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Chapter 1

Anastasia’s skin glistened as she lay prone over the spanking bench, wriggling with anticipation. It had taken ages to get into this room. It was clearly the most popular room in the club, as was the Dom- Master Kieron.

He was everything you’d want to see in a Dom and more. Tall, with dark hair, burning brown eyes, and muscles that looked like they’d rival those of any superhero. He had an irresistible charisma that enthralled Anastasia as she had watched the scenes play out before it was finally her turn.

Master Kieron seemed to control the subs he played with so effortlessly. He didn’t have that air of uncertainty that some Doms had- where they were constantly checking in, asking the sub where she was (green for go, yellow for slow down, or red for stop- as had been drilled into Anastasia’s head before she’d been allowed to play at this club), and glancing over at the Dungeon Monitor to look for reassurance.

That type of behavior seemed a little pathetic for a Dom, in Anastasia’s opinion. Some women felt more comfortable with softer Doms like that. It made them feel more confident that their needs would be met and their limits respected. But what was the point of submitting to someone in the most intimate way possible if you couldn’t trust that they would have everything all figured out on their own, without your repeated input?

Thwap. The leather strap fell against Anastasia’s bare bottom, and she shivered in delight and pain. Leather straps were one of her favorite implements. They were hefty, strong, and made a wonderful noise. They also left behind a painful burn, but it was never too much- at least, not in the hands of the right Dom.

Another blow fell against the tops of her thighs, and Anastasia reared against her restraints, panting as the pain increased. Her skin was slick with perspiration, and it made the strap sting even more than it would have against dry skin.

Master Kieron fell into a steady rhythm, building on the previous swats as he thoroughly covered her ass and thighs. Anastasia knew from experience that her skin would be turning a delightful shade of red by now.

She wiggled against her restraints, whimpering, moaning, desperate for something more intense. It seemed as if Master Kieron could read her mind because a moment later, she felt the unique burn of a leather belt across the center of her vulnerable butt.

The pain ricocheted through her, settling as a fiery ball of need in her core. Her clit throbbed with need, a startling contrast to the instinctive way her hips tried fruitlessly to buck away from the belt as it fell again and again.

Just when fear began bubbling in Anastasia’s throat and she wondered if she’d have to actually use the safe word, the beating stopped. She lay panting, half-crying, her flaming ass on display for all to see as Master Kieron carefully cleaned the implements and put them back where they belonged.

He came back over to Anastasia then, and she groaned in relief as he began rubbing a soothing cream into her bruised butt and thighs. It felt so amazing, his rough hands that had just delivered so much pain now providing her with the relief she so desperately needed. It made her ache even harder for release at his hands, but that wasn’t something he did in this room, apparently.

Little did he know, Anastasia had a plan.

It was the same plan she used at every club she attended. She’d find a Dom that she was particularly attracted to and have a scene with him. Then, during her favorite part of aftercare, where he’d wrap a blanket around her shoulder and comfort her, she’d cast her spell.

Anastasia had been practicing witchcraft for many years. Even though she was only 23, she was an expert at using magic to get what she wanted. Sure, Wiccans would balk at the way she used her magic, but Anastasia wasn’t into all the whoo-whoo law-of-three bullshit.

She was a practitioner of all magicks. Dark, light, chaos, green- the magic she’d practiced over the years fell under many different labels. Anastasia never gave much thought to the labels and instead focused on their outcomes.

During aftercare, all she needed to do was subtly open the locket that was always around her neck and rub some of the potion contained inside onto her finger. Then, a simple swipe across the Dom’s neck would leave him open to suggestion, which Anastasia would take full advantage of.

It was always easy enough to convince them to take her home for the evening. Most Doms were pleased to find a woman who actually wanted to get into bed with them. Convincing them to hand over some money at the end of the night sometimes took a little more coaxing, but she always got there in the end.

Anastasia didn’t consider herself a prostitute or anything like that. She only ever asked for a small amount, $100-$200 usually. The money allowed her to do what she loved- travel and study magick without interruption. She hadn’t needed a job since she started doing this two years ago, and of course, she always left town before the spell wore off, so there was never any concern about getting caught or running into a confused and angry Dom after the fact. It was the perfect plan.

It seemed she was about to get her chance as Master Kieron began undoing her restraints. He carefully helped her into a standing position and then instructed her to stretch her limbs. His voice was deep but smooth as honey, and Anastasia practically buzzed with excitement. She couldn’t wait for this night to continue.

“Come with me, sub.” Master Kieron led her across the room, where a small love seat sat against the wall. It looked so out-of-place in this room with its bright blue fabric, but she supposed it was meant to be comforting and soothing.

This was the smallest club Anastasia had ever played at. She was used to clubs where there were multiple Doms to each room, but Master Kieron was the only Dom for this particular room. She wondered how that would affect her plan.

As Master Kieron turned his back to grab a blanket, Anastasia quickly snapped open her locket and ran her finger over the partially-solidified potion inside. Like a flash, the locket was once again closed. When Master Kieron reached down to wrap the blanket around her, Anastasia reached up and feigned grabbing for the blanket. She allowed her finger to trail across his neck and suppressed a grin. Easy every time.

Except this time, something was different. There was a flash of recognition in Master Kieron’s eyes that startled Anastasia. His eyes, which naturally appeared more intense than others, narrowed at her with warning. She leaned back, shaking with nerves and adrenaline.

But the odd moment passed, and Master Kieron offered her a surprisingly gentle smile as he sat beside her and wrapped a heavy arm around her shoulders before pulling her close.

Anastasia snuggled into his side, breathing in the scent of his cologne- which smelled vaguely of pine trees and smoke. It was a delectable combination for him, and she couldn’t wait to get her hands on him later.


2




Chapter 2

“How are you feeling, sub?” Master Kieron asked. Her head rested against his chest, the steady beating of his heart soothing her frazzled nerves. The pain in her ass was very noticeable, and she knew from experience that it wouldn’t fade fully for a week or so. The thought pleased her.

“I feel wonderful, Master.” Anastasia whispered. She turned her head to look up at him and added with a coy smile, “Although, I’d feel much better if you’d take me home with you tonight.”

Master Kieron raised an eyebrow as the corner of his lips twitched. It was almost as if he was suppressing a smirk, but Anastasia barely noticed as she waited with bated breath for his response.

“Of course, sub. I’d be happy to take you home tonight. But I have an hour left and two more subs waiting to scene with me in this room. You’ll need to wait in the bar upstairs until I’m finished.”

Odd, Anastasia thought. Usually, once she’d made her suggestion, the Doms under her spell made quick work of getting them out of the club. But perhaps this Dom simply had more mental fortitude than most and was able to resist the immediate impulse to bend to her will.

Not wanting to risk ruining her plan for the evening, Anastasia merely smiled at him. “Yes, Master. I’ll wait upstairs for you.”

“Excellent. I think I know exactly what you need.”

There was a dark promise to his words that almost made Anastasia nervous, but she dismissed the silly feeling. Tonight, she’d be fully in control, and Master Kieron would be putty in her hands. While she truly found it fun to submit on occasion, Anastasia found it equally enjoyable to control the shots, especially when it meant a mind-blowing orgasm and some money in her pocket.

A few minutes later, Master Kieron removed the blanket from her shoulders and instructed her to wait upstairs for him. He’d also instructed her not to drink, which Anastasia agreed to with some irritation.

She was planning on having a couple of drinks to pass the time, but the submissive side of her couldn’t disobey a direct order like that. So, instead, she went out to the parking lot and headed to her car.

Quickly, she pulled out a cigarette and lit it, breathing in the intoxicating chemicals with relief. She exhaled a cloud of smoke and stared up at the night sky, smiling at the presence of a full moon directly above her. Tonight, the power of her suggestion would be even more powerful.

The sight of the full moon erased any lingering doubts Anastasia had about her magical influence not being as powerful as usual. Clearly, Kieron was a powerful man in his own right. Anastasia looked forward to the challenge. Most Doms, and people in general, were easy to manipulate with her magic. Kieron was proving to be a bit of an exception, although, in the end, she knew she’d still get what she wanted.

After the cigarette was finished, and perfume had been sprayed, Anastasia headed back inside. She went over to a small table next to the window and waved away the waitress’s offer of drinks or food. She spent the remaining time waiting for Kieron thinking about all the things she wanted to do with him tonight, as well as how much money she needed to make it to the next town.

“Are you ready to go, sub?” A deep, commanding voice called from behind Anastasia, and she whirled around, her heart pounding in her chest. How had he managed to sneak up behind her? She should have been fully tuned into his presence at this point- the magical link she’d begun during aftercare should have grown strong enough for her to sense his approach.

Shaking off a renewed surge of doubt, Anastasia stood and smiled. “Yes, Master. But please, call me Anastasia.”

Master Kieron gave her an odd smile then, as if he couldn’t quite figure her out. It made her feel strangely small and exposed, rather than powerful and in control as she usually felt once she had a Dom under her spell. It was unnerving, and for a split second, she considered calling the whole thing off.

“Sure, Anastasia. But you can continue to call me Master.” He winked at her then, breaking the strange tension that had formed between them. Anastasia breathed a sigh of relief and nodded. She grabbed her purse and followed him out of the club without another word.

He led her over to a small sedan, which seemed like a simple, unassuming car that didn’t quite match his personality. She’d pictured something sleek and powerful, not a simple daily driver.

Like an old-fashioned gentleman, he opened the passenger side door and waited for her to settle into the seat before closing it gently. He then went around to the driver’s side and got in.

As Kieron started the car, he glanced at Anastasia with the same odd smile she’d noticed earlier. It was almost wolfish, as if he were a predator anticipating a great chase, and she was the prey.

The atmosphere between them felt unnaturally charged, whether because of her nerves or his anticipatory demeanor, she wasn’t sure, but this wasn’t going quite as she’d expected. Normally, once she had a Dom under her spell, she felt electric and in control. But sitting in this idling car, a wave of unease washed over her.

“Ready to go, Anastasia?”

“Yes, Master. Thank you.”

They were quiet as Kieron drove to the outskirts of the city. She could only assumed he lived in a more rural area and traveled into the city to work at the club each night. The silence only served to increase her unease.

Usually, the Doms she enchanted would keep up a steady stream of conversation. Her will made them desire her, and they’d ask questions about her interests and life. Anastasia always enjoyed the attention, and this quiet was only serving to make her even more nervous.

There was no way her magic hadn’t worked. Anastasia had been doing this for a while now, and she knew her potion was perfect. She was positive she’d touched his neck in the right spot, and her intentions for the spell (a key part of all magic) had been clear. So, he must be under her spell. But why was he reacting so differently compared to all the other men?

Perhaps it was simple fortitude, as she’d thought earlier. But as they drove down a dimly lit road enclosed on each side by towering trees, she shrunk in her seat. She couldn’t see the moon from her seat and the quiet between them had become deafening. Her hair stood on end as goosebumps crawled across her skin. Something just wasn’t right.

Before this awful sense of unease sunk any deeper, Kieron pulled up to a lovely little cottage-style house, and Anastasia immediately felt at ease once more. She loved homes in this style. They were so quaint and beautiful and often so close to nature. She took the cottage-style house as a positive sign and gave herself a little shake.

She had plenty of experience doing this. Everything was going to be fine. And spending a night with this man was going to be quite the treat.

Kieron turned the car off and said, “Ready to go in?”

“Yes, Master.”
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Chapter 3

Kieron’s house was beautiful. There was no other way to describe it. If the outside of his home had seemed homely, it was nothing compared to the inside. He’d led her straight into the sitting room, where a large television was mounted to the wall above a rustic fireplace.

He had two love seats in the room, each with a throw blanket over the back. There were two bookshelves absolutely filled to the max in this room, and each had an assortment of knickknacks sitting on the top.

The air buzzed with positive energy and Anastasia took a deep breath, sucking in the energy as she wandered through the room, pausing to look at a few photographs of Kieron out with friends; fishing, camping, and at a local bar. There was nothing to suggest he was currently in a relationship, or had been in one recently, and this was reassuring.

Anastasia had accidentally gotten a Dom to take her home without realizing he was married. That had been a particularly awkward night, and she always checked for a wedding ring when choosing a Dom to enchant these days.

“Like what you see?” Kieron asked mildly, leaning against the door frame of the room. He watched her with sharp eyes that clearly never missed a thing, and she felt a familiar shiver of nerves run up her spine.

“Yes, Master. You have a beautiful home.” Anastasia turned and straightened herself up. It was time to regain control of this evening. She touched her locket and breathed deeply, channeling the powers simmering inside her.

Kieron walked into the room and stopped a few feet from her, his building arms crossed over his broad chest. His manner was expectant as if he knew she was about to do or say something important. It unnerved her, as his reaction continued to be so different from those she’d enchanted in the past.

Regardless, Anastasia pressed on. “I think it’s time for you to take me to your room now, Master.”

A wry smile stretched across Kieron’s lips. It wasn’t the smile of complacency and excitement that she’d seen other men wear. Instead, it seemed a bit mischievous. Anastasia cleared her throat nervously and felt her heart race as his smile widened.

“Of course. Come with me.”

Kieron turned and led her out of the room. She followed behind somewhat meekly and sent a glance at the front door. For the first time, she was seriously considering leaving. But he was gorgeous- perfectly her type- and she needed cash to get her to the next town. Her magic had never failed her before, and she had no reason to believe that it would tonight.

They reached the top of the staircase and Kieron led her down a narrow hallway. They passed two closed doors before coming to the end of the hall, where he opened a door and waved her inside.

His bedroom was exactly how she’d pictured it. With wooden furniture, a simple bedspread, and just enough decor to denote his obvious love for the outdoors, the room seemed to suit him perfectly.

Kieron moved into the room, closing the door swiftly behind him. He then went over to the ottoman at the foot of his bed and opened it to reveal an exciting assortment of toys.

Anastasia moved over eagerly, ready to choose which they would use for the night, but Kieron placed a hand on her arm and stopped her. His burning eyes bored into hers, full of intensity and the kind of natural authority that made her lose all sense of control and melt in a man’s hands.

“Undress and lay face down on the bed.”

The order was quiet, but there was power behind his words that made Anastasia’s insides quiver with delight. Perhaps she’d let him take the reigns tonight. While she did enjoy setting the scene for the evening, her true passion lied in submission. She’d never had a man resist her spell just enough to maintain control like this before and it was wonderfully intoxicating.

“Yes, Master.”

Anastasia did as she was told. She removed her clothes, folding them as she did so, and placed them on the bedside table. She then lowered herself onto the bedspread, pressing her cheek against the cool and soft fabric as Kieron began pulling things out of the ottoman behind her.

She waited patiently- well, as patiently as she could. Cool air wafted over the sensitive skin on her ass and thighs, making the recent injuries sting. She squirmed a bit, unable to deny the way her heart was pounding. It was becoming difficult to hear what Kieron was doing behind her as blood roared in her ears.

After a moment, Kieron appeared next to her with a set of restraints in his hand. He crouched down beside her, took her wrist, and tied it to the bedspread. He then went around and attached restraints to her other wrist and both her ankles.

Anastasia tugged at the restraints, testing their strength, and found herself completely trapped. It sent a surge of adrenaline through her body, and her clit instinctively throbbed. Poor thing needed some attention, and soon!

A moment later, Kieron crouched back down and caught her eye. The look on his face startled her. He had that same odd smile, and she licked her lips nervously.

“Anastasia, I don’t think this evening is going to go as you’d anticipated. You tried to cast a spell on me. Didn’t you?”

Shock wasn’t a powerful enough word to describe the emotion she felt at the moment. His words slammed into her, leaving her feeling vaguely dazed and nauseous. How could he have possibly known?

Kieron chuckled good-naturedly, but Anastasia’s body remained stiff as a board. What the hell was he going to do? Why hadn’t her spell worked?

“I knew a witch when I was younger. I recognized the way you targeted my throat chakra and the smell of arrowroot and yarrow.”

Anastasia had never felt this stunned in her entire life. She spluttered helplessly at him for a moment before finally saying, “I-I don’t know what to say.”

“You could tell me why.”

There was a beat of silence while Anastasia digested the situation she was in. She was tied up and completely at the mercy of this Dom. Normally, this would be the fantasy of her dreams, but she’d tried to magically influence him to do as she wished, and he was aware of this. He didn’t appear angry, but looks could be deceiving.

Anastasia suddenly felt very cold, and she tugged at the restraints again, more nervously this time. Kieron raised his eyebrows at her, silently waiting for an answer.

There was nothing she could do at this point except tell the truth, so she did. “I travel full-time to research magic. When I travel, I always stop at a BDSM club. I find a Dom that I like and convince him to take me home for the night.”

“Yes, I figured out that much. The plate on your car is from a state over a thousand miles away, and this clearly wasn’t your first time at a club, so I put two and two together. But why use magic to get men to bring you home? You’re a very pretty girl, Anastasia, and a wonderful submissive to scene with. Why use magic?”

His unexpected kindness almost brought tears to Anastasia’s eyes, but she suppressed them with ease. She’d been ignoring her emotions for long enough. It was easy by now.

“Most Doms aren’t interested in one-night stands-”

“And they should be. The power dynamics in BDSM can be intense. Outside of a controlled atmosphere like a club, it’s important for a Dom and a sub to get to know each other before having any type of scene.”

He was right, of course, but that was exactly why Anastasia used magic to control the evenings. “That’s why I use magic. So I can make sure everything goes just right. I don’t have to worry about spending the night with a man who isn’t right for me. I can make him right for me- just for that night.”

“But you never really get to know them,” Kieron said, and Anastasia nodded. “That sounds very lonely.”

Anastasia tried not to let her vulnerability show through, but as Kieron’s eyes flickered between her own, she knew he’d seen it. The small, sad girl underneath this confident exterior she’d created.

Kieron nodded, as if he’d seen through her and understood completely. “Here’s what we’re going to do,” he said. “I’m going to give you exactly what you need tonight. We’ll follow the rules of the club. I don’t usually check in with my subs unless I have a reason to, but if you need me to slow down, say yellow. If you want me to stop, say red. Understood?”

“Yes, Master.” Somehow, having the truth out in the open, made Anastasia feel even more electrified than she normally would. Her skin sang with anticipation and her muscles trembled with need for this man. She’d never met someone as understanding and confident as he was in her entire life. He was absolutely perfect for her in every way.

“Good.”

Kieron stood and moved to the foot of the bed. She heard him rustling around for something in the ottoman, and cried out as a flogger touched her bare shoulders unexpectedly. Kieron chuckled, he hadn’t even hit her with it, and dragged the implement over her bare back.

He paused with it on her bottom and she tensed nervously. Floggers could be fun, but they also had the ability to cause a ton of pain, and her ass was still very sore from earlier. The flogger was lifted off her skin and brought down on her back with a surprising amount of force.

Anastasia gasped as the pain rippled across her skin. It was only moments before the flogger landed again— this time across her shoulders. Her skin tingled with pain while the deepest parts of her sang with pleasure.

She relaxed into the bed as Kieron worked her over with the flogger. He avoided her butt and thighs for the most part, only giving them light attention. Each blow to her ass made it burn intensely, forcing a moan past her parted lips.

By the time he put the flogger down, Anastasia felt alight with pleasure and pain. Then, she heard the flick of a lighter behind her and gasped, tugging at her restraints in a panic.

“Easy, Anastasia. It’s only a candle. I’m sure you can take it.”

Kieron’s voice, so self-assured, immediately put Anastasia at ease. She felt the first drip of wax land on her upper thigh and cried out at the sharp, intense burn. But it quickly faded into a pleasurable warmth and the cry turned into a groan of pleasure.

Another drip landed on her other thigh, causing Anastasia’s hips to buck against the bed. She was dripping with need now and her clit had moved beyond throbbing to a constant feeling of intense pressure. She desperately needed him to make her come.

“Master-”

“Quiet, Anastasia.”

Suitably chastised, Anastasia bit her lip to stop herself from begging as Kieron carefully poured wax onto her left butt cheek. The burn was intense and the pain was almost too much for Anastasia to bear. Sweat beaded across her forehead as he poured wax on her other cheek and she cried out, twisting and squirming against the restraints.

“Breathe through the pain, Anastasia. It will turn to pleasure soon enough.”

She took deep breaths through her nose, then forced the air back out through her mouth. He continued working his way up her body, pouring a pool of wax on her lower back, then on either side of the middle of her spine, and then on both shoulders.

He always waited a full thirty seconds after pouring to give the pain time to fully soak in and morph into pleasure before moving on. By the time he blew the candle out, Anastasia was a mess. Her skin was slick with sweat and she was bursting with need.

“Master, please,” she begged helplessly. “Please, I need to come. Please.”

“You’ve been very naughty tonight, Anastasia. You’ll come, but not just yet.”

Anastasia moaned and was prepared to start begging again when she felt something cool and damp at her entrance. Kieron placed a restraining hand on her lower back and slid a large dildo inside of her. Her hips desperately tried to thrust back against it, and she bucked helplessly as he held her carefully in place.

He moved the dildo back until it was almost fully out and then slowly pushed it back inside of her. He continued fucking her like this- so slowly, so teasingly, until Anastasia was sure she would fall completely apart.

She began begging him again, senselessly and helplessly. She’d never felt so completely at a man’s mercy before, and her mind was too overwhelmed from all the different sensations to make any coherent sense.

Kieron pressed his hand more firmly against her back and began fucking her harder and faster with the dildo. Anastasia spluttered, nearly choking on saliva as her body fought helplessly against his calloused hand. She struggled to gain some sort of control, to twist her body to make it hit just the right spots to send her spiraling into an orgasm.

But Kieron had her perfectly under control and there was nothing she could do.

“How badly do you want to come?” Kieron asked, his smooth voice husky with lust.

Anastasia babbled something unintelligible, desperate to come but overcome with need and pleasure and pain.

Kieron chuckled and pressed the dildo deeper inside of her. He left it there and removed his hand, and the loss of friction nearly made Anastasia cry.

The next thing she knew, his hand was underneath her and his fingers were positioned perfectly on her clit.

“Make yourself come, Anastasia.”

She didn’t need to be told twice. Anastasia bucked against his hand, twisting her hips and pressing her hips down with as much force as she could muster. She felt it building inside of her, like a wave rolling in from deep in the ocean. It crested and slammed over her, pulling her under as her body twitched and her lungs froze.

The pleasure lasted for longer than it ever had before— or maybe it was only a second— but it was certainly the most intense orgasm she’d ever had in her life. When it was over, Anastasia lay flat against the bed, panting, sweating, and completely spent.
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Chapter 4

Half an hour later, she and Kieron were pressed against each other on one of the love seats in his sitting room. He’d started a fire and made them both a cup of coffee. Anastasia pressed against his warmth, sipping at her coffee, and let the events of the night replay in her mind. She knew this was a memory she’d cherish for a long time.

“So,” Kieron broke the comfortable silence that had descended over them after their scene upstairs. “What do you usually do after a scene with a Dom that’s under your spell?”

Anastasia flushed, still embarrassed at being caught. She cleared her throat awkwardly and, throwing caution to the wind, decided to be bluntly honest. “I usually convince them to give me some money to pay my way to the next town.”

She glanced up at Kieron’s startled expression and felt a moment’s hesitation. Perhaps that was too honest. Then, he burst out laughing and Anastasia let out a gusty sigh of relief before chuckling as well.

“That’s not very nice,” he commented lightly.

“Maybe not,” she admitted quietly. “But I never ask for much, and I can always sense if it would be a burden to them or not. Most try to offer me more than I ask for, but I only accept what I need.”

“How long have you been doing this?”

“About two years.”

“And, in that time, you’ve never settled anywhere? Never made any real friends or meaningful relationships?”

Anastasia bristled slightly and pulled back from Kieron. She gave him a firm look and said, “I don’t need your pity.”

“Good, because you don’t have it.” His bluntness startled her, but it was also reassuring. She admired his honesty and easy confidence. “But I do think you’re lonely and losing out on the life you could have if you were with someone who really knew you. You’re very attractive, but you’re also clever and an excellent submissive. Why not try to settle in somewhere?”

“I don’t like to get close to people.”

“Because it makes you too vulnerable?”

Kieron could read her far too easily, and Anastasia looked wistfully out the window. It had been a wonderful evening, but she would need to leave soon. She knew Kieron would soon become a distant memory. She wondered if she’d ever try this again. No Dom could ever live up to this night.

“Anastasia, look at me.” She turned to give Kieron her full attention as he continued, “Why don’t you stay in town? Just for a while. I could get you a job at the club. I’d like to get to know you better.”

“Why?”

“Because you’ve been lonely for far too long, and so have I. There’s something between us. I felt it the moment I saw you walk into the club. I think we owe it to ourselves to explore what that something is.”

Anastasia smiled and looked out the window again. The moon shined against the night sky, filling her with comfort.

She turned back to look at Kieron. His expression was so open, and she knew she’d never have another opportunity like this.

“Okay. I’ll stay.”

The End.
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Thank you for reading my short Halloween-themed story! If you liked this story, you’ll love my Chloe’s Submission Series. Also, be sure to check out:
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