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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!

Thank you so much for reading the final installment in the Chloe’s Submission series! I hope you enjoyed reading about Chloe and Oliver’s journey as much as I did! These characters really grew on me over time, and I’m glad I got to share their story. Also, I can’t wait for some of the other projects I have coming out!

In case you missed it, here are the first four parts in the series:

Spanking & Bondage

Plugging & Play

Trust & Fear

Soft & Hard Limits

If you enjoyed this series, you’d also love my Domestic Discipline Collection!

Follow my Author Page for updates on my latest stories!
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