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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 laying 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 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.


Thanks for Reading!

Thanks for reading the second book in Chloe’s Submission series! If you haven’t read book one yet, make sure to read it here:

Spanking & Bondage

If you want to read more stories about Dominant men and submission women, check out this collection:

Domestic Discipline Stories: A Collection

Make sure you sign up for my mailing list in my Author Bio, so you never miss out on a new release!

Have a wonderful day! Be a brat to your Dom later and get a spanking. You know you want to ;)
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