
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Fia’s Story

1 - Moral Behavior

 


Elliot Silvestri

 


Smashwords Edition

 


This is a work of fiction. All of the
characters, organizations, and events portrayed in this work are
products of the author’s imagination. Any similarity to real
persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the
author.

 


Fia’s Story 1 - Moral Behavior

An Erotic BDSM Consensual Slavery Novel

 


Copyright ©
2022
Green Bush Publishing

 


Second Edition

 


All rights reserved. No part of this work may
be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any electronic or
mechanical means, including photocopying, recording, or by any
information storage or retrieval system, without the written
permission of the publisher.

 


 


A Green Bush Publishing Book

 


 


Smashwords Edition, License Notes

 


This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If
you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not
purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com
and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work
of this author.

 


Contains adult material that might not be
suitable for all audiences. This work is a fantasy, but in your own
life be sure to follow safer sex practices. All characters depicted
in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.

 


 


Contents

Chapter
1

Chapter
2

Chapter
3

Chapter
4

Chapter
5

 


 


Preview

About the Author


Chapter 1




“Do you want to be my slave
girl?”

Fia stopped moving atop George’s
body.

“What?” she asked. She understood the
words but wasn’t sure if he was just engaging in some bawdy
talk.

“Do you want to be my slave girl,” her
boyfriend repeated.

George wasn’t the usual sort of guy
she dated, but Fia didn’t really have a usual sort of guy she dated
other than maybe lasting a few months and then ending the
relationship. She hadn’t really connected with anyone since
college. It was just dating and sex.

It always involved sex.

“You mean you want me to be submissive
for you?” Fia was fine with that. She preferred her partner to take
control in bed. Although she was riding his cock at the moment,
George had never had trouble making her do exactly what he wanted
in bed. She was happy to do so.

“Yes,” he told her and reached for her
small breasts. Her hands were on his chest, helping support herself
as she pumped her hips up and down, but when he reached up for her,
he pushed aside her hands forcing her to balance a little
more.

His fingers caught her small nipples
and she shivered. He didn’t pinch, not yet. But she anticipated it.
She wanted him to pinch her nipples. She couldn’t wait for
it.

Fia shivered and started riding his
cock again. “What do you want…exactly,” she asked as her dark red
hair fell into her face. She was leaning forward more than she
could, mashing her breasts into his hands, but she wanted that
little thrill of pain.

“I want you to be submissive for me. I
want you to do everything I ask. I want you to wear a collar for
me.”

She liked that his answer was direct
and concrete. The last guy she had fucked, Jason, was a bore in bed
mostly because he didn’t know how to ask for what he
wanted.

Still, the last request made her stop
moving again. George didn’t hate that. He knew how he had to entice
her, seduce her, tempt her so she couldn’t say no. Stopping in the
middle of sex once was more than worth it when it paid
off.

“Make me wear a collar?” Fia
asked.

That was too far for her.

“Yes. You’ll look so sexy in
one.”

“I don’t think
I’m
into that sort of sex,” she said. Fia could feel
George’s cock throbbing inside her pussy. Maybe some of that was
her pussy, but still. She wasn’t going to be choked by anyone. She
might be into some kinky stuff, but when sex threatened her life,
that was too far. “I’m not going to let you choke me and beat me.
I’m not into that.”

George pulled his hands from her
breasts and put them on her hips. He looked up into her brilliant
green eyes. He felt incredibly fortuitous to have Fia with her red
hair and green eyes and pale skin and freckles on her nose and
cheeks and shoulders. She was an incredibly rare
specimen.

“I don’t want to hurt you. I want to
make sex better for you…and me. I’m not going to choke
you.”

Fia shivered. It wasn’t the good sort
of shiver she often felt before orgasm. It was a shiver of fear. “I
don’t think that’s for me. Can we just have regular sex right
now?”

He didn’t answer her. Instead he
rolled her body off his. While she was no tiny waif, next to him
she always felt small. It wasn’t like he was a bodybuilder—he
worked in finance—but he certainly had time to go to the gym and
work out his trim physique.

At first she thought he was just going
to fuck her missionary and be done with it. She was wrong…and
disappointed when he instead got out of his bed and went to the
large armoire on the far side of the room.

“What are you doing?” she called to
him and at the same time she admired his muscular buttocks and
legs. Unable to help herself, since she was interrupted during some
particularly good sex, Fia put a hand to her pussy and rubbed
herself while watching him.

George knew exactly where to go to
retrieve a small velvet box. It was the sort of box one would get
from a jeweler but he had promised her a collar.

“A collar,” he said, opening the box
and displaying the contents to her.

There were actually two collars in the
box.

One was more akin to a choker
necklace. It was made from silver and flashed in the light. The
basic design was several strands of silver woven together. She
could see right away that it would be tight around her
neck.

The necklace was fine. She would wear
it happily.

It was the second object in the box
that scared her.

And excited her.

It was roughly the same size as the
silver necklace, but was made of black leather. There was a low
luster to the leather and it had a silver buckle to hold it closed.
There was a thick silver ring at the front of the choker. Fia knew
what that was for and it scared her.

And it excited her even
more.

“It’s pretty,” she said, not thinking
about what she was saying.

“I’m glad you like it. The black
collar is for the bedroom. The silver one is for when you are out
in public.”

Fia giggled nervously. She didn’t like
her response but it seemed so formal, like there were special
rules.

“Would you like to put it on?” George
asked.

Fia didn’t know how to react. She was
torn between wanting to wear it and knowing what it meant…and what
it might lead to.

She stretched out her hand, and then
pulled it back. “I want to but…”

“You’re scared,” he finished for
her.

She nodded.

“You can take it off anytime you want.
It’s just a game. When the game stops being fun, you stop playing
it by taking off the collar.”

Once more Fia reached for the collar.
She wanted to put it on, but it was too much. Torn between asking
George to put it on and putting it on herself, she instead took a
different tack.

“What do you want to do to
me?”

“I want to fuck you. Make love to you.
I need you to suck my cock and swallow my cum. I want to tie you up
and fuck you until you’re screaming from cumming too much. I want
you to do everything for me. I want to own you and control you and
you get to decide when we stop.” He gave her a quick kiss. “Put the
collar on and tell me that I own you.”

It was just a game, she told herself.
Just a silly sex game. A serious sex game. It would be exciting and
no one but her and George would know.

Pointing to the silver necklace she
asked, “Do I have to wear that one too?”

“Whenever you’re outside my place, you
have to wear it. How is everyone supposed to know you’re my slave
girl if you don’t?”

It was a ridiculous question. The
silver necklace was just ornamental. It didn’t scream “I’m a
possession” or “I’m a slave”. It was a pretty piece of jewelry she
could wear anywhere.

It even fit her overall aesthetic.
Besides, how was anyone to know what it meant to her and
George?

And she wouldn’t even have to wear it
all the time. Just when she wanted.

Steeling herself, Fia picked up the
black collar and brought it up to her neck. There she proceeded to
fumble with her hair and the buckle.

“Fuck,” she cursed under her
breath.

“Here,” said George, putting the
velvet box down on the floor.

Fia tried not to think about what it
meant to have him buckle the collar around her neck.

It was like it had been perfectly
sized for her, but she knew that wasn’t the case. It had multiple
settings for the buckle and it had to be a consumer product. It
wasn’t a custom made item. How would George even know her neck
size?

“You look incredible,” he told
her.

Hating herself, Fia giggled nervously.
“I’m wearing more clothing than you are,” she pointed out. Somehow
showing the ridiculousness of the situation was what was needed.
They were both naked…except she had on the collar and two rings and
her earrings.

George was completely
naked.

He pulled her back to the bed, putting
her on her back. His cock was still hard. Or maybe it had gotten
hard again when he had put the collar on her.

Either way, she welcomed the way his
cock penetrated her.

He didn’t make her do anything with
the collar, just wear it while they had sex.

The sex was good. He made her cum a
couple of times before he finished.

Fia was disappointed he didn’t ask her
to do more.

 



Chapter 2


Fia was trying to finish the
commission in front of her on the tablet while talking to her
mother, never a good idea. Their relationship had been strained
ever since she had graduated from college. It had been five years
and Fia wished that her mother would just give up on the dream of
her daughter becoming a lawyer or doctor.

Fia was quite happy making her living,
for the moment, as a commission artist. Yes, sometimes she had to
create furry art for some of the freakier people on the internet.
Most of her commissions were family portraits done in a distinct
art style. When she was honest with herself, the legit commissions
were more akin to just over a third of her work. Another third were
animal portraits. She made a small amount of money from her
original artworks, digital watercolors for the most part. And then
there was the furry porn.

The furry porn was a pain in the ass
to deal with but it paid so well.

“How’s your latest beau?” asked Fia’s
mother.

It was all Fia could do to not hang up
on her mother. “He’s fine.”

“How long have you been seeing
him?”

“Three months, Mom.” Fia’s tone was
snippy and she knew it.

“You don’t have to be short with
me.”

Fia took in a breath and touched the
silver choker around her neck. It took some getting used to, but
she was starting to like
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