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Chapter 1

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

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

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

“Where are you, sweet sub?”

“I’m green, Master.”

“Do you want more?”

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Master.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“May I have some water, Master?”

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

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

“Thank you, Master. I’m okay now.”

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

“I’m ready, Master.”

“Such a good girl.”

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

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

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

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

“What is that?”

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

“I’m sorry, Master!”

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

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

“Is it candle wax, Master?”

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

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

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

“How does it feel, sub?”

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2

“Yes, Master. It feels amazing.”

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

“Please, Master. I need to come.”

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

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

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

“Yes, Master.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 3

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

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

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

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

“Are you back, Chloe?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’d rather go home tonight, Master.”

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

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

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


Chapter 4

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How are you feeling, Chloe?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re beautiful.”

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

“I’m beautiful?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Is my sweet sub enjoying her bath?”

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

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

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

“How else will I know what you want?”

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

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


Chapter 5

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

“Master?”

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

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

“Tell me what you want, sub.”

“Fuck me, Master. Please.”

“Just fuck you?”

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

“Good girl.”

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

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

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

“Are you ready, Chloe?”

“Please fuck me, Master.”

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

“Please, Master. I need more.”

“Are you sure?”

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

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

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

“Keep your hands where they are.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Wait here, Chloe. Don’t move.”

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

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

“Get some sleep, Chloe.”

“Yes, Master.”
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