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I

Spanking & Bondage

Chloe had always dreamed of finding a Master to teach her about BDSM. Her submissive side grew stronger as the years passed, but she never met the right man. When Chloe discovers a BDSM club with a Master-for-hire, she realizes this is her chance. She signs up for a session with Master Oliver and gets far more than she expected. Can Chloe take the punishment she begged for? Can Master Oliver give her what she needs?


Chapter 1

Chloe couldn’t believe she was doing this. It’d been her deepest desire and the most well-kept secret of her entire life, and she was finally going to experience the fantasy that played out in her head every night while she pressed her fingers against her clit and moaned to a faceless man.

Not that the man in her daydreams was always faceless. Sometimes his face took on the appearance of her latest celebrity crush or boyfriend, but it was hard to fantasize about people that didn’t have a certain personality.

Ever since she was a young child, Chloe found herself drawn to certain aspects of BDSM. Of course, when she was young, she had no idea why she fantasized about being spanked or having someone take control of her. It wasn’t until she’d reached her later teen years and started reading some spicy fanfiction that she realized other people had the same desires.

It was a massive relief. For so long, Chloe assumed she was broken and perverse. Discovering she wasn’t alone in her desires soothed her soul, but it also made the need to experience her fantasies that much greater.

No one in her day-to-day life seemed to think about the same things. Chloe had tried to get a little kinky in the bedroom with a couple of boyfriends, but it always ended the same way. Chloe would get a few love taps that never even approached her spanking fantasies, then fake an orgasm and fall asleep feeling disappointed and unfilled.

After joining some kinky groups online, Chloe discovered the world of professional Dominants. A simple internet search brought up a BDSM club forty minutes away from her small one-bedroom apartment, and she’d gone to their beginner’s night.

It was amazing. People were so open about the lifestyle, and she’d learned a lot. Once she worked up the courage, Chloe asked one of the Dominants hosting the event about the service she’d seen online.

He confirmed that one of the Doms who worked in the club hired himself out. He would fulfill the submissive’s fantasies, short of penetrative sex, and give her a taste of what life in the BDSM community could be like.

Chloe had booked his next available evening that day. Three weeks later, she was on her way back to the club to meet with the professional Dominant. The website referred to him as Master Oliver, so she assumed that was how she was supposed to address him.

Despite having dreamed of this experience since her youth, Chloe’s nerves felt like they were splitting apart inside of her. She had no idea how she was supposed to act or what she was supposed to say. What if she embarrassed herself? Or even worse, what if she ended up having to use her safeword and discovered the desires she had didn’t translate well into real life?

Despite her fears, Chloe pressed on. Submitting to a powerful, Dominant man had been her only fantasy her entire life. There was no way she was going to let her anxiety take away this opportunity. Even if it turned out to be a lackluster experience, at least she’d finally know, and the fantasies would stop teasing her every night.

Chloe pulled up to Pulse and sat in her car for several minutes, breathing deeply. She’d planned to arrive early just in case she needed a while to settle herself, and she was very glad she had.

Pulse looked so unassuming from the outside as if it could be any average nightclub. But she remembered from her previous visit that, once you stepped inside, you could see it wasn’t an ordinary spot.

Even though she hadn’t gone any farther than the bar that night, which was open to the public, the atmosphere inside Pulse was different from any other place she’d experienced. There was something so sensual and vibrant about Pulse, and her heart raced just thinking about it.

As the time of her appointment edged closer, Chloe tried to calm her frayed nerves. This could be her only opportunity to fulfill her deepest fantasies. She had to take it.

Before she could talk herself out of it, Chloe stepped out of her car and headed into Pulse. The bar area was filled with people dancing, talking, and enjoying themselves. Some wore tight black leather, while others were dressed in their work clothes or casual wear. Everyone seemed so comfortable here. Chloe wondered what it would be like to have a place where she could be herself so openly, without fear of reprisal.

She made her way past the crowd, keeping her eyes downcast. Chloe knew many of the people who came to Pulse were regulars, and she felt as if she had a giant sign attached to her back that read NEWBIE.

Chloe approached the bar and smiled as a waitress dressed in tight pink spandex approached her. “Hi, what can I get for you tonight?”

“Um, I’m actually here to see M-Master Oliver. I have an appointment.”

The girl gave her a knowing look, and her smile grew wider. “Of course! You can take a seat at the bar. I’ll let him know you’re here.”

“Thank you.” Chloe took a seat and tried to breathe through the panic rising in her chest. What was she thinking? Was she seriously going to let a stranger do things to her that not even her long-term boyfriend had done? Maybe this was a mistake.

“You must be Chloe.”

Chloe’s neck nearly broke as she swung her gaze up to focus on the man who owned that deep, authoritative voice. He looked exactly as the pictures on the website had shown. Master Oliver was tall, over six feet, and had to be over two hundred pounds of pure muscle. His arms bulged around the short-sleeved white t-shirt he wore. Chloe’s eyes traveled down his body, taking in the belt that held up his jeans with a fierce hunger.

He hadn’t even touched her yet, and she was already soaking wet. Thank God she hadn’t left.

“Yes, sir.” Chloe’s cheeks flamed. She’d never called someone sir in her life. The one time she’d tried to throw the title out during an attempted kink session with her previous boyfriend, he’d been uncomfortable with it, so she never did it again.

Master Oliver smiled at her, but the hard lines around his eyes made her wonder if he was judging her and found her lacking. He held out a hand and said, “Come with me.”


Chapter 2

Chloe trailed behind Master Oliver as he led her through the bar and into the restricted section of Pulse. His hand was warm, strong, and calloused in hers, and she felt minuscule standing in his presence. There were noises coming from farther down the dimly lit hallway, which she could see opened up into a large room.

The sound of leather hitting flesh, erotic screams, and pained cries filled her ears, making Chloe’s heart rate skyrocket. Before she could psyche herself out, Master Oliver paused in front of an unassuming-looking door and pulled a key out of his pocket.

“The doors open from the inside, but you can’t open them from the outside without a key. It prevents people from interrupting a scene.” Master Oliver unlocked the door and led her inside. His tone was more gentle than she’d expected, and something about his calm demeanor and effortless confidence soothed her.

As they walked into the room, Chloe’s eyes bulged. There were pieces of furniture she’d never seen outside of some very erotic videos inside this room. She recognized a spanking bench, a St. Andrew’s cross, and a cozy loveseat that seemed out of place in this room.

There were shelves lining the walls filled with implements meant for impact play and every sex toy she’d ever heard of, plus a few medieval-looking ones that sent a chill crawling down her spine.

It was overwhelming, and yet Chloe’s clit ached with arousal. Master Oliver pulled her over to the loveseat, and they sat next to each other with their thighs nearly touching. Chloe was unnervingly sensitive to the heat radiating off his chiseled body.

“Is this your first time experimenting with submission, Chloe?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Alright. When we’re in this room, you’ll refer to me as Master. Is that clear?” Chloe nodded as her pulse jumped into her throat. The way he stared at her with dark, intense eyes made her stomach swoop with a titillating combination of fear and arousal. Everything about him screamed Dominant, and Chloe dropped her gaze away from his with a slight, shaky exhale.

Master Oliver reached out and touched her chin. The touch was so gentle and at odds with his powerful presence. Chloe took a deep breath as she lifted her eyes to his and tried to calm the wave of emotions rolling through her body.

“Every submissive who comes to me leaves here with a better understanding of themselves. As a Master, it’s my job to ensure you feel safe and comfortable. Nothing happens here that you don’t want to happen, and you will have a safe word you can use at any time. Understand?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Good girl.” The praise filled Chloe’s chest, and she couldn’t stop her lips from spreading into a small smile. Master Oliver removed his fingers from her chin, causing a shiver of yearning straight through Chloe’s pussy, and reached over to the table next to the loveseat.

He opened a drawer, pulled out several pieces of paper and a pen, and handed them to Chloe. “This is the club contract. You will list any medical problems you have that could make playing uncomfortable or dangerous for you. This section here is where you’ll circle your soft limits. Only circle things you’re willing to try but are unsure about. The hard limits section is for things you absolutely do not want to do. On this page, you’ll list your fantasies and the types of play you find most appealing.”

Master Oliver talked her through the paperwork carefully, then sat back and watched her carefully as she filled it out. Chloe’s cheeks felt like they were on fire as she tried to read through the lists and decide which she’d be comfortable trying and those that terrified her.

Medical play was a huge no for her. She’d been afraid of doctors since she was a small child. She circled anal play under soft limits since it was something she’d always wanted to try. A couple of boyfriends had been willing to try it, but she’d always chickened out as soon as they got a finger inside her.

Feeling Master Oliver’s eyes on her as she wrote out her deepest fantasies made Chloe squirm. She pictured him doing the things she wrote to her, and it filled her with a deep sense of longing and embarrassment. Despite knowing so many people had the same kinks and fetishes as her, Chloe still felt nervous. She’d spent so much of her life thinking something was wrong with her for wanting a man to tie her up and spank her. Chloe still worried people would tell her something was wrong with her for her fantasies.

Once she was finished with the paperwork, Chloe handed it to Master Oliver. He read through it quickly, then gave her a curious look.

“You’re scared.” It wasn’t a question, so Chloe didn’t answer. “Do you think I’ll judge you for telling me what you need? I’m a professional Dominant, Chloe. You don’t have to hide anything from me.”

Chloe ducked her head, feeling a different kind of heat swirling in her body at his kind words and firm tone. “I’m sorry, Master.”

“Is there anything you want to change before we get started?” Master Oliver waited until she hesitantly shook her head, then nodded and set the paperwork aside. “Hopefully, you’ll be open to exploring your deeper fantasies next time.”

Master Oliver’s confidence that Chloe would come back for another session made her heart race. She was comforted by his confidence, but her nerves still tingled as if she were about to face her greatest fear. Which, in a way, she was.

She’d never made herself this vulnerable before. Showing vulnerability wasn’t one of Chloe’s strong points, so she was proud of herself for getting this far. She was tired of dreaming about experiences that she was too afraid to actually try. It was time to discover whether the reality was as good as her own imagination.


Chapter 3

“We’re going to start slow since this is your first experience with BDSM. I’m going to ease you into this, Chloe. I can see you’re a true submissive and have a lot of potential. Pushing you too far would be a disservice.” Master Oliver racked his eyes over Chloe, and his calculating gaze brought her insecurities rushing to the surface.

Chloe turned her head away, needing a break from the scrutiny of his gaze. The title of Master truly fit the man sitting beside her. It wasn’t just his deep, gravelly voice or the perfectly sculpted muscles lining his body. There was an air of calm confidence about him, as if he were free of insecurities. It was incredibly arousing, and Chloe wished she could be so effortlessly comfortable with herself. Perhaps that would be one of the many lessons Master Oliver would teach her.

“Look at me, sub.” The order in his voice was powerful, causing Chloe to turn her eyes back on him without conscious thought. He reached out and cupped the side of her face with a firm hand. “You are beautiful. I’m honored to be the one to help you explore this side of yourself.”

A flush rose up Chloe’s cheeks. “Thank you, Master.”

“Are you ready to get started?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Good. Stand up and strip for me.”

Chloe wanted to argue the order. Her body wasn’t perfect. She wasn’t nearly as skinny or toned as she used to be, but the authoritative tone and slight glint in Master Oliver’s eyes told her that disobedience would be a mistake.

She stood and ripped her shirt over her head with trembling fingers. Chloe kept her eyes on the ground as she unhooked her bra and tossed it aside. As her hands went to slide her skirt and panties down, Master Oliver spoke.

“Turn around.” He made a motion with his finger to indicate his desire for her to turn.

Chloe turned, feeling completely humiliated, as she bent over to remove her panties and skirt. Her ass and pussy were on full display for Master Oliver, and the thought of his eyes taking in the most vulnerable parts of her body made her nipples harden, and the walls of her pussy clamp down.

Once she was standing, completely naked and started to shake from the cool air and her frayed nerves, Master Oliver stood and walked in front of her. He glanced down at her rock-hard nipples and reached out to pinch one between his thumb and forefinger.

Chloe gasped, her knees nearly buckling. Master Oliver’s eyes never left Chloe’s face as he tweaked her nipples, working her up into an aroused frenzy. By the time he dropped his hands, Chloe could feel wetness on the inside of her thighs and she closed her eyes against the overwhelming sensations running through her body.

A sharp slap to her right nipple sent Chloe’s eyes flying open. She stared up at Master Oliver in shock as he dropped his hands from her nipples and said, “I did not give you permission to close your eyes, sub.”

“I-I’m sorry, Master.” Her voice was unusually light, as if her words floated to him across air that was too thin.

“When we are in this room, I am in complete control. You do nothing without my permission and direction.” Chloe stared at him open-mouthed as another shudder of need went through her clit. “Now, the fantasies you wrote for me all had something in common. There are several things I’d like to explore with you, but for tonight, I’m going to make your biggest fantasy come true.”

With that ominous statement, Master Oliver grabbed Chloe’s upper arm and turned her back around to the loveseat. She frowned in confusion and glanced over her shoulder at all the equipment in the room they’d yet to use.

Master Oliver sat and guided Chloe over his lap without a word, and she squealed at the unexpected movements. “Everything I read about your fantasies tells me you’re a true submissive. Your deepest desire is to please and to receive punishment when necessary. You’ve been a very good girl for me so far, Chloe, but I know what you truly want. You want to be placed over my lap, restrained, and spanked until you’re crying. Then, I’m going to make you come like you never have before.”


Chapter 4

Chloe’s heart thundered in her chest at Master Oliver’s words as the arousal between her legs grew. She could feel her pussy clenching and her clit throbbing with need. Her bare ass tingled in the cool air, and the vulnerability of this position made Chloe’s mind race.

She couldn’t believe she was lying over a man’s lap, tingling with need at the thought of Master Oliver holding her down and spanking her. The shame she’d felt in her past about having these desires was replaced by a ferocious hunger. She wanted this more than she’d thought.

“Put your hands behind your back, Chloe.”

A wave of anticipation rolled over Chloe as she quickly complied with the order. Master Oliver’s strong hands grasped her wrists and held them firmly against the small of her back. It was a little uncomfortable to have her arms twisted behind her back as she was unable to relieve the pressure on her face and chest lying on the couch. She turned her head and rested a burning cheek against the cool couch cushion.

“Before we begin, I need to make sure you understand a few things. I am in control. You are allowed to kick, scream, cry, and beg as much as you want, but your spanking only ends when I decide it does.”

Chloe whimpered and just barely refrained from squirming over the man’s lap. How did he know exactly what to say to turn her on? Chloe’s clit begged for friction, and her pussy ached to be filled.

“Unless you use your safeword, you will take everything I give you. You’ll do exactly as I say, or you’ll be punished. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Master.” Chloe took a deep, shaky breath and jumped when she felt a hard hand pat her bottom gently.

“Good. Let’s get started.”

A heavy swat fell against her vulnerable ass without warning. Chloe’s muscles twitched, and her skin vibrated from the impact. Master Oliver rubbed the spot for a moment. Rather than rubbing the burn deeper into her ass, it seemed to transform the sensation from something painful to something delightfully pleasurable.

Chloe moaned, and then her spanking started in earnest. If she’d thought Master Oliver would go easy on her since it was her first spanking, then she was very wrong. His hard, heavy hand fell on Chloe’s bottom over and over again, sending her brain spiraling with sensations she couldn’t seem to process.

The sting built to an unbearable burn in her ass as heavy spanks rained down more quickly. She started to whimper and squirm as her mind raced with doubts. This hurt more than she’d expected. Was this really what she wanted?

Despite the growing anxiety, Chloe found herself raising her ass up on occasion to meet Master Oliver’s hand. Her ass hurt, but the need in her pussy was even greater. She wanted him to shove his fingers in her pussy until she was begging for his cock.

“Please, Master!”

“Please, what, sub?” Master Oliver didn’t miss a beat as he spoke and the endless flurry of spanks drove all sense of shame from Chloe’s mind.

“Please, just fuck me. Please.”

“Absolutely not. I told you there would be no sex tonight. However, if you’re a very good girl during your spanking, then I might make you come after.”

Chloe whimpered and tried to thrust against his lap, desperate for some pressure to relieve her poor, aching clit. Master Oliver immediately stopped spanking her and released her hands. She froze, terrified she’d upset him and he was going to ask her to leave.

“I didn’t give you permission to grind against me, little girl. You’re in big trouble for that. Don’t move your hands.”

A delicious of fear and anticipation stoked the fire building in Chloe’s stomach. She whined as Master Oliver scooted her forward, so her waist was dropped over only one of his knees. He wrapped his other leg over hers, locking her in place, then grabbed her hands again.

“Most subs don’t know the value of a good hand spanking until they experience one. Naughty girls think only a paddle or my belt can force them to submit. But, I’ve found that a proper hand spanking can put subs in their place just as easily.”

Chloe’s cheeks clenched at his words, and she wriggled over his lap. Master Oliver started spanking her again, harder and faster this time. Within moments, Chloe was writhing under his lap and making tiny whimpering noises.

She started to struggle against his hold, but he restrained her with an effortless strength that only served to turn her on even more. Chloe twisted, rolling her hips, desperate to avoid the swats and soothe the ache in her sex, but it was impossible. She had no control here and Master Oliver was making sure she knew it.


Chapter 5

“Please, no more!” Chloe begged, tears building in her eyes. Master Oliver didn’t respond and Chloe grunted as the swats became more intense. “Please, I’m begging you, Master.”

“I enjoy listening to you beg, Chloe.”

The huskiness in his voice proved he was just as turned on as she was, and Chloe marveled at his self-control for a moment before the overwhelming sensations of pain and arousal pulled back her focus.

She’d never imagined a simple hand spanking would be her undoing, but it was. Chloe begged, cried, and fought desperately against his expert hold as the spanking continued with no end in sight.

When Master Oliver finally stopped spanking her, Chloe was a frantic mess of tears, pain, and need. She’d never felt this turned on in her life and had certainly never wondered if she’d die from lack of orgasm before.

Master Oliver released her wrists and Chloe drew her hands back in front of her while taking deep, shuddering breaths. The hand that just beat her ass began rubbing her back soothingly and the stark contrast almost made Chloe laugh, but instead, she moaned with frustration.

“You took your spanking very well, little one. I think you deserve a reward.”

“Oh, yes, Master. Thank you, Master.”

“Good girl. Put you hands behind your back again.”

Chloe frowned in confusion but did as she was told without hesitation. Once her wrists were firmly restrained in Master Oliver’s hand, she felt his other hand snake around her waist and press down on her clit.

She nearly exploded from the pressure, but something held her back. Chloe didn’t want to come like this, lying over his lap with her red ass in the air and her arms and legs restrained.

“Wait, Master. Please-”

“You come over my lap just like this, Chloe. Or you don’t get to come at all. Now stay still.”

Chloe cried out in frustration and pleasure as he began rubbing her clit in slow, teasing circles. She bit back her argument and tried to relax, but pressure built inside her tummy, and she mewled as she thrashed over his lap.

“Please, Master. I need more!”

“You were told to stay still, Chloe. You disobeyed me.” Chloe nearly sobbed, but managed to hold back the tears as Master Oliver continued, “I’m going to leave my finger right here. You’ll have to grind your clit against me until you come.”

Humiliation flashed through her like a strike of lightning. Surely he didn’t expect her to hump his finger until she got off. But the silence above her and torturous lack of movement from his finger told her that he was serious.

If she weren’t so turned on, maybe she wouldn’t have given in. But Chloe desperately needed to come so she started moving her hips, pushing down against Master Oliver’s finger and grinding her clit against his finger.

She moved like this for a while, whimpering in frustration as the arousal built. Her hips worked furiously, every muscle in her body tensing as she worked on grinding her clit into oblivion.

Finally, her orgasm built and Chloe careened off the edge of her arousal. Pleasure erased every other sensation and emotion from her body and mind. Chloe spasmed against Master Oliver until she lay limp against his lap, completely spent.

Master Oliver removed his finger and gave her bottom a few gentle pats. “Good girl. I enjoyed watching you make yourself come over my lap. But we’ll be using toys next time.”

“Yes, Master,” Chloe said sleepily. She hoped his next available appointment was soon because she could get used to this.


II

Plugging & Play

After the mind-blowing first session, Chloe had with Master Oliver, Chloe’s eager to return for her next session. The Master-for-hire knows exactly what he’s doing and is uniquely skilled at making Chloe fall apart in his hands.

Master Oliver wants to push her limits and make her feel things she’s never felt before.

At the night’s end, Chloe’s completely spent and feeling more than just a little crush on this Dominant man. Does Master Oliver feel the same way?


Chapter 1

Chloe raced impatiently through the traffic standing between her and her next appointment with Master Oliver. Their first session had been over a week ago and still replayed vividly in her dreams each evening. The way he’d taken complete control, spanked her into submission with only his hand and made her come while she lay prone over his lap with her red ass in the air still made her wet every time she thought about it.

She’d never met anyone like Master Oliver before in her entire life. He was tall, handsome, and dangerous. Not dangerous in the sense that Chloe believed he would hurt her, but dangerous because he could hurt her if he chose to, and he definitely knew how to make a spanking hurt. He was an expert in BDSM and probably thrived in the sadism aspect of it, though Chloe hadn’t asked.

Master Oliver could completely destroy her if he wanted. Instead, he was teaching her about the world of BDSM one delightful session at a time, and it made her swoon. Of course, this was just a job for him, and there was no way he would return Chloe’s crush. But she did have a massive crush on him and spent her days wondering what it would be like to be his permanent submissive.

She finally pulled up to the BDSM club and rushed out of her car. Pulse was a small club but filled with regular members. They hosted a special newbies night once a month, which was how Chloe learned about the services Master Oliver offered. He loaned out his time to teach new submissives about the BDSM lifestyle and their needs. Chloe was already learning plenty.

“Hi, Chloe! Here for a second session with Master Oliver?” The same waitress from last week called out to her from behind the bar. The girl’s kind face soothed Chloe’s frayed nerves.

“Yes, I’m a little early.”

“He’s still in session right now, but he’ll see you when he walks her out.”

The thought of Oliver playing with another woman crushed Chloe’s heart, but she shook it off. What she had with Oliver wasn’t a regular relationship. It was more like a business agreement. He taught Chloe about BDSM and her needs, and she gave him a nice ass to beat on.

“Right, thanks.” Chloe sat at the bar and tried not to let the disgruntlement show on her face. The bartender gave her a curious look. Chloe shifted in her seat and said, “What’s your name?”

“I’m Rachel.” Reaching under the bar, Rachel grabbed a water bottle and placed it in front of Chloe. “Do you need anything else?”

“No, thank you.”

Rachel nodded and walked to the end of the bar. Chloe watched her chat with a few customers and took a sip of her water. She glanced at the time and tried not to sigh. If she hadn’t rushed here, she wouldn’t be waiting ten minutes for her session. But as the day drew on, Chloe had become restless. She’d figured being at the club would be better than waiting at home.

Rachel returned to check on Chloe and said, “You look a little nervous.”

“I’m just ready to get started. The waiting sucks.”

“You know, I’m a little surprised you came back. Me and Marissa, the other bartender, had a bet going.”

“Really? Why’s that?”

“Master Oliver can be a little… intense. He’s an excellent Master, but a lot of girls who come for their first session realize true submission isn’t their calling after all. He’s been training new submissives at this club since it opened, but most come to him after a failed relationship with a Dom. It’s rare for someone completely green to the lifestyle to book another session with him.”

“I really enjoyed my session. Master Oliver treated me very well.” Chloe wasn’t sure why she felt so defensive. Oliver probably didn’t need her to defend him, but she didn’t like the idea that other girls had talked badly about him. He was intense, but it was that level of intensity Chloe had craved and dreamed about for years.

“I’m glad to hear you think so.” A deep, amused voice came from over Chloe’s shoulder, and she whipped around, gasping. Master Oliver was standing behind her with a small, red-haired girl standing next to him. “I need to walk Lexi out, and then we’ll get started.”

Oliver gave Rachel a brief nod, then turned his attention back to Lexi. The girl looked exhausted, and Chloe felt a pang of sympathy for her. She remembered how worn out she’d felt after her session with Oliver. It was well worth the pleasure he’d given her, though.

Rachel walked down the bar to attend to some customers, leaving Chloe to squirm until Oliver returned. Thankfully, he returned only minutes later. Chloe looked up at him and noticed the shadows under his eyes. He seemed tired, and she felt a pang of concern for him. As a Master, it was his job to care for the people around him. Who takes care of Oliver?

“Are you ready, Chloe?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Follow me.”

Chloe followed Oliver down the same hallway as before and found she was already less surprised by the noises that were carried out from the other playrooms. Oliver stopped in front of the same door as before and used a key to let them in.

As they entered the room, he turned to look at Chloe. She immediately angled her eyes away from him and felt a flush crawl up her cheeks. The way he looked at her made it feel as though she’d spent too much time in the sun. She felt hot, thirsty, and vaguely disorientated.

“Your second lesson today is going to involve two things. The first is learning more basic protocols. The second is about testing your limits a little bit.”

“What limits, Master?”

Something about the way Oliver smiled at her felt dangerous. Chloe shivered as goosebumps popped up across her skin, leaving a prickling sensation in their wake.

“You’ll see.”


Chapter 2

Master Oliver circled around Chloe slowly, raising the hairs on the back of her neck as she fought to stay still under his sharp gaze. She figured this was some kind of test. He hadn’t given her permission to move, so it was Chloe’s job to stay absolutely still and quiet.

After a moment, Oliver stopped in front of Chloe and gave her an approving nod. Her heart fluttered at the tiny bit of praise, and she remembered how his voice sounded when he called her a good girl during their last session.

“Kneel.”

Chloe dropped to her knees and winced as she hit the floor harder than intended. She’d never knelt in front of anyone before and didn’t know what was expected of her. She let her arms hang loosely at her sides and trained her eyes on Master Oliver’s shoes.

“Good girl. There is a position most Doms will expect you to take when they ask you to kneel. Sit back, so your butt is resting on your heels. Good. Now, place your hands on your thighs with your palms facing up. Excellent.”

Oliver left her kneeling there and walked across the room to the couch where most of their last session had taken place. Chloe watched through her lashes as he sifted through the contents of a large black duffle bag.

Several things were taken out of the bag and placed on the couch. Chloe tried not to break from the position Master Oliver had instructed her to take, but her nose itched and her face grew hot again. She wasn’t embarrassed to kneel in front of him, but she didn’t like the feeling of being ignored.

As if sensing her discomfort, Master Oliver walked back over to Chloe and said, “A good submissive knows their Master will take care of them. When I tell you to kneel and wait for me, there’s a good reason for it. I know humiliation is on your list of hard limits, so I’ll never do anything to purposefully upset you. Some things I ask you to do might be a little embarrassing, like stripping for me or laying over my lap. But I’ll never humiliate you. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Master. Thank you.” How he’d known exactly what she was thinking was beyond Chloe’s understanding, but she felt incredibly reassured by his words. Oliver must be a very experienced Master to know just from her body language how nervous she’d become.

“You’re welcome, sub. Now, stand up.” Chloe stood and was pleased to find the movement more graceful than when she’d knelt. Oliver watched her with bright, hungry eyes, sending Chloe’s nerves into a flurry of excitement and trepidation.

He held up a blindfold, then placed it over Chloe’s eyes. She took a quick, sharp breath and tried to let it out slowly. She was safe. Oliver wouldn’t hurt her.

“The blindfold helps build trust. You need to trust I’ll take care of you.” Oliver’s breath was warm against Chloe’s neck, and she shivered against the pleasure rushing through her core. “I’m going to lead you over to the spanking bench now. Remember, you can say your safeword anytime, and I’ll stop. Understand?”

“Yes, Master.”

Chloe felt Oliver take one of her hands in his, starting at the warmth radiating from his hand. He placed his other hand between her shoulder blades and guided her across the room. A squeeze of her hand indicated Chloe should stop moving and she whimpered as he removed his hand from her back.

“It’s alright, sweet girl. I’m getting a few things ready for you.” Chloe’s ears strained to make out what the small movements she could hear meant. Her senses were already becoming sharper to compensate for the lack of vision, and it was a fascinating experience.

Suddenly, she could smell the room around her. Mostly, it smelled clean, as if it were recently sanitized. Oliver’s scent wafted toward her, full of spice and earthiness, making her breathing quicken and her heart race.

Her breathing sounded incredibly loud, and Oliver’s movements were whisper quiet in comparison. Chloe’s skin vibrated as warm air circulated through the room. She’d put blindfolds on her soft limits list during their last session, but she fully understood why they were used now. It was amazing how in touch she’d become with her environment, and Chloe could only imagine what she’d experience once Oliver put her on that spanking bench.

Large, strong hands touched Chloe’s shoulders, causing her to jump and let out a shriek. Oliver chuckled as he rubbed his hands up and down her arms. “It’s alright, Chloe. I’m going to help you strip now. Then I’ll help you get onto the spanking bench now. Once you’re lying on it, I’m going to tie your wrists and ankles to it. Understand?”

“Y-yes, Master.”

Allowing Oliver to undress her without seeing his reactions was freeing for Chloe. Her insecurities about her body tried to rise up, but all she could focus on was the warmth of his hands, and the kiss of cool air against her skin as an item of clothing was removed. When he removed her panties, Chloe could feel his warm breath near her pussy and moaned.

Once she was undressed, Oliver caressed her breasts, his fingers playing with her nipples with a feather-like touch that surprised her. Oliver had hard, rough hands, but when he played with her nipples like that, it was as if his skin was as soft as silk. Arousal pumped through Chloe’s veins like adrenaline as she struggled to remain perfectly still. She wanted to be a good girl for him today, but the warmth of his skin and the weight of his gaze were driving her crazy.

Just when she thought she couldn’t hold herself back for another second, Oliver stopped. Chloe whined at the lack of contact as her fingers curled at her sides. She could practically hear Oliver smirk as he stood and watched her pant.

“Use your safeword if you need to.” The reminder weighed heavily on Chloe’s mind as she allowed herself to be manhandled into position. Oliver lifted her off her feet and placed her on the spanking bench with her legs hanging over either side.

He helped her lie on her stomach and place her arms and legs where they needed to go. Chloe took quick, shallow breaths through her mouth as Oliver secured her wrists and ankles to the bench. She wasn’t comfortable, but she wasn’t uncomfortable either. She just felt very exposed, vulnerable, and turned on. It was a strange combination, but the idea of having her pussy and ass on display for Oliver made her thighs slick with excitement.

She heard Oliver’s footsteps move over to the couch, then return to the spanking bench. A sharp smack rang through the room at a terrifying decibel as pain rippled through Chloe’s ass. She cried out, jumping as the hand that just spanked her began rubbing slow, soothing circles over her ass.

“The best part about the blindfold is you don’t know what’s coming. I could do anything to you, and you wouldn’t know what I was planning until you felt it.”

Sweat broke out across Chloe’s skin as Oliver gave a few lighter spanks to her bottom. Next, a light touch ran down her back, leaving Chloe’s skin singing in its wake.

“What’s that, Master?”

“A feather. Mixing light, pleasurable sensations with something painful-” Oliver laid a heavy smack on Chloe’s ass to emphasize his point, then returned to dragging the feather over her back with agonizing slowness “-enhances everything you feel. It makes you want to anticipate what’s coming, but because of the blindfold, you can’t.”

Oliver’s words sent Chloe spiraling into an odd state of anxious arousal. He was right. She did try to anticipate what was coming, but Oliver varied how long he touched her with the feather before spanking her. Sometimes, he’d pause after spanking her as if switching to the feather, only to start spanking her again even harder.

It was impossible to predict what would come next, and desperate pressure grew between Chloe’s legs. She needed him to touch her pussy before she exploded.

“Master, please.”


Chapter 3

Chloe squirmed in the silence following her desperate plea. A rush of goosebumps ran up Chloe’s arm as Oliver came around to stand beside her. Suddenly, Chloe felt his hand grasp her hair and spikes of pain shot through her scalp as he tugged her head back.

“You were not asked a direct question, Chloe. Did I give you permission to speak?”

“N-no, Master. I’m sorry, Master. I thought I was allowed to beg.”

“Luckily for you, I enjoy listening to my naughty sub beg. You may beg as much as you’d like.”

Oliver released her hair and took up his stance behind her again, laying several hard swats down on her vulnerable bottom. Chloe yelled out as the awful sting spread across her ass and down to the tops of her thighs. Oliver rubbed her bottom lightly, forcing the pain to transform into a pleasurable heat that traveled straight to Chloe’s clit.

She whimpered as that damn feather reappeared, this time trailing up her thighs and running over her sensitive ass. Oliver took his time traveling the contours of Chloe’s body with the feather and only stopped when she was shaking and nearly crying with need.

“How’s my sweet sub feeling?”

“I need more, Master. Please make me come, Master. Please.”

“Not just yet, sub. There’s something else I want to do with you first.”

Chloe whimpered and jiggled her ass a little. Her skin still stung from the spanks, and the rest of her body prickled with the loss of the feather’s touch. She hadn’t realized how much she’d enjoyed the lightness of the feather and the way Oliver glided it across her body, but now that he’d stopped, she missed the heavenly sensation.

The pop of a cap made Chloe tense, causing Oliver to chuckle at her reaction. A moment later, she felt his hand separate her ass cheeks, and she squeaked, trying to squirm away. The spanking bench and restraints held her firmly in place despite her frenzied efforts to escape Oliver’s hand.

“Relax, little sub. I know anal play is on your soft limit list. I also know you’re very curious about it. You need to trust that I know what I’m doing. I will take my time with you and make sure you enjoy this. Do you understand me?”

“Yes, Master.”

Chloe could feel her hole puckering shut despite trying to force herself to relax. She drew in a shaky breath, then forced it out slowly, but her tight muscles still refused to relax. Oliver’s hand left her ass, allowing her cheeks to hide her back hole again, and Chloe felt an unexpected flush of disappointment and shame. She wanted to please him, and he was right about her curiosity surrounding anal play.

She felt Oliver come and stand in front of her. His hand began stroking her hair as he spoke to her quietly. “You’re a good girl, Chloe, and a true submissive. I know you’re going to enjoy this. But you’re not letting yourself, and that’s not allowed. When we play together, this body is mine. You will do as you’re told because you know you don’t have a choice. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Good. Now, take a deep breath in and hold it. Let it out slowly. Good, do it again. And again. Good girl. Now, keep breathing just like that.” Chloe shivered as Oliver leaned down and whispered in her ear, “You’re pleasing me by doing as I say. Keep being a good girl, and you’ll get a reward.”

“Thank you, Master.”

A shift in the wind and a breath of cool air followed Oliver as he stood and moved back around her. She felt his hand against her ass cheeks again and focused only on breathing as he’d instructed her. The desire to please Oliver was even greater than her need to come, and Chloe was shocked by how intensely she craved Oliver’s praise.

A warm, wet finger circled her tight hole, probing gently. Chloe squeezed her eyes shut behind the blindfold and focused on her breath. She replayed Oliver’s words in her mind and felt herself relax as he inched his finger in past her tight hole.

Aside from a slight burn and an unfamiliar sensation of pressure in her bottom, Chloe didn’t experience any discomfort as Oliver moved his finger in and out of her ass. She’d always been afraid anal would hurt and the pain would be more than she could take.

But, as Oliver added a second finger covered in lube and stretched her further, Chloe found the experience pleasurable. It didn’t hurt at all, and the pressure in her bottom mingled with the pressure in her pussy. Her clit throbbed as Oliver moved his fingers inside her with tantalizing slowness.

“Master, please.” Chloe’s voice was a high-pitched whine as she writhed over the bench.

“Is my good girl ready for more?”

“Yes, Master!”

“You’re doing very well, sweet girl. Remember your breathing and stay still for me.”

Chloe felt the tip of something silicone press against her ass and tensed. She breathed through it, relaxing her muscles, and felt her body stretch around the foreign object as Oliver slid it deep into her ass.

Once the plug was seated in her ass, Oliver smacked her butt and the tops of her thighs just hard enough to make her squeal. Her ass clenched down around the plug with each swat, sending a wave of need straight to her clit.

“Please, Master. Please, make me come now.”

“My eager little sub. How does the plug feel?”

“It’s wonderful, Master.”

“Excellent.”

Oliver gave her several more swats, harder than the previous set, and Chloe moaned in ecstasy. She’d never imagined having a plug in her ass would make a spanking feel so much more erotic, but it certainly did.

“Now, let’s give your pretty pussy some attention.”


Chapter 4

Chloe squirmed as Master Oliver circled her clit with a familiar toy. She knew what the head of a bullet vibrator felt like, and if Oliver didn’t turn it on soon, then Chloe would explode. Small whimpering noises escaped from Chloe’s throat without conscious thought and she felt herself molding against the spanking bench, sinking into a state of relaxation she’d never experienced before.

Her still was still singing from the touch of the feather and her bottom burned from the rough spanks Oliver had given her. Chloe’s face felt flushed and she felt warm and comfortable despite the slight sheen of sweat coating her entire body.

“Who owns you, Chloe?” Oliver’s hard, rough voice sent tendrils of pleasure through Chloe’s body and she relaxed further into position.

“You do, Master.”

“That’s right. You are mine. Don’t come without permission.”

“Yes, Master.”

Vibrations pulsed through Chloe’s clit as Oliver turned the bullet vibrator on. She let out a high-pitched whine and tried to struggle or writhe over the bench, but her body refused to move. She felt a little strange, as if she were floating in a sea of pleasure and able to feel the sensations ravishing her body, but unable to react to them.

She’d never felt so blissful in her entire life. Chloe moaned and whimpered as Oliver slid a finger into her pussy. He quickly added a second and began moving them roughly. She felt his knuckles slam against her labia as he finger fucked her and, despite the tsumani of pressure building inside her, Chloe still couldn’t do more than lay there and take it.

The vibrator pressed more firmly against her swollen clit and Oliver crooked his fingers inside of her, hitting a spot that forced a lightning sensation through her body. She felt like she was being electrified as every nerve ending burned inside her and across her skin.

“P-please, Master.”

“Not just yet, sub. I’ll tell you when.”

Pressure built in Chloe’s body and threatened to explode. She desperately tried to hold herself back, but she’d never experienced this level of intensity in her life, and it was torture holding back her orgasm.

Chloe choked on a sob as she tried to beg for permission to come again. Oliver seemed to understand.

“Come now, Chloe. Come hard.”

His fingers worked their way in and out of her pussy even faster as vibrations of pleasure and pressure weaved themselves into every aspect of her being.

Chloe exploded. There was no other word for what happened. It felt as if a gun had been fired inside her body and its aftershocks flew through her rapidly and without mercy. Chloe didn’t know if she made a sound or if the vibrator was still against her clit or if Oliver’s fingers were still inside her.

All she knew was this feeling of complete bliss. She was relaxed, floating in the rolling waves of her pleasure, and unconcerned with fighting her way back to the surface.

* * *

Sometime later, Chloe came back to herself. She felt Oliver’s hard body underneath her and a thick blanket draped over the length of her body. Every muscle in her body felt sore and even her skin felt too tight. She realized the butt plug was gone and there was no moisture between her thighs. Master Oliver must have cleaned her up while she was out of it.

Chloe cracked open her eyes. The first thing she saw was Oliver’s intense green eyes gazing at her from only inches away and she squeaked as she quickly closed her eyes again. She felt the rumble of Oliver’s laughter underneath her and warmth rushed to her face as she realized she was lying on top of him.

“Is my sweet girl back now?”

“Yes, Master. I think so. What happened?”

“Open your eyes, Chloe.” She did as she was told and trained her eyes on the hard line of Oliver’s jaw. He leaned his head down to kiss her cheek, then settled back against a pillow and studied her. Chloe squirmed under his gaze and started to feel embarrassed. Was he displeased because she’d checked out? Did she not handle the scene well?

“I’m sorry, Master. I don’t know why I checked out like that.”

“You have nothing to apologize for,” Oliver said forcefully, startling Chloe. His voice became more gentle as he continued, “You entered subspace. It’s unusual for a submissive to enter that space unless they really trust and care for the Dom they’re playing with.”

Chloe buried her face in Oliver’s chest, groaning. Her crush was definitely no longer a secret then. Oliver reached out a hand and began stroking her hair.

“You were beautiful, Chloe. When I realized you entered subspace, I felt pride. Proud of you for trusting me enough to let go so completely, and proud of myself for reading you so well.”

“Yeah, that was… amazing. I’ve never felt anything like that before.”

“Good.”


Chapter 5

It took nearly forty-five minutes for Chloe’s legs to hold her weight again. Oliver helped her dress, then led her through Pulse and over to her car. Chloe really didn’t want to go. She wanted to stay in Oliver’s presence, like a small moon drawn powerfully to its planet.

She’d let herself get in too deep. The crush was turning into more than that, and Chloe found herself wondering about Oliver’s life. Did he have a permanent submissive? If not, was he looking for one? Would he want Chloe?

Oliver watched her climb into her car, then held the door open as his eyes burned into hers. There was no light out here for Oliver’s eyes to reflect, yet they seemed to be burning with brightness as if he were standing too close to a fire. Chloe shivered under his gaze and started her car.

“You did very well tonight, Chloe.”

“Thank you, Master.”

Oliver’s hands clenched at his sides as Chloe dropped her eyes to her steering wheel with a flush of embarrassment. She wasn’t supposed to call him that outside of the club, although they were still in the parking lot, so she supposed it was fine.

“I have an opening on Tuesday night at 8:30. Can you make it then?”

Chloe blinked up at Oliver. That was only three days from now. She’d had to wait for more than a week between her first and second appointments.

“Yes, Master. I can come back then.”

Oliver gave her a sharp nod and said, “Good girl. Drive home safely.” Oliver leaned in and brushed his lips against Chloe’s. Her lips tingled with pleasure, and she opened her mouth to his. He kissed her gently but still managed to dominate the kiss from start to finish. When he leaned back, Chloe stared at him through glassy eyes and realized she was in far deeper than she’d thought. “I have a great session planned for us.”

Chloe continued blinking at him, and Oliver smirked. He shut her car door and patted it before turning and walking back into the club. Chloe sat in the driver’s seat with the keys hanging loosely in her hand for a long while.

A pressure was building inside of her again, but instead of her pussy, most of the pressure centered in her chest. The taste of Oliver lingered in her mouth as Chloe drew in a tight, shaky breath. The attraction she’d felt for Oliver in the beginning had morphed.

He was deliciously hot. But Chloe also trusted him more intimately than she’d ever trusted anymore before. She remembered how it felt to lie on his chest after their session, and she shuddered.

She couldn’t fall in love with Oliver. Right?

The End.


III

Trust & Fear

Chloe can’t deny the attraction she has for Oliver. As their sessions become more frequent, their attraction grows and becomes far more than that of a submissive in training and her teaching Dom.

During their latest session, Oliver pushes Chloe to her limits. Another soft limit activity gets checked off their list, and sends Chloe spiralling into such an intense state of bliss that Oliver isn’t comfortable leaving her alone.

When Chloe invites Oliver back to her home for the night, will they f


Chapter 1

Chloe’s breath came in short, needy pants as Master Oliver carefully teased her senses. She was blindfolded, tied over the spanking bench, and completely at her Master’s mercy. Not that he was technically her Master. He hadn’t claimed or collared her. But it didn’t escape Chloe’s notice how he’d become more possessive of her whenever she visited Pulse, the BDSM club where their sessions took place.

It also became more apparent to Chloe that Master Oliver was spending most of his training sessions with her. This was Chloe’s fifth session with Master Oliver, and she’d been coming twice a week ever since her second session.

Considering how packed Master Oliver’s schedule was when she tried to set up her first session, Chloe couldn’t help but wonder how he’d cleared up so much time just for her. Oliver said she had the true gift of submission, and he wanted to help her explore it in depth. Chloe wondered if he would still help train her if he knew the massive crush she had.

“Where are you, sweet sub?”

“I’m green, Master.”

“Do you want more?”

Chloe wiggled her ass a little, feeling more playful than usual tonight, and said, “Yes, Master.”

Master Oliver appeared to be in a teasing mood tonight. Chloe had no idea how long she’d been restrained to this spanking bench, but it felt like hours. He’d used a feather and flogger to torture her senses, and Chloe’s pussy was slick with desire. Would tonight be the night he finally fucked her?

Chloe shuddered as the air shifted, and Mater Oliver’s presence appeared near her head. For such a large man, Oliver could move in absolute silence, and it never ceased to turn Chloe on. She wondered how he’d learned to hone his skills as a Dominant, or if it was just instinct for him.

“You’ve been a very good girl during our sessions, Chloe. I want to try something tonight that’s on your soft limits list. Do you trust me?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Good. I need to get it ready for you. I’ll be right back.”

Chloe whined as her stomach clenched. He wouldn’t leave her all alone! “Master-”

“I’m not leaving the room, little one.”

Master Oliver’s hand stroked Chloe’s hair until she’d relaxed against the bench again. His hand drifted down her body, raising goosebumps along her back before finally resting on her ass. Oliver gave her a strong smack, chuckling when she squeaked. He rubbed her bottom gently before moving away.

Chloe squirmed over the bench. Her nerves felt like they were going to explode. She’d never trusted anyone as much as she trusted Oliver in her entire life, but she was still nervous. Her soft limits list consisted of a handful of activities she’d been curious but unsure about. Chloe ran over the list in her mind to try to anticipate what Oliver might have in mind tonight, but it was impossible.

Master Oliver knew the art of anticipation well, and he’d never given her any hints about what was coming. Chloe didn’t know why that turned her on so much, but it did. Putting her entire body and her trust in Master Oliver’s hands with the trust that he’d take care of her and make her feel good was the biggest risk she’d taken in her entire life. But it was paying off in spades.

The straps around Chloe’s wrists were beginning to feel uncomfortable. This room was warmer than the bar area of the club, which she was normally grateful for since she spent most of her time in there naked, but after being played with for the past hour, Chloe felt like she was overheating.

Chloe tried to swallow and realized her mouth was painfully dry. The discomfort started to make her panic a little, and she instinctively tried to lift herself up, only to feel the restraints hold her tightly in place. Feeling how helpless she was sent a wave of fear through her body and a jolt of arousal straight to her clit.

“What’s wrong, sweet sub?” Master Oliver’s hand stroked her hair again, and Chloe breathed a sigh of relief.

“May I have some water, Master?”

“Of course, Chloe. Good girl for telling me what you need.” Master Oliver moved away, but he was back before Chloe could panic. She felt a straw rub against her lips and opened her mouth greedily. “Drink your fill, sweet. Let me know when you’re ready to continue.”

Chloe took in several gulps of water and instantly felt better. The coolness of the water slipped down into the well of her stomach and spread relief through her overtaxed body.

“Thank you, Master. I’m okay now.”

“Are you sure? We can take a break if you need it.”

“I’m ready, Master.”

“Such a good girl.”

Chloe melted against the bench as Master Oliver ran his hands over her body once again. She listened intently as he stepped away and fiddled with something. Then, Chloe heard a sound that made her gut twist with fear.

The flick of a lighter sent Chloe’s mind reeling with the worst possibilities. Was he going to burn her? Brand her? That was definitely on her hard limits list. He wouldn’t do that, right?

“Ah!” Chloe cried out as a painful splash of thick liquid landed on her back. She felt a whisper of cool air as Master Oliver blew on the spot, then the tell-tale tingle of the feather as he traced the outline of the liquid.

After a second, the liquid had completely cooled and hardened on her back. It didn’t even hurt.

“What is that?”

“Is that how you address me, sub?” Several hard swats to Chloe’s bottom relayed Master Oliver’s displeasure. Chloe gasped, trying to twist her hips to spare her poor butt some punishment, but there was no way to protect herself from the stinging swats.

“I’m sorry, Master!”

“Good girl. You’re really not sure what this is?”

As he spoke, Master Oliver poured more of the burning liquid on her back, then blew on it and traced it with the feather again. The way it hardened almost instantly stirred something in Chloe’s memory.

“Is it candle wax, Master?”

“Yes, sweet girl, it is. This is a special candle, made specifically for this purpose.” Another drop of wax landed on her back, right over her spine, and Chloe groaned as the warmth made her pussy throb. She whimpered when the warmth faded after only a few seconds as sweat beaded along her forehead.

Master Oliver dripped the wax up her spine, one tiny drop at a time, and Chloe’s senses fractured. The heat was too warm at first, but it faded so quickly and left her gasping for more. Chloe arched up, trying to meet the wax before it touched her, but Master Oliver placed a firm hand between her shoulders to keep her in place.

Wax dropped on her left shoulder blade and Chloe moaned as the heat transferred straight to her pussy. A drop on her other shoulder made Chloe whimper as fire pooled in her belly. So far, everything Master Oliver had done with her that was on her soft limits list was turning out to be amazing.

“How does it feel, sub?”

“Amazing, Master. I want more. Please, Master.”

“Like this?” A long trail of wax poured from the top of Chloe’s thigh down to the back of her knee. She made an embarrassing, high-pitched keening sound and felt a rush of pleasure surge through her clit. Was it possible to come just from wax play?

“Yes, Master. Please. I need to come, Master.”

“Already? My sweet submissive likes wax play, doesn’t she?”

Chloe could hear the smirk on Oliver’s face. Smug bastard. He knew how to make everything feel unbelievably pleasurable. They’d discussed wax play after her last session, and Chloe had said she wasn’t sure if she was ready for it. Master Oliver had proven her wrong.


Chapter 2

“Yes, Master. It feels amazing.”

Chloe whined as Master Oliver poured wax down her other leg. It felt strange to be half-encased in wax like this, but Chloe loved the sensation. There were spots of dried wax all over her back, shoulders, and legs, pulling her skin tight. It was an unusual sensation, unlike anything else she’d ever experienced, and it was delightful.

“Please, Master. I need to come.”

“You have been a very good girl. But I need to get all this wax off you first.”

Chloe groaned and writhed over the bench as her arousal teetered on the edge of pain. “Please, Master. Can’t we clean up after?”

“No. I am in charge, Chloe. Your only job is to submit and enjoy what I do. Understand?” Master Oliver delivered several rough swats to Chloe’s red bottom as he spoke, and Chloe groaned as the pain inflamed her needy pussy.

“Yes, Master.”

“Good girl. Just relax and let yourself enjoy what’s happening.”

Chloe breathed slowly, using the same technique Master Oliver taught her during their second session when he’d introduced her to anal play. Master Oliver’s skillful fingers worked the wax off her skin as Chloe breathed evenly.

A low hum filled her ears as Oliver worked. There was never any music playing during their sessions, and sometimes the thrum of energy in this room would take over Chloe’s senses, especially when she was blindfolded like this.

The energy hummed in her ears, danced along her skin, and filled her lungs with as much presence as the air itself. Soon, she was in that delightful floating space again. Master Oliver referred to this state as subspace, and Chloe often wished she could enter it more frequently.

It was as if she were floating in a pool of warm, electrified water. All the sensations overwhelming her body quieted, but she could still feel them. The desperate need for release remained in her belly and her pussy, but she couldn’t beg. All she could do was wait and trust Master Oliver to care for her.

A new sensation made itself known as Chloe floated through subspace. Something warm and hard was touching her back entrance. Chloe let out a dreamy sigh, though she wasn’t sure if she’d actually sighed aloud or just imagined it.

The familiar fullness in her bottom reassured Chloe while sending a spark of pleasure to her clit. The butt plug seated deep in her ass started vibrating, and Chloe moaned. She shifted and felt the warm material of the bench underneath her.

As Master Oliver pressed a finger into her slick pussy, Chloe realized she was caught in between what was happening here and the comfort of subspace. One moment, she’d feel the vibrations in her ass and the tingles of pleasure in her pussy, and the next, it was as if she were watching it happen to another girl.

Master Oliver stretched her pussy with three fingers, pressing them deep inside her and curling them until she shuddered around his fingers. He withdrew his fingers, sending Chloe floating back to the comfort of subspace.

She jolted back to full awareness as the tip of Oliver’s cock pressed against her eager pussy. He slid into her with a single, harsh thrust, causing Chloe to cry out in ecstasy. Finally, he was going to fuck her.

Chloe curled her fingers and toes as Master Oliver worked himself in and out of her without pause. He fucked her harder than she’d ever been fucked in her life, and the cascade of sensations overwhelmed her tortured body until Chloe screamed with release and rocketed straight into the depths of subspace.


Chapter 3

“Drink some water, my sweet girl.” A plastic tip pressed against Chloe’s lips as she slowly came back to herself. Chloe tried to angle her head away from the offering. She wanted to stay in this warm, comfortable space where she felt everything and nothing all at the same time. She hadn’t known such bliss existed before her sessions with Master Oliver. She never wanted this feeling to stop.

“It’s time to come back now, Chloe. Drink the water.”

Master Oliver’s voice became firmer, deeper, and urged Chloe to obey. She reluctantly opened her mouth and took a drink from the straw. The cool water soothed her blistering cheeks and shaking body. After a few more sips, Chloe opened her eyes.

They were on the couch, with Chloe seated firmly on Master Oliver’s lap. He had a soft blanket wrapped around her, and she realized she was shivering. How could her body feel so hot and so cold at the same time?

“Are you back, Chloe?”

“I think so, Master.” Tears welled in Chloe’s eyes as she frowned. She blinked back the tears, took another sip of water, and raised her eyes to Oliver’s. “I feel strange.”

The break in her voice should have embarrassed her, but all Chloe could feel was an overwhelming sadness. It didn’t make any sense. She’d had an amazing session. She should still be flying high from the insane orgasm she’d had, but instead, a hollowness in her chest left her feeling cold and empty.

Master Oliver nodded, his dark eyes taking in every nuance on Chloe’s face before he spoke. “You’re experiencing sub drop, sweet girl. Do you know what that is?” Chloe shook her head as tears built in her eyes again. A tear escaped despite her best efforts, and Oliver reached out to wipe it away with his finger. He brought his finger up to his mouth and tasted her tear, sending a shiver of desire and passion through Chloe’s fragile body.

“During a scene, adrenaline and endorphins flood a submissive’s body. When you leave subspace, all those chemicals have drained from your body. It can leave you feeling sad and depressed or anxious and embarrassed. Some subs might even feel angry and humiliated. I gave you a very intense scene tonight, Chloe. We’ve been in this room for three hours.”

Chloe’s eyes widened in shock. Three hours? These sessions usually only lasted an hour or an hour and a half, tops!

“How do I make it stop?” Chloe bit her lip to keep it from trembling as more tears broke free and trailed down her face. She didn’t like this. She felt so vulnerable and scared, which was made even worse by the memories of how euphoric she’d felt earlier this evening. How could something so amazing lead to such an unpleasant feeling?

“You need plenty of aftercare.” Master Oliver leaned down and kissed Chloe’s forehead. She sighed and leaned against him. “You shouldn’t be alone tonight. I knew I was pushing your limits, and sub drop was a risk, but I honestly didn’t think it would hit you this hard.”

There was a note of recrimination in Master Oliver’s voice that made Chloe frown. “You’re upset, Master?”

“Only with myself, sweet. I should have watched you more closely.”

“It’s not your fault, Master. I had a really good time. I promise. It’s strange to feel so sad after experiencing something so amazing.”

“It’s perfectly normal, but I wouldn’t be a good Master if I let you go home alone like this.”

Chloe’s heart jumped in her chest at the implication. She swallowed, trying not to get her hopes up. “You want to come home with me tonight?”

“If you’re comfortable with that. If not, I can get us a room here. Pulse has a few overnight aftercare rooms available for things like this.”

Chloe smiled up at Oliver. She’d never seen him like this before. He’d always provided her with excellent aftercare, but the open look of concern and affection on his face made her heart flutter. She craved more of his attention than she was getting from these sessions.

“I’d rather go home tonight, Master.”

“Alright, I’ll drive you home. I’ll bring you back to pick up your car in the morning.”

“Do we have to leave right now, Master?”

The corner of Oliver’s eyes crinkled as he grinned, then leaned down and kissed her forehead again. “Of course not, sweet. Let me know when you’re ready.”


Chapter 4

Chloe couldn’t believe she was sitting in Oliver’s car as he drove to her apartment. He’d put the heat on for her and had a classical music station playing. Oliver had insisted on the music and said it’d be soothing for her. Like most things, he was right about that.

The music danced around them, just light enough to be heard but not loud enough to interrupt a conversation. They hadn’t spoken much since they left the club. Chloe kept peeking at Oliver every few seconds, biting her lip, and trying to think of something interesting to say. She still felt exhausted from their session and sitting this close to Oliver outside of the club scrambled her thoughts.

She couldn’t deny the intense attraction she had to Master Oliver. But he was so reserved, so she had no idea if he felt the same. Did he offer to stay the night with every submissive he played with if they experienced sub drop? He probably did. Oliver was a good person, and he clearly took his responsibilities as a dominant seriously.

Despite having dreamed of spending time with Oliver outside of the club for weeks, Chloe was nervous. She picked at a fraying spot on her jeans as they drove in silence and struggled to control the bouts of sadness that still threatened to overwhelm her. Sub drop seriously sucked.

When they pulled up to Chloe’s apartment, Oliver came around the car and opened her door. Chloe blushed as she took his hand and let him help her out of the car. She wasn’t sure how she was expected to act now that they were outside of the club, but she knew how she wanted things to be. Having Oliver around made her inner submissive sing with pleasure, and she realized this was a lifestyle she could comfortably live 24/7.

Chloe led the way to her apartment and turned on the lights as they walked inside. She went over to her couch and sat heavily as another wave of intense emotions made her knees weak.

Oliver sat beside her and rubbed his hand in soothing circles along her back. Chloe leaned into his touch, murmuring thanks, and waited out the unpleasant feelings.

“How are you feeling, Chloe?”

“I’m okay, Master. Still a little overwhelmed.”

Oliver’s eyes burned with intensity as Chloe spoke. She blushed and ducked her head, hoping he wouldn’t correct her for how she’d addressed him.

“A bath will help with that. Show me your bathroom.”

Chloe gave Oliver a small smile, took his hand, and then stood and led him through her apartment. They walked into her bathroom, and Oliver went over to fill the tub. Once the water was flowing and the tub was plugged, Oliver walked up to Chloe and pressed a soft kiss against her lips.

“Go get a change of clothes, a towel, and whatever else you need. I’ll wait here for you.” Oliver ran a hand up Chloe’s arm, sending a delicious trill of pleasure racing through her body. Maybe the best way to fight sub drop was with another orgasm. She’d have to suggest that later.

“Yes, Master.” Chloe headed to her bedroom and quickly grabbed a tank top and pajama bottoms. She went into the hall and pulled a towel out of her closet, then hesitated. Should she grab two? Maybe Oliver would get into the water with her? The image of Oliver, who was at least twice Chloe’s size, trying to squeeze into her tiny bathtub made her giggle. That definitely wasn’t happening.

She hurried back to the bathroom and laid her clothes on the counter, then hung the towel up next to the tub. A strong scent of lavender overtook Chloe’s senses, and she nearly cried at the sight of bubbles in the tub. Oliver must have found her lavender bubble bath and added it to the water for her. It was such an unexpected, thoughtful thing to do.

Chloe stood in front of Oliver, her lip trembling as emotions she couldn’t control flooded her mind. Oliver made a soft sound and wrapped her in his arms.

“It’s okay, sweet girl. Get undressed and in the tub. I’ll take care of you.”

Oliver stood back and waited patiently while Chloe fidgeted with the hem of her shirt. She’d been naked in front of Oliver several times, but this felt different. Standing in the bright light of her bathroom made her feel more vulnerable and made the act of being naked more intimate.

A raised eyebrow informed Chloe that Oliver was running out of patience, though the quirk of his lips suggested he wasn’t actually upset she was hesitating to obey him. Oliver’s eyes roamed over each inch of Chloe’s body as she exposed herself to him piece by piece.

“You’re beautiful.”

Chloe flushed, dropping her eyes to the ground. “Thank you, Master. You are, too.”

“I’m beautiful?”

The amusement in his voice made Chloe giggle as her gaze focused back on him. “Very beautiful, Master.”

Oliver narrowed his eyes at her, a mischievous twinkle in his eyes, then leaned down and scooped her up into his arms. Chloe squealed, her legs kicking in delight.

“Are you sure beautiful is the right word, sub?”

“Would devilishly handsome make you feel better, Master?”

Oliver laughed then, and the sound filled Chloe’s chest with joy. He shook his head, planted a kiss on Chloe’s cheek, and gently lowered her into the water. She gasped as the warmth penetrated her skin, sinking deep into her core and filling the hollowness that had haunted her since their scene at the club.

“I do like that one better, but you can call me beautiful if you want. Just not in front of anyone at the club. I’d have to spank you for that.”

Chloe smirked and flicked a bubble at Oliver, catching him square in the chest. He tried to give her a reprimanding look, but the light in his eyes denoted the affection he felt. Chloe leaned back, resting her head against the lip of the tub, and let out a long sigh.

Oliver pulled out a washcloth and dipped it into the tub, then brought it up to Chloe’s face. He washed her face with small, gentle circles, then made his way down the rest of her body.

As he washed her, Chloe watched him unabashedly. His arms flexed when he rung out the washcloth, making Chloe lick her lips with hunger. He truly was the most beautiful and devilishly handsome man she’d ever met.

Everything about him screamed dominance, but he could be so gentle with her. The way he’d taken care of her since her scene ended showed more affection and intimacy than anything else they’d done together for the past six weeks.

They didn’t speak as Oliver washed her body, but Chloe’s breath hitched in her throat as he ran the washcloth over her breasts. When he reached her thighs, Chloe closed her eyes and tried to breathe evenly.

“Is my sweet sub enjoying her bath?”

“Yes, Master. There’s something else I’d like to enjoy with you too.”

Oliver raised his eyebrows at her and smirked. “Really? What would that be?”

Chloe sighed dramatically and flicked another bubble at Oliver. “You’re going to make me say it?”

“How else will I know what you want?”

Oliver ran the washcloth over her pussy, applying gentle pressure as he smoothed it over the hood of her clit. Chloe gasped at the electric surge of pleasure and groaned. “Will you fuck me after my bath? Please, Master.”

“Well, since you asked so nicely. I want to make my sub feel good.”


Chapter 5

After Oliver dried Chloe off, he carried her into her bedroom. Oliver lowered her onto the bed, pressing a hard kiss against her lips as she sunk into the comfortable mattress. He stood up and watched her as she squirmed, desperate to feel his hands on her body.

“Master?”

“I don’t want to overwhelm you and make the sub drop worse, Chloe. We’re going to go very slow tonight.”

His words sent a shiver of promise through Chloe’s body, and she smiled up at him. Oliver pulled off his shirt, and Chloe’s eyes went straight to his chest. Defined muscles rippled under his skin as he reached down to undo his belt. The sound of the tough leather being pulled through the loop of his pants made Chloe’s clit throb.

“Tell me what you want, sub.”

“Fuck me, Master. Please.”

“Just fuck you?”

“I want you to hold me down and make me come, Master.”

“Good girl.”

Oliver shucked off his pants and boxers, then climbed on top of her. His skin was startlingly warm against hers, and she moaned at the delicious sensation. He smiled down at her, then took her mouth in a possessive kiss. She opened her mouth for him, loving how he tasted and took control of every part of her.

He leaned back, then gathered her wrists and held them above her head in one of his large, strong hands. Chloe shuddered as he trailed kisses down her neck, over her breast, and took her nipple into his mouth.

Her nipple hardened as he swirled his warm tongue around the tight bud, then moved his attention to her other breast. By the time he was done playing with her nipples, Chloe was whining, squirming, and very needy.

“Are you ready, Chloe?”

“Please fuck me, Master.”

Oliver smirked, then lined his cock against her slick pussy and entered her with slow thrusts. Chloe moaned and squirmed around him as Oliver moved his hips in a slow, gentle rhythm.

“Please, Master. I need more.”

“Are you sure?”

“Oh God, yes! Please.” Chloe’s cheeks burned with desire as Master Oliver grinned at her. The twinkle in his eye disappeared, replaced by a hungry look that Chloe knew well from their scenes together at the club.

Oliver rammed into her, pulled back, and thrust into her again. He fucked her hard and fast as he writhed underneath him and made garbled noises of pleasure.

“Please, Master. I need to come. Please.”

“Keep your hands where they are.”

Oliver moved his hand off her wrists and trailed his fingers over her skin, then hovered over her clit. Chloe moaned and bucked underneath him, desperate for the friction that would lead to her release.

He pressed against her clit and rubbed in small circles as he continued fucking her. Chloe groaned, shuddering under the weight of her building arousal.

“You don’t need permission to come tonight, Chloe. Come when you’re ready.”

She was ready. Chloe came apart underneath Oliver. She twisted, writhing, as her breath came in sharp pants, and her vision exploded in a sea of kaleidoscope shapes and colors as the force of her orgasm rolled over her.

Oliver moved his hand off her clit and gave several forceful thrusts before he came with a grunt of pleasure. He leaned his head against her chest as they panted in sync and struggled to catch their breath.

Eventually, Chloe’s heart started to return to its normal rhythm. Oliver pulled out of her gently and stood.

“Wait here, Chloe. Don’t move.”

Chloe waited in a daze as Oliver left the room. She heard the water running in the bathroom, and he returned a few moments later with a damp washcloth. Oliver cleaned her up, pressing gentle kisses to her inner thigh as he did and making her shiver with delight.

When they were both clean, Oliver returned the washcloth to the bathroom, then climbed back into bed. He gathered her in his arms and turned off the lamp on the bedside table.

“Get some sleep, Chloe.”

“Yes, Master.”


IV

Soft & Hard Limits

Chloe can’t deny her feelings for Master Oliver after their last training session. She’s falling for him hard, and she’s not sure if she can keep going as just his sub-in-training.

When Master Oliver admits to having deeper feelings for Chloe as well, they decide to take things to the next level. Oliver takes Chloe on a real date and uses a new toy to drive her crazy. When Chloe disobeys her Master, she must be punished.


Chapter 1

Chloe replayed her last session with Master Oliver over and over again as she drove to Pulse. As she pulled into the BDSM club, the memories of her night with Oliver flooded her senses. The way he’d bathed her so tenderly, fucked her with passion, and held her all night long as she slept electrified her nerves. If she’d had a crush on Oliver before, she was absolutely smitten now. How was she supposed to keep him and their sessions at Pulse so separate from the rest of her life when he’d been to her apartment, taken care of her, and slept in her bed?

Ever since that night, Chloe went back and forth on whether it was worth continuing her sessions with Oliver. The physical attraction she felt for him had deepened into something with more substance, and it was impossible to shake. She didn’t just want him to teach her how to be a submissive.

She wanted to be his submissive full-time. Chloe wanted to come home to Oliver each night and rely on her Dom to give her the type of pleasure only he knew how to give. But Oliver was a professional, and she was just a sub-in-training. There was no way he’d want to try having an actual relationship with her. Would he?

Chloe had been struggling with these thoughts for the past three days, ever since her session ended in subdrop and Oliver in her bed. She sat in the parking lot of Pulse and stared up at the bright neon sign as her thoughts swirled in endless circles. Maybe it would be best to tell Oliver she wanted to end their sessions. She was getting dangerously close to falling for him, which meant she was close to getting her heart broken. Chloe didn’t think she could stand revealing her true feelings for Oliver only to hear he didn’t feel the same.

The clock on her car’s dashboard flashed with vivid green digits, reminding her she was only minutes away from being late tonight. Chloe let out a low sigh, her eyes drifting to the full moon above the club, and took a deep breath.

Heading into the club felt different tonight. Normally, Chloe was filled with a sense of anticipation and excitement, but tonight, she felt numb. Knowing this could be her last session with Master Oliver and the last time she ever saw him settled in her stomach like a lead weight.

When Chloe walked in, Oliver was already chatting at the bar with another man. He turned as if sensing her presence and the smile slipped off his face. Chloe tried to force a smile, but the concerned scrunch of Oliver’s eyes told Chloe he’d seen right through her.

“Chloe. I’m glad you made it. I was starting to get worried.”

“I’m sorry, sir.” Chloe bit her lip as she glanced at the man next to Oliver. Her eyes slid to the ground as she continued, “I think we should talk before our session tonight.”

“Of course. Come with me.”

Oliver took Chloe’s hand and led her to an empty table at the back of the bar. He pulled out a chair, pushed her in when she sat, and then sat across from Chloe. Oliver folded his hands together and rested them on the table as he watched Chloe with an intensity that rose goosebumps along the back of her neck.

Chloe shivered and cleared her throat. “I- um. Well, I just think that maybe this should be our last session.”

Oliver blinked, then narrowed his eyes and slid his hands off the table. He sat back in his seat as his eyes roamed over Chloe’s face. “Is that really what you want?”

“Well-”

“I expect honesty from you, Chloe. Anything less won’t be tolerated.” Oliver cut her off as if sensing the excuse she had ready at the tip of her tongue. Chloe licked her lips and started tapping her thigh nervously. Oliver tilted his head, his chest heaving as he sighed. “Tell me what’s going on. Is this because you hit subdrop last time?”

“No, sir. It’s not that at all.” Chloe noted the flash of impatience in Oliver’s eyes and tried to steel herself. She had to tell him the truth. She had to try. “It’s just… I’m just someone you’re training. But I have feelings for you. These sessions with you are the best part of my week, but I want more, and I know you’re just doing a job-”

“Don’t presume to know how I feel.” Oliver’s harsh tone hit Chloe like a slap and her mouth hung open. She stared at him with wide eyes, her skin tingling at the way he clenched his jaw and leaned closer to her. “I’m glad you said something. But you should never assume how I’m feeling. It sounds like you made up your mind about this without even talking to me, and that is not how a relationship between a Dominant and his submissive works.”

The reprimand brought tears to Chloe’s eyes. Her sessions with Oliver had been nothing but fun and pleasurable exploration. She’d never disobeyed him or done anything to earn herself a punishment. Something told her she’d just crossed a very important line.

“Look at me, Chloe.” Chloe chewed on her bottom lip as she raised her eyes to meet Oliver’s. “Communication is the most important thing in BDSM relationships. Without it, everything falls apart. I knew you were developing feelings for me. It was pretty obvious after our last session. Even if you hadn’t said anything, I was going to talk to you about this tonight.”

“Really?”

“Of course. As the Dom, it’s my job to make sure you feel taken care of and safe. It’s my job to make sure we’re both getting what we need out of this dynamic. Now, do you want to end our sessions because of your feelings for me, or do you want more?”

Chloe’s chest tightened as she considered what to say. She wanted to be honest, but honesty required bravery, and Chloe had never been very brave. She settled for nodding her head.

“I want more, too. I’d like us to sign a new contract. One that allows us to explore a 24/7 Dominant and submissive relationship for the next month. We’ll have plenty of time to get to know each other and see where this takes us. Does that sound like something you’d want to try?”

“It does, but…” Chloe trailed off and chewed on her bottom lip. Oliver raised an eyebrow and nodded for her to continue. She dropped her eyes back to the table and muttered, “I would want things to be exclusive.”

“Good, because I expect exclusivity in my relationships.”

“But, what about your job? You’re a training Dom. You can’t just quit because of me.”

Oliver gave her a stern look. “That’s not the only job I do here, Chloe. I also supervise scenes in the Dungeon. And I work outside of this club.”

“You do?”

“We need time to get to know each other outside of this club, Chloe. If you want to do this, I’ll get the contract. I’ve already had one drawn up. We can read through it and sign it tonight if you want. Then we’ll have plenty of time to get to know each other.”

Chloe didn’t even need to think about it. This was too good to be true. “I’d love that.”

Oliver’s eyes lit up as he smiled and pushed away from the table. “Good. I’ll be right back.”


Chapter 2

Chloe stared at herself in the full-length mirror attached to the back of her bedroom door and twisted to the side. She’d tried on half a dozen outfits already tonight, and nothing felt quite right. Maybe it was silly to stress about what dress to wear to her date with Oliver tonight, considering he’d already seen her naked, but Chloe wanted to impress him.

She’d settled for a simple black dress that fell just below her knees, nipped at her waist, and hugged her hips. It was a dress she’d never felt confident enough to wear in the past, and she hoped it would please her new Master.

The thought sent a pleasant trill through Chloe’s core. Her Master. She’d never thought Oliver would want to pursue a real relationship with her. After they’d gone over and signed the new contract, Oliver suggested they go to a restaurant for a real date. He also told her that if she ever assumed how he was feeling instead of communicating honestly again, she’d feel his belt. The idea of Oliver punishing her shouldn’t turn her on, but it really did.

Chloe’s stomach swooped as a knock sounded at the door. Oliver was here and they were finally going to go on a real date! Her lips stretched into a wide smile as she ran to the door and threw it open.

Oliver stood on the other side dressed in black slacks and a tan button up shirt. Her eyes immediately went to the thick leather belt around his waist, then traveled up his toned arms. A rush of anticipation filled Chloe as her eyes met Oliver’s and her smile stretched even further.

“May I come in?”

“Of course!” Chloe stepped back to allow Oliver in and he shut the door behind him. She fidgeted awkwardly for a moment, torn between the desire to kneel at his feet or wait for him to make the first move.

Oliver reached out and placed a strong hand behind her neck, sending slivers of warmth through her body. He pulled her into a deep, passionate kiss, and she was breathless when he pulled away.

“Are you ready for dinner?”

“Yes, Master.”

Oliver grinned, his eyes crinkling. “I love hearing you call me that, but you should probably just call me Oliver at the restaurant.”

“Oh, right. Good idea.” Chloe’s face flushed as Oliver chuckled, then kissed her again.

“You look lovely,” he said as he pulled back and took in her tight black dress. “But I think your outfit is missing something.”

“Really?”

“I’d like you to wear this when we go out tonight.”

Oliver pulled a small silicone toy out of his pocket, and Chloe bit her lip. “Is that what I think that is?”

“It’s a remote-controlled vibrator. I’m going to put this inside you, and it’s going to stay inside you while we go out to eat. I’ll control it with an app on my phone.”

Chloe’s cheeks burned as she stared at the small toy. He wanted her to wear that in public? What if someone noticed? Doing anything in public was a hard limit for Chloe because nothing about the possibility of getting caught turned her on.

She took a step back and bit her lip. Oliver reached out and grabbed her hand, then brought it to his mouth and kissed her palm.

“Chloe, I know you listed public acts on your hard limits list. But, this is a very discrete toy. It’ll be inside you, so no one can see it or hear it. I won’t make you come in public. I do want to tease you with it a little bit. You can handle this, I promise.”

“I don’t know…” The idea of wearing a vibrator in public made Chloe’s stomach twist. She didn’t want anyone to know what was happening. But if it was really as discrete as Oliver made it sound…

“You don’t have to do this. As your Dom, it’s my responsibility to help you discover things that will bring you pleasure. I think you’d really enjoy this. And not just because it’ll feel good. Wearing this would please me. I know you want to please me.”

Chloe’s clit swelled at Oliver’s words, and she suddenly wanted nothing more than to do this for her Master. A tingle of excitement swirled in her belly at the thought of Oliver teasing her with the vibrator while they went out to eat. No one would know. It would just be a sexy secrete between the two of them.

“I’d like to wear it for you, Master.”

“That’s my good girl.” Oliver pulled her in for another kiss, his tongue pushing into her mouth and filling her with a sense of belonging. She melted against him and sighed when he leaned away.

Oliver led her over to the small loveseat in her living room and pointed at the cushions. “Place your hands on the cushions. I’ll put the vibrator inside you.”

Chloe bent over and placed her hands on the cushion. She spread her legs and pushed her bottom out, wiggling it with a grin. As she expected, Oliver landed a couple hard swats to her bottom and she squeaked in delight.

“My girl likes it when I spank her. Don’t you?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Well, if you’re a very good girl tonight, I’ll spank you when we get home.”

“Will you use your belt?”

Oliver paused, and Chloe held her breath. “You want to feel my belt? I usually reserve that for punishments.”

“I’m curious, Master.”

“Thank you for telling me. I’ll use my belt tonight, but I’m going to go pretty easy on you. Don’t think that what you experience tonight will be anything like when I punish you.”

The warning raised goosebumps along Chloe’s skin, but she nodded eagerly. “Yes, Master.”

“Okay, let’s get this vibrator in place.”

Chloe felt Oliver’s hands lift her dress and push her panties down. She tried not to feel embarrassed at how wet she already was for him as he pressed a finger inside her.

“I see we won’t need the lube I brought.” Oliver twisted his finger inside her, drawing a moan from deep in Chloe’s lungs. He pulled out his finger and pressed the vibrator inside her, then pulled her panties back up and pulled her dress down. Another firm smack landed on Chloe’s butt, jiggling the vibrator inside her. “You can stand up now, sub.”

Chloe stood and tried not to feel awkward about the vibrator sitting inside her. She felt a little strange, but the pressure growing in her middle was intoxicating. This was going to be a very fun evening.


Chapter 3

The restaurant wasn’t too crowded, which Chloe was very grateful for. She shifted around in her seat, unable to feel fully comfortable with the vibrator wedged in her pussy. Oliver watched her with a smirk, and Chloe was tempted to stick her tongue out at him.

He’d turned the vibrator as they drove to the restaurant, and the sensations were more powerful than she’d expected. It made her nervous and excited for what would happen when he turned it on during dinner, and the anticipation was driving her crazy.

After they ordered, Oliver focused his full attention on Chloe and said, “So, tell me something I don’t know about you.”

“Um, well, I’m a librarian. I love books, and it’s a great job.”

“A librarian? That suits you. You must love the quiet.”

“I do. And we do events for kids and local authors and stuff. It’s a lot of fun.”

Their waitress stopped by the table and dropped off their food. Once she left, Chloe smiled at Oliver and said, “What do you do outside of the club?”

“I own this restaurant.”

Chloe’s mouth dropped open, and Oliver smirked. He reached into his pocket, and Chloe squeaked as the vibrator started buzzing in her pussy. Oliver laughed at her expression and picked up his fork and knife.

As he cut into his steak, Chloe stared at him in open disbelief. “You seriously own this restaurant?”

“Yes, I went straight to culinary school after high school. I started working as a chef and taking business classes once I graduated. I bought this restaurant three years ago.”

Chloe shook her head and grinned. She’d have never guessed any of that. The vibrator made her shift around in her chair and she reached to take a sip of her water, then stopped and stuffed her hands in her lap.

“Aren’t you going to eat?” Oliver asked as he took a bite of his steak. Chloe tried to give him a sour look, but her eyes were wide and her cheeks bright pink, so it probably just made her look crazy. Oliver smirked and reached into his pocket, mercifully turning the vibrator off.

Chloe let out a big sigh and immediately shoved a forkful of pasta into her mouth. Sauce dripped down her chin, and she swiped at it with her napkin as embarrassment crawled up her neck.

Oliver reached over with his napkin and dabbed at a spot of sauce she’d missed. He watched her with bright eyes, his lips stretched into a permanent smile.

“You’re beautiful.”

“Even with sauce on my face?”

“You’d look beautiful even if you were covered in sauce.”

Chloe ducked her head, chuckling. The vibrator switched back on inside her and she jerked her head back up to glare at Oliver.

“I didn’t give you permission to look away,” he said simply, but the devilish smile on his face informed Chloe he was enjoying finding reasons to tease her.

Chloe pouted, and tried to take another bite of pasta despite the wild sensations happening inside her pussy. She barely managed to get the pasta in her mouth and quickly dropped her fork. There was no way she could eat with this level of distraction going on.

Just as she was about to beg Oliver to either turn the vibrator off or take her home and fuck her, a man stopped by the table and engaged Oliver in conversation. Chloe learned the man was one of the chefs at Oliver’s restaurant, and she would have focused on their conversation to learn more about her Master if she weren’t so distracted.

After several minutes, Chloe struggled not to pant, and sweat beaded across her forehead. She reached out with her leg and rubbed her foot up and down Oliver’s calf. He flashed her a grin, reached into his pocket, and the vibrator stilled.

However, she was so worked up at this point that it didn’t even matter. Oliver resumed eating while Chloe shifted in her seat.

“Don’t you like your meal?”

“I’m too distracted to eat.”

“And why is that?”

Chloe glared at Oliver and muttered, “You know why.”

“We can take the rest to go if you’d like.”

“Yes, please.”

Oliver called the waitress over, and within minutes they were heading back to his car with their to-go boxes. Right as he pulled out of the parking lot, the vibrator switched back on and Chloe groaned.

“Master, please.”

“Please, what?”

“I can’t take anymore. Please turn it off.”

“It stays on until we get back to your apartment. And you do not have permission to come.”

Chloe wailed, and Oliver reached over to pat her thigh. She squirmed in her seat as the vibrator went to work on her already sensitive pussy. She gripped the door handle until her knuckles turned white and her legs shook with the effort of holding back her orgasm.

Pressure built in her stomach and her clit throbbed with need as they pulled up to a stoplight. Chloe moaned as sweat trailed down her temple. She couldn’t hold it back.

“Master, please. I can’t stop it. I’m going to come if this stays on.”

“If you come without my permission, you’re going to be punished.”

Chloe blew out a frustrated breath and tried to focus. She tried to think of anything other than the man sitting next to her or the vibrator torturing her sensitive pussy. Nothing was working and she could feel the swell of her orgasm cresting just as they turned into her apartment complex’s parking lot.

Chloe let out a low moan as the orgasm swept over her and squeezed her eyes shut against the brutal waves of pleasure. Her chest heaved as she came back down from the orgasm and she realized dully that the vibrator was no longer buzzing inside her.

The air in the car was tense as Chloe realized what just happened. She’d come without permission and Oliver was not pleased. She opened her eyes and turned to look at him, then immediately dropped her eyes to her lap. He really did not look pleased.

“You’re in big trouble, Chloe.”

“I’m sorry, Master. I couldn’t help it!”

“You know how to hold an orgasm back, Chloe. You’ve done it plenty of times at the club.”

“But you’ve been teasing me for over an hour!”

Oliver reached out and grabbed Chloe’s throat. She gasped, her clit tingling as he tightened his grip just enough to make her work to draw in a breath.

“You wanted to feel my belt tonight, Chloe. Now, I’m going to punish you with it.”

Oliver let go of her throat, then climbed out of the car. He walked around to Chloe’s side, threw open her door, and pulled her out of the car. Chloe tried not to panic as he marched her into her apartment and shut the door behind him. She’d never earned a real punishment from Oliver before and she was suddenly very nervous.

“Wait, Master, please. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to-”

“You let yourself come without my permission, Chloe. That is unacceptable.”

Chloe whimpered as Oliver led her over to the couch and sat down, then pulled her across his lap. His hand landed on her sensitive ass with a solid smack and she jumped as the vibrator jostled inside her.

“Master, the vibrator-”

“Stays where it is until I say otherwise.” Oliver began spanking her in a steady rhythm and Chloe squirmed over his lap as the sting spread across her bottom. “You are mine, Chloe. You do as I say when I say it. You disobeyed me tonight, and I won’t tolerate that.”

Chloe whimpered as Oliver started in on the tops of her thighs. She tried to stay still, but it was impossible not to move around as every stinging swat jolted the vibrator still nestled in her pussy.

The pain from the spanking mingled with the lingering pleasure from her orgasm and the stimulation of the vibrator moving inside her. She moaned at a particularly well-placed swat and Oliver paused, rubbing her bottom.

“Are you enjoying your spanking, Chloe?”

“I… yes, Master.”

“Hmm, I think it’s time to take off my belt.”

“Wait.” Fear seized Chloe’s heart as Oliver’s hands worked as his belt buckle. He slid the belt free and doubled it over, then brought it down hard on Chloe’s ass. The pain was intense and far more brutal than his hand. “Master, I’m sorry!”

“I know you are, sweet. But you still need to be punished.”

Oliver wrapped an arm around Chloe’s waist and began whipping her hard with his belt. The pain was intense, but it kept jolting the vibrator and causing a tingle of pleasure to surge through Chloe’s clit.

She didn’t know what to think. Pain and pleasure swirled through her ass and pussy, leaving her panting and kicking over Oliver’s lap. He whipped her at a slow, steady pace, starting at the top of her bottom and working his way down the backs of her thighs. Then, he’d start all over again.

“Master, please!”

“Please, what, Chloe?”

“Please… I want you to fuck me.”

“Do you think you deserve to be fucked after disobeying me tonight?”

“I’ll be a good girl, Master. I’ll do better next time, I swear!”

“It was your first time wearing a vibrator in public for me, and I know you tried. Which is why I’m going easy on you tonight. Believe me, Chloe, if I ever need to punish you for real, you won’t enjoy it at all.”

The dark promise in his words send a spasm of fear through Chloe’s body, but she was so overwhelmed from the pleasure of the vibrator and the burning from his belt that she couldn’t even think straight.

“Yes, Master. I understand. Please.”

“I like hearing you beg, Chloe.”

Chloe whined as he began whipping her harder and faster. It started to hurt too much. The burn spread through her ass and thighs, nearly overpowering the pleasure from the vibrator.

“Master-”

“You’re getting ten more, Chloe. Then, I’m going to fuck you. And you aren’t going to come again tonight.”

“What? But-”

“That’s your true punishment tonight. And you are never allowed to pleasure yourself without my permission from this point forward. I am in control of this body, Chloe. You need to learn that lesson right now.”

Chloe whined. Her nerves were shot and the whipping drove any coherency from her mind. She struggled over his lap as he delivered the final ten stripes, then panted as he rubbed her sore bottom afterwards.

“You’re going to have a difficult time sitting comfortably tomorrow.”

“Will you fuck me now, Master?”

“I will. And you’re going to be a good girl and do everything I say.”

“Yes, Master.”

Oliver helped her stand up, then swatted her hand away when she went to rub her bottom. Chloe pouted, then squealed as Oliver turned her to face the couch and bent her over. He lifted up her dress and slowly pulled the vibrator out, then wrapped it in a cloth and placed it on her coffee table.

Chloe arched her back as Oliver undid his pants. A moment later, he was inside her and she moaned as he filled her needy pussy. He started to fuck her hard and fast, irritating her sore bottom and delighting her pussy. Her clit throbbed with need, and suddenly the vibrator was buzzing against her clit.

Chloe’s knees nearly buckled, and she tried to jerk her hips away from it. Oliver’s hand wrapped around her waist with a bruising grip and pressed the vibrator more firmly against her as he thrust inside her with brutal force.

The moans and noises Chloe made would have embarrassed her if she had any sense of modesty left, but she was so desperate to come that she didn’t even care.

“Master, please. Please let me come! Please, Master. Please!”

“No. You were naughty tonight, Chloe. You don’t get to come after disobeying me.”

Chloe could have sobbed as the intensity of an orgasm built within her. She desperately tried to push it away as the vibrator buzzed against her swollen clit and Oliver worked his way in and out of her slick pussy.

She curled her fingers into the couch cushion and hung on for dear life as Oliver fucked her and the vibrator tortured her clit. Finally, Oliver removed the vibrator and came inside with a sharp thrust.

He groaned as he filled her with his pleasure, then slid out of her. Chloe panted, her face beet red from the effort of holding herself back. Oliver placed a hand on her lower back, then reached down to grab his belt.

“Master, wait-”

“I didn’t say your punishment was over, Chloe.”

Before Chloe could protest again, Oliver began whipping her again, and Chloe cried out at the pain. It felt sharper now that she was still so close to the edge, and tears immediately filled Chloe’s eyes.

“Are you ever going to disobey me again?”

“No, Master! Never again, I swear!”

The whipping went on until tears squeezed out of Chloe’s eyes. When Oliver finally stopped, she was a mess, and the orgasm she’d almost experienced was a distant memory. He dropped his belt on the couch and helped Chloe stand, then pulled her into his arms.

Chloe whimpered against him as her body trembled from the confusing emotional extremes it had just been put through. Oliver rubbed her back in slow, soothing circles until Chloe melted against him.

“Just so you know, that was me going easy on you. If you ever disobey me again, you’ll get a real punishment.”

Chloe shuddered at the thought and vowed to never disobey Oliver again. If that was him going easy on her, she did not want to know what a real punishment would feel like.

“I’m sorry, Master.”

“I forgive you, baby. Go get cleaned up and then meet me back out here.”

Oliver pulled back and planted a kiss on Chloe’s forehead, then gently pushed her toward the bathroom. Chloe washed her face, then went into her bedroom and changed into comfortable sweatpants and a tank top. Her ass burned and she knew Oliver was right. She definitely wouldn’t be sitting comfortably tomorrow.

When she walked back into the living room, Chloe stopped and stared around the room. Oliver had placed and lit candles around the room and there was a movie waiting to be played on her television.

He said on the couch, his belt now back in place, and held out a hand to her.

“Let’s continue our date, Chloe.”

Chloe grinned and cuddled up next to her Master. The burn in her bottom was nothing compared to the joy filling her heart. He pressed play on the movie and Chloe let out a contented sigh. She could get used to this.


V

Punish & Commit


Chapter 1

Anxiety twisted Chloe’s nerves, sending spasms of energy shooting through her hands. She fidgeted at her desk, mindlessly opening and closing tabs without purpose. Tonight was a big night.

Master Oliver was picking her up and taking her to dinner tonight. Afterward, they were supposed to have The Talk. Their contract will be over tomorrow. Now they needed to decide if they wanted to continue or go their separate ways.

The past month had been filled with more excitement, pleasure, pain, and pure euphoria than Chloe had ever imagined was possible. She didn’t understand how everyone didn’t want to enter into a BDSM relationship. The power dynamic turned her on and soothed her soul. She felt at home when she was with Oliver.

But things hadn’t been perfect. He was a hard Master. Oliver often pushed her limits, and she usually enjoyed the results, but not always. They’d had a bit of a disastrous session involving sensory deprivation, a Wartenberg wheel, ice, and wax that pushed Chloe past her limits. All those conflicting sensations sent her body into overload and shoved her straight into a panic attack.

Oliver was patient and tender with her that night, as he always was. He provided her with the best aftercare she could have asked for and refused to leave her side until she was feeling better.

But the sadistic side of Oliver was making itself known the longer they played together. He enjoyed causing her bits of pain and being the one to transform that sensation into pleasure. He also enjoyed not letting her come when she misbehaved, which was a massive frustration for Chloe.

He hadn’t let her come for nearly a week now. All she’d done was arrive fifteen minutes late for a date! Of course, she’d been a little bratty when he reprimanded her, so she supposed she did deserve some punishment. But no orgasms for a week? That was crazy.

She was hoping he’d let her come tonight. But that depended on how their conversation went. Chloe wanted to continue things with him, but she was concerned that she wasn’t fulfilling all his needs. Oliver was far more experienced than she was. He commanded complete submission and obedience. Chloe tried her best to give that to him, but she’d been feeling blue ever since she had to safeword out of that awful sensory deprivation scene.

Chloe glanced down at her phone, hoping for a message from her Master. But her phone was blank, and she knew she wouldn’t hear from him until later tonight. He was busy at his restaurant today, filling in for one of the chefs. He’d just be getting off work when she met up with him later.

It wouldn’t do her any good to sit and stew in her thoughts any more than she already had. Chloe shut her computer down, grabbed her purse, and headed out. A little retail therapy should help. She needed a dress that would drive Oliver wild tonight.

* * *

The restaurant was wildly busy tonight. Chloe had never seen it this packed. The dining area buzzed with energy, noise, and people enjoying their meals. She’d been sat by the hostess when she arrived and informed Oliver would be out to see her soon, but that was nearly twenty minutes ago now, and Chloe was getting restless.

She tugged at the short purple skirt and smoothed her hands over the delicate fabric. Her legs were covered in goosebumps, and Chloe glanced around nervously. She felt underdressed, despite having worn a similar outfit the last time they went to dinner.

Chloe played with the edge of the tablecloth and tapped her foot under the table as she waited. She tried to think of what she wanted to say tonight when they discussed renewing the contract.

She knew better than to try to assume what Oliver was feeling after what had happened last time, but she wanted to express her concern. There was so much Oliver had done and enjoyed in his past that Chloe wasn’t sure she’d ever be comfortable with. What if she wasn’t enough for him?

As time went by, Chloe began to get more and more restless. She’d never thought of Oliver as the type of man who would stand her up, but it was beginning to look that way. She’d been sitting at this table for 40 minutes now and was growing weary of the looks the waitresses were sending her way.

Just as Chloe was about to text Oliver and leave, she saw him coming from across the room. Her stomach flipped at the sight of his red face, bright eyes, and the fluid, powerful movements he made across the room. He looked more furious than she’d ever seen him.

As he approached the table, Chloe froze. She didn’t know whether to shrink back or stand up to greet him. She dropped her eyes from his after a moment of eye contact and felt a hot flash of nervousness run through her body. He was definitely furious and Chloe’s body reacted in the strangest way. Nervous, yet deeply excited.

“Chloe, I’m very sorry. We had a problem in the kitchen, and my hostess didn’t inform me when you arrived, despite having been told to do so.”

Ah, so that’s why he was angry. Oliver did not appreciate disobedience. Glancing up, Chloe saw Oliver’s expression soften as she gave him a small smile.

“That’s okay. Did you still want to have dinner?”

“I’d rather go back to your place, if you don’t mind. I have some food boxed up to bring with us.”

Chloe quickly stood and practically shoved her chair back against the table. Oliver raised his eyebrows, causing a blush to dance across Chloe’s cheeks. “I’d love to go home, honestly. Everyone’s been staring at me since I got here.”

Oliver’s eyes darkened and he immediately gazed around the dining room. The wait staff all avoided his gaze and Chloe almost felt sorry for them. He turned back to face her and pulled her in for a deep kiss. Dizziness swirled in Chloe’s head as Oliver pulled back. She stared up at him in delight as his smile morphed into the one of her Master.

“Let’s go.”


Chapter 2

Chloe was stuffed. They’d talked about simple things while they enjoyed the delicious meal Oliver had prepared, and now that the food was gone, the conversation had waned as well. She didn’t want to be the one to bring up the elephant in the room and decided to busy herself with cleaning up the living room while Oliver watched her with dark eyes.

After Chloe threw away their to-go boxes and put all the dishes in the dishwasher, she wandered back into the living room and froze at the look on Oliver’s face. He had his serious face on. It was time to talk.

“Chloe. Come sit with me.” Oliver held out his hand, and Chloe took it as she sank onto the couch beside him. Her heart raced with nervousness despite the slow, steady circles Oliver drew on the back of her hand with his thumb. “It’s time we talk about the contract. As you know, the final day is today. We need to decide if we want to continue this relationship.”

Chloe tried to swallow, but her mouth felt dusty and dry despite the meal she’d just eaten. Maybe it was the two glasses of wine she’d had with it. Chloe originally poured herself a third glass, but Oliver told her no. This was probably why.

Chloe jumped as Oliver took her chin in his strong, calloused hand and forced her to look at him. His bright, too-intense eyes burned into hers. It was like staring straight into the sun, but she couldn’t look away.

“Do you want to continue our relationship?”

Chloe tried to pull out of his grasp, but Oliver had a firm grip and refused to let her look away. She squeezed her eyes shut in a desperate attempt to create a barrier between herself and the powerful Master in front of her, but a swift smack to the back of her head had her eyes flying open again.

“I expect an answer, Chloe.”

“Yes, Master. I do, but I…”

“Talk to me. You can tell me anything.”

“I’m just worried that I’m not enough for you.” Chloe tried to wrench her chin out of Oliver’s grasp, but he held firm and leaned forward. He kissed her softly, almost too softly, and pulled back after only a second.

“Why?”

“Because I couldn’t deal with the scene last week and you haven’t let me come for a week and it’s driving me nuts.”

Oliver smirked and Chloe tried to glare at him, but her lower lip jutted out in a rebellious pout instead. Oliver leaned forward and grasped her lip between his teeth, sparking pain that instantly sent a wave of pressure to her clit. He released her lip and his face hardened back into a serious expression.

“I enjoy pushing your limits, Chloe. It’s okay that you had to use your safeword. I’m very glad you did because now I have a better understanding of your limits. As for not letting you come… that’s what happens to naughty girls.”

Chloe huffed. “I don’t enjoy not being allowed to come.”

“But you’ll enjoy it very much when I do give you permission to come.” Oliver raised his eyebrows pointedly and Chloe sighed, hating that he was right. “Now, are those your only concerns?”

“Yes, Master. I do want to continue things with you. I just don’t want you to feel like you’re stuck with me because you trained me.”

“I do not feel that way, Chloe. I care about you very much. And I’m going to prove it tonight. We can deal with renewing the contract tomorrow.”

A tingle of excitement ran through Chloe as she pictured all the things Oliver might do to her tonight. He stood, pulling Chloe with him, and led her into the bedroom. Once they were in the bedroom, he went to her closet and pulled out the bag of toys he kept at her apartment.

“Strip and lay face-down on the bed.”

Chloe practically jumped out of her clothes at the command and hurried into position. She was desperate to feel him inside of her and even more desperate to come. Oliver came over to the bed and slid a blindfold over her eyes.

“You’re going to be completely at my mercy tonight, Chloe.” Something pressed against Chloe’s mouth, and she opened it willingly. Wadded-up fabric made her mouth feel even drier, sending a rush of panic through her system. She went to push herself up, but Oliver placed a firm hand on her back to hold her down. “I know gags are a soft limit for you, but you’ll be okay. If you need me to stop, you’ll snap your fingers. Understand?”

Chloe nodded, but her anxiety rose as Oliver began tying her wrists and ankles together. He’d never had her this helpless before, and she wasn’t sure she could enjoy the sensation. She was still so keyed up from the lack of orgasms that every touch felt like fire against her skin.

“You’re going to be a very good girl for me tonight, Chloe. I’m going to make you come like you never have before.”

Chloe shuddered as Oliver began running his hand over her naked and restrained body. The sensations were wild. She was so familiar with his touch by now, but something about the feel of his rough palm against her skin twisted her nerves into a bundle of fiery need.

She tried to plead with him, but the gag prevented her from making more noise than a muffled whimper. Oliver took his time with her, tracing every inch of her body, sending a smack to her helpless bottom when she least expected it, and working her up into a frenzy.

Chloe tried to grind against the bedspread, her clit desperate for some friction. Oliver stopped touching her and sighed.

“You really need to learn to do as you’re told, little girl. You will receive pleasure when I decide. You’re not in control right now. I think you need a little taste of what a true punishment from me would feel like.”


Chapter 3

Chloe squirmed on the bed and desperately tried to apologize through the gag, but it was useless. She could hear Oliver undoing his belt above her, and the sound filled her stomach with fear while her clit swelled impossibly full.

“Please, Master! No!” The harder Chloe tried to beg, the more her mouth dried out. The gag was becoming desperately uncomfortable now, and she was tempted to snap her fingers and end this scene before it even really started, but she knew that would be the end of any sexual contact for the night. She definitely wouldn’t get to come if she did that.

“You’re going to learn who’s in control, Chloe. When I want to tease you while you’re bound and helpless, you’ll take it. You do not try to find your own pleasure. I hope I’m making myself clear.”

Chloe tried to nod, but her face was already hot from being pressed against the bed and she was started to sweat from a combination of fear, excitement, and desperation. Without warning, a sharp pain erupted across her ass and Chloe screamed against the gag.

Oliver had used his belt on her once before, but he’d said he was going easy on her. At the time, Chloe couldn’t believe he’d really taken it that easy on her, but now she knew the truth. This hurt far worse than the last time and tears immediately gathered in her eyes after the second stripe of the belt landed.

Chloe thrashed on the bed as Oliver began whipping her in a steady rhythm. The belt fell again and again, leaving an awful burning sensation in its wake. She tried to cry out, beg him to stop, squirm to the side to get a little relief, but there was literally nothing she could do.

All Oliver had to do was tie her up, place a single hand on her back, and wield his belt to turn her into a mess of helpless need. The knowledge that he could do whatever he wanted to her, and that he was doing whatever he wanted, made Chloe impossibly wet. She could feel the wetness leaking out of her pussy even as tears leaked from her eyes. Oliver worked her over with his belt for far longer than she’d anticipated, and it was a more brutal whipping than she’d ever expected to experience.

When he was done, Chloe’s ass and thighs felt completely raw. She felt as if she’d gotten a terrible sunburn and then scrapped rough sandpaper over her ass. The pain was awful, but her body still ached with need for Oliver’s touch.

“You took that very well, Chloe. I’m very proud of you. I know you’ll be a good girl for me now. You wouldn’t want me to punish you with my belt again, would you?”

Chloe thrashed her head back and forth, moaning through the gag. Oliver chuckled, clearly pleased with her response. He rubbed some kind of soothing lotion onto her bottom and thighs, turning the raging burn into a more subtle heat that only encouraged her pulsing pussy.

After he was done soothing the pain, Oliver returned to the relentless teasing. Chloe felt the kiss of the feather and the damn sting of the Wartenberg wheel, but she took it all. She was desperate for more and her hips vibrated from the effort she exerted to hold them still.

It took every ounce of self-control Chloe had not to grind her hips against the bedspread or beg Oliver for relief. This was definitely his plan tonight and why he’d used the gag. He wanted her to know that she was his and she would take whatever he gave her.

Oliver moved around to the front of the bed after what felt like an eternity and pulled the gag out of Chloe’s mouth. She coughed a little at the awful stale taste in her mouth and licked her lips.

“Do you want to come tonight, Chloe?”

“Yes, Master. Please, Master. I’ll be a good girl. I promise!”

“I know you will be. You’re going to suck me off first. After you swallow every last drop I have for you, I’m going to make you come. You’re going to love every single second of this.”

Chloe groaned, her mind spinning with the intensity in Oliver’s voice, the awful throbbing need in her clit, and the burning pain in her ass. How was she supposed to focus on anything with her senses so shattered?

A sharp smack to Chloe’s ass made her wail with pain. “I’m sorry, Master. Yes, I’ll love every second. Just please let me come tonight, Master. Please. I’m begging you.”

“Do as you’re told and you’ll be allowed to come tonight.” Oliver reminded her. He helped her shuffle over to the edge of the bed and then helped lower her onto her knees. “This is the position you’ll be in every time you suck me off. On your knees, like a good girl.”

“Yes, Master.”

“Good. Let’s get started.”

Chloe wished he’d remove the blindfold, but she knew better than to speak out of turn. Instead, she waited patiently until she felt the tip of Oliver’s cock against her mouth. When she felt the heat from his erection pressing against her dry lips, she opened for him instantly.


Chapter 4

Chloe hadn’t given many blowjobs in her life, and she’d never given one with her hands tied behind her back. Despite that, she tried her best to make it as pleasurable and quick as she could.

Chloe swirled her tongue around the head of his cock and then took him deep into her mouth. As she worked him down her throat, she swirled her tongue around his length and moaned.

Oliver’s hand twisted in her hair as he began moving his hips, encouraging her to go deeper. Chloe tilted her head back, allowing him better access, and tried to hang on. She licked, sucked, gasped for breath when she had a second, and put all of her passion and energy into this one act.

It took longer to get Oliver off than she’d expected, but Chloe had a feeling this was a test of Oliver’s. Saliva streamed out of the sides of Chloe’s mouth as she desperately worked him deep into her throat and back out. She swirled her tongue along his length every chance she got and, when he finally came, Chloe sucked down every last drop, just as he’d ordered.

“Good girl.” Oliver’s voice was deep, husky, and full of danger. Chloe knew that voice. Her Master had something big in store for her.

Suddenly, Chloe was lifted off the ground and thrown onto the bed. She squealed as Oliver climbed on top of her and pressed his warm, hard body against hers. His breath felt hot against her ear and sent shivers down her spine. Her ass burned from the contact, but her clit was still overwhelming in its desperate need for attention.

“Do you remember out first session, Chloe?”

“Of course, Master.”

“Do you remember how you came that night?”

A deep pool of dread rushed through Chloe’s stomach at his words. “Master, please-”

“You’ll do as you’re told.”

Oliver reached underneath Chloe and pressed against her clit. She almost blacked out from the demanded spark of pleasure and heat that flew through her body at that one touch. Oliver chuckled at her reaction and began moving his fingers in small, slow circles.

“I was going to make you come like this that night, but you disobeyed me and moved without permission. That night, I made you get yourself off using my finger. If you disobey me and try moving tonight, then you won’t be allowed to come at all.”

“No!” Chloe could stop herself from crying out in absolute frustration and shock. He’d promised her she’d get to come tonight.

Oliver removed his hand from underneath her and landed several harsh swats to her burning bottom. Tears leaked out of Chloe’s eyes from the pain and Oliver left his hand on her bottom in warming as he said, “You do not tell me no. Unless you use your safeword, you do as you’re told and take what I give you.”

“Yes, Master. I’m sorry, Master. Please make me come, Master. I’m begging you. Please, Master.”

“Be a good girl, Chloe. Don’t move and do not come until I give you permission.”

“Yes, Master.”

Oliver moved his hand back underneath Chloe and his finger found her clit again. She gritted her teeth against the desperate desire to move against him. An enormous sensation of need and pressure built within her stomach as her clit throbbed and her pussy clenched.

“Please, Master!”

“Not yet.”

Oliver continued moving his finger around Chloe’s clit, only giving the sensitive nub direct contact randomly and sparingly. Chloe finally let out a frustrated sob as the orgasm she’d felt building began to ebb away.

Before she became too discouraged, Oliver pressed directly against her clit and said, “Now, Chloe. Come now. You’re allowed to move.”

As if possessed, Chloe’s body writhed against Oliver’s finger. The weight of his body held her mostly in place, but she squirmed and twisted against him. Chloe howled with the force of her orgasm and her entire body shuddered as wave after wave of build-up pleasure rolled over her.

When the orgasm finally eased, Chloe felt completely spent. She couldn’t remember ever feeling this drained in her life. Oliver climbed off of her and gave her bottom a couple of gentle pats.

“Stay right there.”

Chloe’s body continued to vibrate with aftershocks and she lulled in the bliss of her orgasm until Oliver returned and pressed a buzzing silicone object directly against her sensitive clit.

Chloe screamed and tried to arch away, but Oliver was already climbing back on top of her and his weight held her down effortlessly.

“Master, please! No, I can’t come again. I can’t! Please make it stop.” Chloe begged shameless, her hips desperately trying to move away from the overwhelming sensations the bullet vibrator was rocketing through her core.

Oliver showed her absolutely no mercy. He kept the vibrator pressed against her clit while she begged, sobbed, and writhed underneath him until a second orgasm overtook her.

Chloe sobbed as she released the he still hadn’t moved the vibrator while she was being ripped apart by her second orgasm. It was still pressed tight against her nub as she was coming back down and tears rolled down her cheeks as she begged him to stop.

“You will come again, Chloe. You have a week’s worth of orgasms to make up for tonight.”

Chloe shuddered in horror, but she was too weak to fight or beg. She came a third time, stars erupting behind her eyelids as sensations she’d never experienced before destroyed her body. Her stomach cramped, her legs shook with exertion, and sweat coated her body.

“Please, Master. I’m begging you. Please, please, please. I can’t take any more.”

“You want me to take the vibrator away now?”

“Yes, Master. Please! Please take it away! Please!”

“What will you do if I make you come again?”

“I can’t!” Chloe wailed, the sound reverberating through the bedroom like a gunshot.

“One more, Chloe. Then we’re done for tonight.”

“Oh God, please!”

“I prefer you just call me Master.”

The smirk in Oliver’s voice infuriated Chloe and turned her on. He was literally torturing her and loving every single second. The vibrator continued buzzing away until another orgasm tore Chloe’s body in half and left her unable to breathe.


Chapter 5

When she finally came back to herself, it must have been nearly an hour later. She was cleaned up, untied, and sitting on the couch. Well, she was curled up in Oliver’s lap while he sat on the couch.

There was a movie playing on the television and Chloe listened as her body reawakened. She felt unbelievably sore, as if she’d just run a marathon and gotten her ass whipped. It was overwhelming, painful, and also strangely fulfilling.

“Are you back to me, Chloe?”

“Yes, Master.”

“How do you feel?”

“Exhausted. Sore. And very happy.”

Oliver kissed the top of her head and held her tighter. “I’m glad. You did very well tonight. I can’t wait to see how you do tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow, Master?”

“You only came four times tonight. You still need to have three more orgasms to make up for your week of deprivation.”

Chloe leaned back to give Oliver a look. He smirked down at her, his eyes twinkling with mischief. A wide smile grew across Chloe’s face as she realized her punishments would never be quite as they seemed with Oliver.

“Can we hold off for a few days? My body is spent.”

“We’ll see how you’re feeling after we go over the new contract tomorrow.”

Chloe sighed and snuggled into Oliver’s chest. “Yes, Master. How long is the new contract going to be for?”

“I was thinking of making it indefinite. That way, it’s valid for as long as we both want it to be. What do you think?”

“I think that sounds perfect, Master.”

The End.


Thanks for Reading!
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