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As an author of honest and immersive erotic fiction, I take inspiration from my own real-life experiences, as an owned Submissive. I lace each story with my own desires and reveal a piece of myself through each of my characters.

The stories within the A Taste of Submission collection are quick, one-handed reads which focus wholly on the extraordinary relationship between a submissive and her dominant and the ethereal emotive state of an amateur submissive, during a BDSM session.

Each tale explores the thrills and plights of a young woman, as she explores the daunting yet alluring world of BDSM. I have taken only the very best parts of the tale to be told, ensuring a fast yet sensuous pace and complete gratification along the way.
If you wish to reach out, I am available to contact via Twitter: @TSubmissive
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To all the girls who are, fiercely and unapologetically, 

nothing less than themselves.

I admire you.
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L

eni’s taste of submission is an inspired retelling of my first meeting with my adored Dom. The tempestuous world of BDSM had allured me from early adulthood – an exclusive club which I observed with awe from a safe distance, never daring to step fully inside, until I met Sir. 

A mixture of caution, fear and culture-laden guilt had prohibited me from dipping my toe into the waters of submission and immersing myself in the domain of BDSM. Taking the plunge from a one-night chat with Sir to regular contact, to regular meetings, has been one hell of a journey but also the most empowering decision I ever made. It's often hard to deal with the guilt and confusion of meeting society's ideals of being a ‘good girl', never mind the added pressure of being a ‘good Indian girl’. Finding the strength of self to explore a part of you that goes against everything you have been taught is not easy, but nothing is black and white or right and wrong. Luckily for us, life is a beautiful mulch of colour, with shades and layers - ours to explore.

I hope you enjoy Leni’s journey of exploration as she receives a mind-blowing introduction to the heady heights of BDSM. Written from the genuine perspective of an inexperienced Submissive, Leni’s first Taste of Submission will carry you blissfully through the angst, thrills and sentiments of that oh so delicious first encounter.
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‘Y

es Sir, I’m ready.’ It came out in a breathy whisper. I glanced at my bedroom door, as though I was bargaining with it to conceal my dirty little secret - a sliver of pale light peering through from the silent hallway. No signs of activity: Mum, Dad and Asha were clearly fast asleep.

‘Good girl, Sub. So this time tomorrow, you’ll be going to bed with a thoroughly thrashed ass and a well-used little cunt?’ His words travelled in strong waves: over the growing lump in my throat; rippling through my stomach; emanating in a pulsation which seemed to spread and cling between my thighs. ‘If you change your mind, you can say - anytime, Sub. Yes, I’ll be disappointed, but I want you to want this as much as I do.’

It had been a meagre six weeks since I had started chatting to Matt and although my body was ready and desperate to taste the reality of those words which had set my heart racing, night after night, the sensible, rational ‘Miss Kumar’ side of my brain was still convinced that he could be a serial killer. The image of neatly labelled, Leena-filled freezer bags came to mind. Why labelled? I don't know. A suppressed giggle escaped through my pressed lips as I contemplated my absurdity. 

‘No, Sir! I want this as much as you do, I promise! It’s Birlow Service Station, yeah? I have a meeting after school so I will probably get there about half five Sir, roughly. Is that ok?’ My words tumbled in a hurried cacophony, bowling any Lamb to the Slaughter-esque reservations firmly out of my mind.

‘That’s perfect, Sub. Don’t be any later though. No elaborate getting ready for me – I like natural, plus, I want to have you for as long as possible.’ I managed a quiet, yes sir, as my hand drifted to the elastic waistband of my black cotton knickers, fingers playing with the small satin bow in the centre. ‘Do you have any questions?’ he asked, very pragmatically.

The faint sound of a door closing and the gurgle of a toilet flushing, at the other end of the phone, reminded me that at forty-nine years of age, almost twenty years my senior, Matt had a whole other life: a wife, kids, a dog, a car, a home, a job. So, just as one worst-case scenario kindly exited my mind, a niggle of guilt sat firmly in its place, arms crossed, refusing to budge. I pulled my fingers away from my short, trimmed pubic hair, to the cool side of the duvet. He’d said to me a number of times that it wasn’t my guilt to carry but I couldn’t help but question, was I really the other woman? I didn’t want to be with him; it was just sex. Well, it was more than just sex but less than a relationship. Either way, it didn’t make it any better. 

I had been brought up surrounded by an army of strong women: my mum, my Aaji, three masis and two phobias, each of whom possessed a strong heart and a bold mind. Having a mum, a grandma and five aunts, with bountiful opinions, advice, and wisdom, you’re never going to get to adulthood without having a pearl or two thrust down your neck. 

On one hand, the women in my family shattered the stereotype of the ‘little Indian woman'. My sister and I always had a firm sense of self and appreciated the value of true feminism – equality.  I learnt from a young age that marriage was a partnership: both would work; both could cook, and children were raised together.

My parents had been married for thirty-six years: thirty-six long and happy years – no infidelity and no dramas. They were the poster couple for the typical, stable Indian family. Asha and I had always loved hearing the story of how our parents had met. It was a love match at a time when arranged marriages were far more common.

My dad, who had moved to England when he was just fourteen, was on holiday in Gujarat with his Mama. He was staying just four doors down from my mum and the first moment he had laid eyes on her, whilst she was reading under a shady tree in the back garden, he had said, ‘that is the girl I am going to marry.' And they lived happily ever after? Not quite! Mum refused to go out with Dad, the first three times he had asked. She wasn't interested in his funny accent or the foreign biscuits he kept on bringing her. He eventually invited himself around for afternoon tea, and then the next day, and the day after that, until Mum finally agreed to let him take her for hot and sticky, freshly fried jelabi – her favourite dessert. And once Dad had worked his charm, well the rest was history, of course.

Love and marriage were always held in high esteem – the gold standard and mark of ultimate success and happiness. And of course, love and sex were also treated indistinguishably. Sex was something to be cherished and saved for marriage. Whilst my friends were exploring boyfriends at school, I was pushed towards books. My heart sank into a pit of shame, as I imaged the disgust on my Mother’s face if she ever knew I was interfering with another woman’s marriage; butchering the code of sisterhood and undoing years of feminist progress.

Just stop, Leni, before you talk yourself out of this altogether – just stop. 

‘Sub – are you there? Do you have any questions?’ I rolled onto my side, away from my doubts, pressing my phone against my other ear.

‘Sorry Sir, I’m here.’ I sighed, glancing at the fuzzy red glow of the alarm clock in the dark. ‘Erm, no questions Sir, but... are you sure you want to meet me. Your wife...’ I couldn’t bring myself to finish.

‘I told you, Sub – we haven’t been intimate in a very long time now. Don’t worry about that.’ His words trailed off into an uncomfortable sigh which made me feel uneasy – I didn’t want to irritate him.

‘Thank you, Sir.’ I needed to fill the silence but I should have just quit whilst I was behind. ‘Oh and... you will go easy on me to start with Sir, please?’ I bit the inner edge of my lower lip in an attempt to keep my mouth from rattling on. ‘I mean, I haven’t had sex for a few years now, since Jay, and you know I don’t usually do the whole casual thing.’ My cheeks flushed a little as I reminded Sir of how inexperienced I was at all of this Dom/Sub stuff, as well as the fact that I hadn’t had full on sex since my last real boyfriend – two years and eight months ago. I shouldn’t have mentioned it. Why did I mention it?

‘I know – you’re a good girl.’ He paused with a second sigh – deeper than the last. Was he about to change his mind? Stupid Leni, why did you have to say all that? 

‘Sub, you know I’ll look after you. I’ll be fucking firm and demanding of you from the moment you walk into that hotel room but I won’t make it too much. You’re in safe hands, my girl.’ His voice softened ever so slightly. Ah, ‘my girl’ - the two words that firmly wiped any fear and guilt from my mind, replacing both with an inextricable desire to please Sir, to gain his affection and attention.

I closed my eyes and let his words infiltrate my thoughts, as my hand snaked back into my damp knickers, finding my swollen bead; fingers smoothing down, deep between my wet lips; imagining the heady pleasure of Sir’s rough touch. As pure lust and wanton desire coursed through my veins, I forgot all about the revealing crack of my bedroom door, the unwitting wife and that I fact that I had to endure a full day of teaching in just eight hours' time. None of it mattered, at that moment.

***
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SO I'D MANAGED TO MAKE it to break-time with the thought that in less than six hours, I'd be on my knees, naked; only three more lessons and a painful department meeting to go. My stomach was in knots – what was I thinking? As I sipped up as much warm comfort as instant coffee with low-fat whitener could bring, I checked my phone, hoping for a message from Sir. My mind wandered off into the hotel room that would form his dungeon for the evening.

Matt Jameson: No pic this morning, Sub. Disappointing. I think some obedience training is needed tonight. Remind you who you belong to xx

Oh shit. I’d
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