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About the Author

Laila’s Taste of Submission: Discipline Me

To Sir, 

Thank you for always knowing what I want and need, even when I don’t know it myself. 

Thank you for always pushing me but never forcing me - I will always appreciate the safe space you created for me to explore and play, Sir.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

About the Author



[image: ]


A

fter finally taking the plunge to explore my submissive side - as you can see in my first story The Good Indian Girl - the idea of sadomasochism began to take more of a centre stage in my sessions with my Dom. As Sir tested me fully - with longer, firmer thrashings - he sparked in me a deeper interest and curiosity in the areas of discipline, punishment, and boundaries. 

I found myself trying to provoke Sir more often - testing his reaction to my behaviour. I liked pushing the boundaries and seeing what different acts of defiance would earn me. At times, I craved Sir’s attention so badly - especially during busy periods at work - that I would purposely unleash my inner brat. Whilst I expected the physical punishment – the spankings that always remained within the perimeters of erotic play – it was his genuine disappointment in me that shocked me the most. Once the initial shock had subsided, after any correction of my behaviour, I realised just how deeply his care for me ran. It cemented the fact that I was truly confident to put myself in his hands.

Laila’s Taste of Submission follows a young couple’s exploration into the world of domestic discipline. When Laila feels a lack of care and attention from her husband, Jay, she turns to his dominant side, as her master, to repair the cracks in their relationship and ultimately, to restore the trust in her submission to him. 

Will Jay give Laila the firm taste of discipline that she so desperately craves? Can he use the explosive power of their Dom/ Sub dynamic to strengthen their bond as husband and wife? Or have the boundaries been blurred beyond repair – has Laila lost her faith in him?
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“D

on’t forget, Laila – tonight’s the fundraiser.” Jay’s voice slinked into my ear, rousing me from my slumber. He bent to kiss my neck as I slowly writhed in the cream, sex-imbued sheets - his dark stubble tickled my smooth cheek. Forcing my sleep deprived eyes apart, just enough to make out the blurry red digits on the alarm clock: 05.03am, I rolled over, nuzzling my head into his lap as he fastened his tie; it was the Christian Grey tie I had bought him last Christmas. He meant business today.

“Do you have to go? It’s the weekend...” I flopped my arm across his thigh, wincing as I felt tender bruises emerging across my sore and aching body - the effects of last night’s fiery session were beginning to surface. He took my hand, gently turning my palm to face upwards, his fingers soothing the faint red marks on my wrists.

“I’m sorry but we’ve just taken on a new client – it could be a big case.” I rolled my dark eyes. Our entire existence seemed to revolve around Jay’s chase to make partner at the firm. His intelligence and drive had always been a turn on – I’d always admired his passion and commitment to his career, and I was so proud to drop into any conversation that my husband was a corporate lawyer. I knew I was being unreasonable but the resentment just would not reside at times. The long hours seemed to grow longer and the lonely nights seemed to be getting harder.

Propping up a few pillows, he relaxed back, swinging his feet up onto the bed before pulling me closer. “I wasn’t too hard on you last night, was I? Do you want me to get you some paracetamol before I go?” His voice dropped – guilt creeping into the corners of his mind, filling the crevices that had been flooded with pure animalistic desire only a few short hours ago. 

“You were amazing, babe - I loved it. I’m just aching a little but it’s nothing a hot bath won’t fix.”

The early summer sun cascaded through a narrow gap in the curtains, warming my bare legs and highlighting the beautifully thick welts across my arse and thighs. He reached over and stroked each raised line in turn, patting me gently. I bit my lip, swallowing the wince that tried to escape my lips – I didn’t want him to feel guilty when I had goaded him. He was always at his most vulnerable the morning after a corrective punishment.

“You know you shouldn’t have spoken to me like that in front of our friends –” We both avoided eye contact as his words awkwardly hung in the air. I squeezed his arm reassuringly as I played back how he had guided me up to our bedroom by a fistful of hair, the second we entered the house, before tossing me onto the bed to be beaten. My cunt twinged in delight.  “You know you’re going to have to talk to me sooner or later, Laila. You can’t keep doing this.” He tilted my chin up to meet his smouldering eyes – still dark and clouded with discontentment as he sensed I was holding back. I crawled up his body and straddled his lap in an effort to distract, knowing there was every chance I might stain his navy suit with my sticky juices – I could feel my thighs still damp with last night’s excitement. I pressed my full, heavy breasts forward against his chest, my dark nipples firm and standing to attention, as I wrapped my arms around his broad frame. He eased his posture ever so slightly, fingers finding my knotted hair – a tangle of dark chocolate and caramel waves, trailing halfway down my back.

“But you didn’t stop me... you didn’t say anything.” Voice lined with an air of nonchalance, I expertly poked and provoked. “You didn’t do anything”. His fingers gripped my locks, winding slowly around his fist as he regained control and conviction. 

“In the middle of the bar?” he raised his eyebrows, glaring into my wanton mind, probing and examining. I stared back intently, brow furrowing as he attempted to curb my flirtation and prise more from me. “Talk to me, baby...” he insisted.

“Talk about what? You’ve got work, again, remember.” I sat up, backing away – he let me, releasing my hair gently.

“Well since you don’t seem to have learnt your lesson and you won’t talk to me, you will have to go without cumming this morning.” He kissed my nose, patronisingly; my face dropped as I whined defensively. “No tongue for you, sweetheart” - his smirk reminded me of his authority. “Now I’ll leave the MasterCard so you can buy something new for tonight – something classy, ok?” He watched as his words purposely wound me up, tighter and tighter.

Leave the MasterCard? Since when had I ever needed his money? Something classy? The cheeky-

“I always look classy.” I glowered, trying to lean forward to kiss and seduce him, but his grip was immovable.  

“Such a defiant girl - no means no,” he laughed. “You want action? I’ll give you action. You can redeem yourself tonight. Be ready at 7.00pm, no later. I really need to make a good impression in front of the partners tonight, which means you need to be on your best behaviour.” 

Removing me from his lap, he grabbed my moisturiser from the dresser and turned me onto my stomach. Rage fuelling my thoughts, I kept quiet but I knew my eyes would deceive me. The cool lotion soothed my arse immediately. I moaned softly, gratefully, as Jay worked his palm over the deep red bruises and welts from the cane. I looked over to where it lay on the floor, next to the washing basket - just discarded
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