana laughed lightly and shook her head,
which made her tits sway back and forth. Bruce was temporarily
mesmerized by the motion of her flesh and the charm that zipped
back and forth on the delicate chain between her nipples.

“No, I was talking about your collar.”

Lyn rolled her eyes but also fingered her
collar at the same time. “This isn’t kinky. Half the people here
are wearing collars,” she pointed out. That was a slight
exaggeration, but many men and women in the small club wore collars
identifying them as submissives, as property of someone else.

“Yours is different,” Ana pointed out.

That was true. Very true. The collars the
other submissives wore were generally leather that buckled. A few
had hard metal collars with a hinge to remove them. Most had name
tags or other identifying marks.

Lyn had a tag hanging from her collar with
her name on one side and Bruce’s on the other.

She liked being different from everyone
else.

 


 


“I’m not kidding around,” Bruce said. “I’d
want you to be completely submissive to me. I’d want you to wear a
slave collar. I’d want to control you. I’d want to watch while
other people fuck you.”

Lyn’s heart was pounding in her chest. “Ask
me all those questions again, but one at a time.”

Bruce looked askance at her, but started
repeating the questions. “Would you like to be my submissive?”

“Yes,” she said quickly.

“My slave?”

“Yes again.”

“Would you be completely submissive to
me?”

“Yes.”

“Would you call me master?” he asked, adding
in a new question.

She sighed and breathed heavily. If her
pussy hadn’t already been moist, that question alone would have
gotten her wet. “All the time.”

“Would you wear a slave collar for me?”

“Yes. I’d be proud to.”

“Would you like me to control you?”

“Yes.”

“Would you fuck other people while I
watched?”

“You want me to fuck other men?” she asked.
Lyn wasn’t opposed to the idea. It excited her, in fact.

Bruce tilted his head. “Who said anything
about you fucking other men? I want to see you fuck other women.
Are you willing to do that?”

“Yes.”

 


The fantasy was great; working out the
details was more complicated.

Bruce and Lyn both combed over kink and BDSM
sites looking for the perfect collar for her. The one she wore
during their bedroom play was fine, but Lyn wanted to push her
limits. She wanted something different. Just having kinky sex
wasn’t enough; she had to be different from all the other women out
there willing to take a risk fucking someone else just for the
thrill of it.

When she showed him the paired collar she
had found, he took a second look at the woman who had become his
girlfriend. His very kinky girlfriend.

“Are you sure?” he asked.

“Why would I show it to you if I wasn’t
sure?”

“Because you like to play all sorts of mind
games.”

“Okay, true. But this is the one for
me.”

“It looks like a dog’s choke collar,” he
pointed out.

“I know. That’s kinda hot, isn’t it? I like
getting choked.”

His eyes bulged out at her confession. “You
have got to be kidding me. This is new—”

Lyn couldn’t contain herself any longer and
burst out laughing. “Okay, I don’t like being choked. That shit’s
dangerous. But I do like this collar. It’s plain. It’s simple. I
can wear it in public if I’m feeling bold. It has a lock and it’s
adjustable in size.”

“It looks hardcore,” Bruce mentioned.

“Stop teasing me and making me want it more.
It’s even silver, not steel, so it’s more like jewelry than sex
equipment. It doesn't have stupid spikes and black leather and
hearts and shit like that. No froo-froo stuff. Just a simple chain.
You can even get a tag with my name on it.” She gave him a quick
kiss on the cheek. “If you want me to be your slave, you need to
buy this for me.”

“I feel like I’m not the one in charge
here.”

“Get used to it. You know all about topping
from below.”

 


When the collar finally arrived in the mail
a week later, Lyn was so excited she couldn’t wait for Bruce to put
it on. He had kindly sent it to her apartment instead of his. It
was too much to ask her to wait. She put it on and admired herself
in the mirror.

Lyn didn’t consider herself to be all that
attractive, but she liked the way the collar circled her neck. She
had to remove a couple of links to make it the proper tightness.
The lock that came with it was reminiscent of Sid Vicious’s punk
collar, but hers was much more elegant. After locking it she
carefully set aside the key and was about to call Bruce and tell
him, when another idea occurred to her.

She quickly took off her top and bra and
snapped a few pictures of herself. It was a bold move for Lyn. She
had never taken nudes of herself before. She had never taken—or
received—nudes of anyone before.

While she liked how the collar looked on
her, she was disappointed with her tits. Bruce claimed to love
them, but she wished they were bigger and perkier, which was a
difficult request, but she wanted what she wanted.

Still, she was sure he’d be happy with the
results.

Carefully selecting one of
the pictures, one that showed tits, collar, and face, she
sent it to Bruce without any text.
Just the picture. He was smart. He’d get the message.

Fucking hot
was the message he sent back to her five minutes
later.

Lyn let out a breath she hadn’t realized she
had been keeping in.

U like?

Yes. Got any more?

Lots. But you need to see them in
person.

Bruce arrived at her
apartment less than half an hour later. He had left work early
because there was no way he could focus on work with his girlfriend
in the collar and waiting for him.

To show her appreciation she greeted him at
the door wearing only her new collar and a pair of red thong
panties. She wasn’t shy about opening up the door. She was so
lust-drunk that she opened the door wide, not caring who saw her
naked body.

Sadly, it was only Bruce, but she was
certain that would change in the future.

“You’re looking good,” he said, trying not
to be stunned by her appearance.

“Thank you
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