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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.
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