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Nisha’s Taste of Submission: Darkest Kink

Stifle fear and rouse your deepest desires.

Carve a playground in which to feed your curiosity

and simply take the plunge.
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N

isha’s story explores the wild yearning and choked desires of a Submissive who desperately craves a firmer, and altogether darker, taste of submission. As the third instalment in the series, this tale represents so much of where I am now in my journey, two and a half years after my very first BDSM session with my adored Dom (check out my first story, The Good Indian Girl.) 

It’s impossible to pinpoint exactly when it happened but it was a significant moment for me when I recognised that I genuinely trusted Sir, wholly and completely. As I wrote Darkest Kink, I enjoyed the fact that Nisha’s thoughts and feelings starkly contrasted with those of Leni in The Good Indian Girl. So many of the fears and insecurities I had felt during those early days of exploration had somehow - and somewhere along the way - just melted into insignificance. Sir had built trust between us with his kindness, patience and care, and it marked the way for us to enjoy rougher, firmer, filthier sessions, and to bring to life some of our naughtier desires. One of the most exciting parts of the last year has definitely been sharing and exploring new fantasies with Sir, and with each session, pushing our experiences to dizzying new heights.

Darkest Kink follows an experienced submissive as she tentatively reveals, to her dominant, her desire for consensual non-consent play. Nisha thrives on the pleasure of being pinned under Sir’s strong body with nowhere to run; she aches to relinquish every ounce of control and to submit completely to her master. As her dominant sets the wheels in motion and brings her most depraved vision to life, how will the reality of receiving such brutal treatment compare to the clit-trembling, debauched fantasy which she has longed for but resisted for so many years?
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Y

ou have reached your destination. I pulled forward, through a shrouded arch of burnt orange and auburn leaves, crunching sand and gravel beneath my tyres. A wave of nausea washed over me as I slipped down into first gear and scanned the towering hedges around the perimeter of the secluded carpark. Pulling slowly into a parking space, I turned the key in the ignition; light and sound drained, throwing an eerie stillness into the space around me. I glanced around; shadows danced in far corners, toying and twisting with my desires. I was early but I wondered if he was early too - watching and waiting. My eyes climbed the thick trunk of the old oak tree that stood at the far side of the disused carpark. I continued along the branches, to the spindly tips, and the silver crescent of the moon appeared from behind a smudge of cloud, casting a cool light over the bonnet of my car. Ahead of me, three black and yellow bollards blocked the exit, leaving only one way in and only one way out. There was no backing out now.

Leaning over to the passenger side, I prepared my overnight bag, as per his request: handbag inside and phone on silent, making sure everything was fully zipped and tightly secured. Just the way he likes me – a smirk spread across my face in response to the fleeting thought -tightly secured with nowhere to run and nowhere to hide. My entire body clenched and ached with nerves. I wanted to text him, so desperately – I knew he would calm me down in a heartbeat but we had decided on zero contact. Maybe I should ring Aarav instead? I wondered. I loved my husband to pieces but if I called him now then I would have to explain myself. He wouldn’t understand and then he would spend all weekend worrying; I couldn’t do that to him. I had to be brave.

I tried sifting my nerves into rationality but it was no use – my stomach was twisting and knotting. I needed air. Throwing open the driver’s door, I gulped down mouthfuls of cool autumn air and let the breeze caress my bare arms and legs, in an attempt to calm myself down. The sound of my heartbeat emanated from my chest, thudding with vivacity. I swivelled my legs to the side, nervously jostling them and digging the stiletto heels of my black-suede sandals into the dust. I tugged a frayed thread on the hem of my denim skirt, tiptoeing and tensing my calves. My eyes scanned up and down my body – thighs, torso, and forearms. Had it not been for the beauty-spot that sat half-way up the outer edge of my left thigh, I could have sworn I was in somebody else’s body. How could Nisha Chaudhary - wife, mother, discerning solicitor - have made it this far down the road of submission?

Removing the keys from the ignition slot, I toyed with the dangling red Om keyring, rotating it between my thumb and forefinger. I thought back to last Diwali when Diya had given it to me – I wondered what she would be doing right now – whether Aarav would have managed to get her to sleep by now or whether she would be running rings around him. I wondered if he would have given her the bhinda nu shaak and rotlis I cooked this afternoon, or whether he would have ordered pizza - definitely pizza. A nubbin of guilt tried to sprout from my thoughts but I suppressed it. Compartmentalising my life was the only way to make this work. I kissed my family goodnight, leaving Nisha - wife and mother - firmly behind. Nisha - the cock-hungry, obedient submissive - was more than ready to come out to play and I had to let her.

Pulling the black and white striped holdall over the gearstick, I slipped out of the car and locked it, zipping my keys away before dumping the bag on the bonnet. I had over twenty minutes left to kill – time was dragging its heels and it was making me needier than ever. Glancing around the entirety of the deserted car park, three times, I was confident it was empty. The sweet scent of my wet, sticky cunt captured my attention, luring my fingers up my skirt towards my white cotton knickers. He always loved the taste of my arousal smeared across my fingers; plus, I was alone so why not? I leaned against the side of the car and closed my eyes lightly, concentrating on the contrasting sensation of heat radiating from between my thighs and the breeze that pulled the hairs on my arms to attention. I focused on the powdery softness of the thin skin between my legs, gathering the gusset of my knickers to one slide and sliding my fingers against the puffy warmth of my cunt-lips. An unexpected moan slipped from my lips as I opened myself slightly with two fingers, coating myself in my own clear nectar. I imagined his fingers in place of mine, wider and rougher, as I moved them over my swollen, throbbing clit. With each long, tantalising stroke, my fears melted into desire, fuelling a succession of rapid, circular movements around my needy bud. I parted my thighs further, desperate for better access. Imagining all of the wonders that the night had in store for me, I felt my mind whip away from reality in a frenzy of hope and excitement. At that moment, I didn’t care an ounce for the rules; I just needed to cum.  

“Whore...” The growl of that single word tore through my ecstasy and pulled me back to the menacing darkness around me; the moon was veiled behind a mantle of sombre, slate-grey cloud. I yelled out with all my might and whipped my head towards the imperious voice; however, I heard nothing but a whimper leave my body
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