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~~~Chapter 1~~~




Erin Goes Out




The evening breeze was cool, and getting colder the longer the reserved red-head stood in line. Erin was thankful she’d decided to wear the black, wool-blend top coat which hung below her knees. Hard to believe the temperature that day had peaked in the nineties. It had since dropped into the sixties, and there she stood shivering. Typical, crazy Texas weather for you, she thought. She’d be able to coat-check the outer layer once inside, but for now, it warmed her legs, arms, and back, which were left bare by the slip of a dress she’d worn.

The patent-leather, open-toed heels were beginning to hurt Erin’s feet and her nipples were becoming numb from their adornments. She sighed and glanced at her watch to find that she’d been standing in line for forty-five minutes. The wait was due to the surprising size of the crowd vying for their turn to get in; although if she were honest with herself, Erin shouldn’t have been surprised. It was the most exclusive club of the BDSM kind in the immediate area, and it held ‘no membership needed’ nights just once a month. She shifted between her feet and tried to be discreet when she brushed her arms across her chest. A small gasp rushed out when the numbness gave way to a flash of delectable, searing heat.

It had been eight months since she’d moved to the area just four months after gaining her freedom. She’d attempted to live a normal life back in California, but Erin soon realized there were too many reminders to continue existing with any sense of normality, and she decided a fresh start was in order.

To carry out that decision Erin had done what any newly-single, young bure with a secret would do: opened the road atlas showing the map of the country, closed her green eyes, wiggled her finger around in circles, and dropped it. The next morning found her packing the few belongings that mattered, taking a last glance around to assure herself that the choice was all right – he wasn’t going to stop her – then heading to the bus station where she paid cash for her ticket, left without a trace, and bound for Dallas.

Erin had spent the last six months researching clubs in her spare time whenever she could work up the nerve. The more time that passed, the more Erin came to realize she just couldn’t ignore the kinky side of herself any longer. She was scared out of her mind, yet knew she needed to get back into the lifestyle – craved it even. Anxiety became her constant companion, she wasn’t sleeping, and she couldn’t focus on work. The few times she’d attempted to pleasure herself had been failures. Anytime she would get close, visions of him flashed through her mind halting all progress. Yet she needed to serve – to submit. She was pretty sure it was in the chemical make-up of her brain to be a submissive.

Another chill wracked Erin’s petite body causing her to question the intelligence of standing in the cold night air much longer. At least the movement gave her some relief when her breasts brushed against the satin lining of her coat. Ready to give up and go home, she reconsidered when the ladies in line around her began murmuring with excitement. A whiff of something intoxicating wafted up her nose, and she risked a shy glance up to see a retreating backside. A man of respectable height with thick, wavy, dark-brown hair, maybe black – it was hard to tell in the dim street lights – was walking to the front of the line. He stopped to talk with the bouncer, and she couldn’t resist hoping that he would turn around so she could get a gander at his face.

He chose that moment to look her way. A mere fifteen feet separated them, but it felt like everyone and everything disappeared. The man was either tanned or darker due to his genes, Greek heritage perhaps? She found herself caught in his piercing sienna stare and couldn’t breathe. A moment later she remembered her place and lowered her gaze, but not before Erin thought she saw an amused grin form on his ruggedly handsome face.

Erin now contemplated whether it had been a bad choice to have foregone her panties. Arousal built inside her, uncurling and stretching like a cat waking from a nap. The electricity that crackled around her confirmed she’d made the right choice in coming tonight.

A tap on the shoulder startled Erin. She looked up into the smiling face of the bouncer. He seemed harmless enough with his preppy-cut, light-brown hair and mischievous, blue eyes, but his height and clear muscle tone suggested that he wasn’t a person you wanted to anger.

“Ma’am, would you like to come inside?”

Erin nodded her head, which was too fuzzy to form coherent words, and followed him to the front of the line. He unclipped the rope barrier, gesturing for her to pass to a cacophony of dissatisfied groans from the women whom she had just been escorted ahead of.

“Have a pleasant evening, pretty lady.” He winked at her.

Erin found herself standing up even straighter at his compliment, a little of the weight she’d carried rolling off her back. She took a tentative step forward into the dim entryway, stopping to let her eyes adjust, and appreciate the warmth that wrapped around her. Her ears couldn’t hear the music, but she could feel the bass reverberating through the floor, up her legs, and ending by pulsing in her tender nipples.

“Good evening. Welcome to Dungeons and Dreams,” a smoky voice drew her attention to the corner.

Erin pivoted and took a couple of steps forward. Soon her eyes adjusted, allowing her to make out a stout woman dressed in what could best be described as gypsy fare: a gauzy blouse paired with an overabundance of jingling bracelets and a brightly-colored scarf wrapped around her head. The woman stood behind a counter to the right of the door.

“Thank you,” Erin gave a polite reply with a slight catch to her voice. She seemed to still be under the effect of the stranger from outside.

“Come forward, dear. I am Angelique. You are?” She held her hand out toward Erin, who shook it without hesitation.

“Catherine, but I go by Erin. Unless . . . well, unless I’m in the playroom,” she responded with an unnatural murmur due to her nerves.

Angelique let out a deep, throaty laugh. “Well, Erin, welcome. May I take your coat?”

Erin nodded and slipped the coat off, feeling Angelique appraising her when she handed it to her.

“Mm, you are lovely, dear. Tell me, is this your first time? I don’t believe I’ve seen you here before, and I’m sure I would remember you.” She licked her lips.

“I’m pretty new to the area, so yes, this is my first time.”

“I see.” Angelique’s finger tapped against her lip as she thought for a moment. “Well, let’s get you checked in so you can start your evening, shall we?”

“Thank you.” Erin’s nerves began to settle with the friendliness of Angelique’s disposition.

“First thing, Erin, I need a current STD report dated within the last two weeks, a photo ID, and your seventy-five dollar cover charge.”

Once Erin had provided her with the requested report, along with her credit card and driver’s license, Angelique opened a large register and handed her a pen.

“Please sign your full name and status into our guest log.”

“Sorry, status?” Erin questioned.

“Yes, dear. We color code our guests. It lets everyone inside know in which way will be acceptable to approach you,” Angelique explained. “I need to know if you are a Domme or submissive, trained or not, available or not, that kind of thing.” She laughed again, and the sound caused a shiver to run down Erin’s spine.

“Oh, of course.” 

Erin nodded taking the pen from Angelique’s outstretched hand. 

She’d read about it on their website. It was part of why she’d chosen to come here in fact. The pen flowed seamlessly over the old-fashioned log when she signed in: Catherine O’Chancey, available, trained submissive. Taking a deep breath, Erin laid the pen back down. This was going to happen again for real.

“Can I ask why the old pen and paper way, Angelique?”

“Of course, dear. It is to protect your privacy from computer hackers, and to protect us from being accused of setting you up in an unclear position. No one but trusted staff has access to these records.”

The explanation made sense to Catherine so she nodded and smiled.

“Here you go, pretty Erin.” Angelique handed her a purple band, which she slipped onto her wrist. “This will let the people beyond those doors know that you are an experienced guest who is here looking to play. Normal rules of play are in effect. You may decline any advances without fear of consequence due to your guest status. The color safe-word system is in place if you do choose to play tonight. If they are club members, the Sirs and Ma’ams will be wearing green bands, yellow bands if they are a guest. They are aware of proper activity areas and club etiquette, and had to provide the same proof of cleanliness as you. If you should require assistance at any time this evening – for anything – you are free to ask any of the dungeon masters who wander the club. They’ll be in black pants and a white shirt with the club logo over the pocket – just like Warren was wearing outside. Do you have any questions?”

Erin thought for a moment and then replied, “No, ma’am. I think you have covered everything.” Her adrenaline began racing through her while her excitement spiked.

“Alright, just a little more paperwork, and then you can be on your way. I need your signature on this confidentiality form. It’s a basic agreement that states anything you see or hear beyond these doors will not be discussed in any way with the general public, media included.”

Skimming over the agreement, Erin ensured it was the same one she’d studied in detail on their website. Finding no discrepancies, she signed, her heart rate further accelerating in anticipation.

Angelique smiled, and Erin wondered if she could hear her heart trying to beat its way out of her chest.

“Relax, dear. We offer a warm atmosphere under the ‘Safe, Sane, Consensual’ motto. Nothing will happen tonight that you don’t want.” Angelique came around the counter and opened the interior door. “Pleasant dreams, Catherine.” She waved her arm, indicating Erin should step inside.

Erin straightened her back. The tender nipples she’d all but forgotten in the excitement of getting through the doors throbbed, reminding her of their presence. When she entered the club’s inner sanctum, it was with a slow sureness while the door closed behind her with a dull echo. The music was just loud enough to recognize the song without it being deafening. Conversation would be easy enough to manage with no need to lean into the other person and yell. Couples swayed on the dance floor, their bodies writhing in hypnotic tandem to the music. The feeling of the rhythm soaked into her limbs.

Private sitting areas were scattered around the room with one or two recliners and a table for drinks to each section. Most of those were occupied. Both males and females knelt next to their Masters with their heads resting against thighs. In the sitting area closest to Erin, a female submissive was pleasuring her Master with her mouth while he carried on a conversation with the Domme in the seat next to him. The soft slurping noises being emitted were ignored by both Masters. 

The sight made Erin vibrate with longing.

Erin gravitated toward the open bar on the left side of the room when she decided a little liquid courage might do her good; help relax her nerves. According to the website submissives were allowed one drink at the bar. The wristband would be hole-punched when the drink had been collected. Sirs and Ma’ams were not allowed alcoholic beverages on the premises for the safety of the submissives. Another reason she’d chosen the club. Drinking and playing could prove to be a bad combination; Erin could attest to that from personal experience.

Following protocol with a lowered gaze, Erin didn’t see the man with the spiky, blue hair that had stepped in front of her until she bumped into him.

“Oof!” She caught herself, and glanced up into steely eyes in a childlike face – complete with pimples – which made Erin wonder if he was even old enough to be in there. “Sorry, Sir. This girl was not watching where she was going,” Erin offered, and was surprised by how easy – how right – the old habits felt.

“No worries, beautiful,” he leered at her. “But how about you come with me to a private room and show me how sorry you are?” He did that disgusting tongue-in-cheek motion, paired with a distracting eye twitch, and Erin had to fight a laugh at his attempt at a pickup.

She noticed the yellow band and wondered if he’d be invited back anytime soon.

“Thank you for the offer, Sir,” she said while her gaze returned to the floor, “but this girl wishes to decline.” She side-stepped around him and kept walking toward the bar, hearing him holler after her, “Just ask for Master Dominick if you change your mind!”

“Isn’t he just dreamy?” came the scratchy voice of the bartender when Erin stepped up to the length of high-glossed, polished wood.

With a cursory glance up and down the bar, Erin noticed there were O-rings mounted along it every three feet. Their purpose made clear by the blonde who stood at her Dom’s side with a length of chain descending from her neck that tethered to one of the rings.

“Too bad employees aren’t allowed to date the clientele,” the bartender sighed and leaned into her hand propping her elbow on the counter top.

“Uh, yeah, too bad,” Erin replied, pulling her gaze from the way the blonde’s Dom fondled her breasts with an absentminded touch while he was deep in discussion with the leather-clad man standing in front of him.

“So —” 

The scratchy voice didn’t match the perky, grinning girl behind the bar. 

“Welcome to D and D! I’m Natalie Brown – Natty to the regulars. What can I getcha tonight?”

“A glass of ice wine, please.” Erin requested. “If I have a one drink limit, I might as well make it a good one!” She laughed.

“I like the way you think, sweetie,” Natalie rasped.

If Erin had to guess, her money would be that the girl was a heavy smoker. Natalie’s short, brunette curls bounced while she bobbed her head along to the music and poured Erin’s wine after retrieving the bottle from the chiller.

Erin gave her thanks after her wristband had been punched, took the glass, and walked over to the edge of the dance floor where she found an open spot next to a column to lean against. From her position, she could take her time looking around – and get in a much needed arm brush over her breasts. She was going to need to think about finding the restroom before too much longer and taking off the nipple clamps.

The theme of the club’s décor was evident by its name. Cinder blocks made up the walls while the floor was a mixture of sealed concrete slabs and reclaimed hardwoods – dark and rich with age. Like with the bar, O-rings could be seen in random places: table edges, the floor, and the walls. Some had submissives attached. The furniture she could see: wide chairs, benches, stools, and tables – were all covered with leather and finished with bold rivet work. 

Human-sized birdcages hung from the ceiling. The one nearest to Erin had a blindfolded man strapped in with steel manacles. His humiliation being furthered by the contraption affixed to his balls. They were purple and swollen much like his cock, which betrayed him. He loved the situation he was in.

The deep-bass, erotic rhythm of Sadeness was just fading to a close over the speakers. Erin closed her eyes wanting to just feel the room and the atmosphere. She wanted to soak it in and get high off the arousal tainting the air around her.

Erin began swaying side-to-side while listening to the primal grunts that trickled out of the dark recesses of the room. Another song came on changing the tempo to something faster, encouraging her to put more movement in her shoulders and hips. The silky fabric of her designer, red dress slid across her unencumbered breasts, dragging over the clamps, and creating a relieving tug as the blood flowed back to her peaks. Red jewels pinched her nipples while a connecting gold-chain draped across her low-cut neckline, giving the appearance of being part of the dress.

It had been almost a year since Erin’s nipples had endured any kind of pain so they were extra sensitive and needy. She’d worked herself up to the point of stifling a low, private moan when a warm hand wrapped around her empty one and began lifting it. Her eyes shot open while lips brushed across her knuckles. 

The mystery man from outside. 

He took the almost full wine glass from her hand and set it on the tray of a passing waiter. 

His rich, commanding voice floated around Erin and she was done for. 

“Follow me, slut. I want to see you come.”

“As you wish, Sir.”








~~~Chapter 2~~~




Jayden’s on the Prowl




He almost didn’t come tonight considering he hadn’t had any luck in the last three months. The class of women that were now showing up to these ‘open door’ nights were nothing more than scatter-brained girls who thought they wanted a little slap and tickle – one-nighters. Fuck that shit. Jayden needed a woman with some pain tolerance. One that found true pleasure in the pain that he could inflict.

He had Samantha to help fulfill his need to dominate, but her pain threshold wasn’t at the level he would like. Her role was that of a fill-in submissive – nothing else. For this reason, he never brought Samantha to his home. In fact, it was because of her that he’d had the playroom off of his office constructed. Even within his secret lifestyle, Jayden liked to have options. Variety was the spice of life and all that.

At the final hour after a long, stressful week in which Samantha had been on vacation, he’d decided what the hell and thrown on a casual outfit: his favorite loose, low-slung jeans and a tight-fitting, crème-colored Henley with the sleeves pushed up to his elbows. The crème was a striking contrast against his bronze-hued skin and brown eyes – he knew this, and that it defined his physique quite well. What was the point of spending hours in the gym if you weren’t going to show off the results? Jayden finished the outfit with his well-worn, oxblood red Doc Martin boots.

His chauffeur-cum-right-hand man drove him to the club in companionable silence. Letting himself out of the car, Jayden informed Micah he’d text when he was ready to head home. 	

“Yes, Sir.” Micah nodded, and his frosted brown locks fell into his blue eyes before he pulled away from the curb and back into traffic.

Turning around, Jayden took in the line of women waiting to get in. Was it possible that one of them could be what he was looking for? He sighed when he realized they all seemed to be in groups of two or three.

Well, shit, Jayden thought. This was going to be another wasted evening. The serious ones never came in groups. Since he was already there, Jayden figured he might as well go in and enjoy the music, and say hello to some of the members.

He was nearing the doors when Jayden felt the air buzzing. He glanced around trying to find what was calling to him. Nothing seemed out of the ordinary except the lone woman with the deep, red hair pulled into a high ponytail. She wore a long, black dress coat with black, leather stilettos on her feet. He could tell she had a petite frame in spite of the coat. Jayden was intrigued by the mere fact that she wasn’t letting everything hang out like the wannabes in line.

She glanced at her watch and sighed. Was she squirming too?

Hm, he wondered. Had she been in line long?

Jayden resumed his stride to the front of the line blocking out the whispering, noticing the stares, and pointing fingers. He just wanted to get inside where he knew for sure who shared the lifestyle with him, and who didn’t, as opposed to the gaggle of women who were eyeballing him like a piece of meat. A slow grin spread on his face when he imagined how they would react to this particular piece of meat biting back. Hard. 

Stopping to say, “Hello” to Warren, Jayden was about to go inside when he felt it again – that buzzing, like fingers reaching out and tickling the fine hairs on the back of his neck. He glanced back to find the woman in black looking straight at him. Her face was beautiful in its clean simplicity, and he was having trouble looking away.

She must have realized Jayden had caught her staring at him because she soon lowered her eyes to the ground. Her submissive reaction delighted him.

Ding, ding, ding, I think we might have a winner!

He leaned into Warren. “Hey, my man. Do me a favor, and escort the lady in the black coat to the front of the line. I think I’d like to meet her,” Jayden said, slipping a hefty tip into his hand and nodding toward the red head.

“You got it, Sir!” Warren replied and unclipped the barrier for Jayden to pass.

Jayden entered, nodding at Angelique while complimenting her new scarf. He took the green wristband she held out to him and pushed it onto his wrist.

“Have a good evening, Jayden,” she purred.

“I think I just might, Angelique.” His answer was distracted, his thoughts hanging on the enigmatic girl outside.

Jayden hurried into the inner chamber and positioned himself off to the side of the doors – in the shadows. He wanted to be able to watch the girl for a while before he approached her. There was also the matter of her wristband. He needed to see it. If the band wasn’t purple there would be no point. Jayden wasn’t interested in a submissive with no training. He didn’t have the time or the energy to dedicate to a green sub.

About ten minutes later the door opened, and he heard Angelique’s, “Pleasant dreams, Catherine.” He whispered the name and found that it rested on his tongue with ease and made his pulse quicken.

 When Catherine came through the door with a careful step, the air rushed out of Jayden. She stopped when the door closed behind her and threw her into darkness until her eyes adjusted. He could tell she was taking in the room, much like he was taking her in.

Catherine’s crimson dress stopped mid-thigh. The back opened all the way down to the dip in her spine just before her ass began to curve out declaring a lack of lingerie. The flesh was unmarked and flawless allowing him to envision how it would look flushed and perspiring under his attentions. 

She turned toward the bar and was now facing Jayden. The front of the dress also dipped quite low. What little top there was had been held in place by thin spaghetti straps. The fabric hung in a seductive drape over her curves. He could tell her breasts were tight and firm. They sat high despite her bra-less state.

Jayden let out a low hiss when he noticed the gold chain lying across her cleavage. His gut told him she’d meant for it to look a part of the dress, but his experienced eye could tell that it was behind the fabric, and from its location, he hoped what he was envisioning was true.

Jayden’s cock hardened at the possibility that this woman had clamped herself. He let his eyes sweep over her wrists, and grinned. There it was: the purple band.

He was about to step out of the shadows when she started walking forward. While he watched, she made her way toward the bar. When that idiot that called himself a Dom – Dominick Poles – stepped in front of her, Jayden almost lost his shit. 

She is mine, asshole, his mind screamed in silence.

He shifted his feet, moving closer so he could hear what they were saying. Jayden caught the end of Dominick’s words, something about “Show me how sorry you are,” followed by an immature gesture with his mouth. 

The exchange angered Jayden, and he knew he would be speaking to the management about Mr. Poles’s ability to return to the club. He was on the selection board, and he knew, without a doubt, that he would be voting against Mr. Poles being granted membership.

Jayden again fought the impulse to step in on her behalf. He was impressed by the way the entrancing woman was respectful and tactful while she put Dominick in his place by declining and stepping around him. He chuckled at the perplexed look on the wayward Dom’s face when she left him standing there.

Jayden’s eyes continued to follow her until she reached the bar, and the flirtatious Natalie. He watched in amusement while Catherine handled herself with dignity and collected what appeared to be a glass of ice wine. 

Interesting choice, he thought, sweet but powerful.

Jayden’s eyes trailed her careful movements while she made her way to the edge of the dance floor with her wine in hand. The fuck-me heels she wore forced her into a slinky sway that couldn’t be ignored while she glided across the room, and Jayden’s cock punched at his jeans again.

The music changed to one of his favorite songs, and Catherine began dancing in place. 

That was his undoing. Jayden had to have this woman – here, tonight.

He stepped in front of her and was surprised to find her eyes closed while her body moved pendulum-like to the music. Extending his arm, he took Catherine’s empty hand in his, raised it to his lips, and then grazed her knuckles with light kisses.

Her eyes flew open mesmerizing Jayden by their emerald color. Even in the dark of the room, he could tell how vibrant they were. He imagined that in full light they would be distracting in the extreme, in addition to making him question the usual desire he had to blindfold his subs.

Before she could drop her wine glass, he removed it and set it on the tray of a passing waiter. Her lips parted in a slight gasp when Jayden leaned in and whispered the first words that came to mind with his tone taking on an automatic controlling tenor.

He had to wait, but a moment later, he was rewarded with her breathy, “As you wish, Sir.”

Those first words from her mouth hit Jayden like a wrecking ball causing him to look her over with a closer eye. The accent, the skin tone complete with a light dusting of freckles across her nose and cheeks, even the stereotypical red hair and green eyes left no doubt in his mind that she bore an Irish heritage. This aroused and intrigued Jayden — so did the uncharacteristic way that he wanted to keep hold of her hand. 

Wanting to test her claim of being trained, he convinced himself to release her hand and turned to walk toward the far side of the dance floor. When he reached the hall that led to the private rooms, Jayden paused and glanced over his left shoulder. She was about two feet back with her gaze lowered. Perfect.

They proceeded down the hall until they reached the door to Jayden’s favorite room. He nodded at Steven, the attendant on duty, and collected the key to the room once he’d scrawled his name on the sign-in sheet. Jayden stepped in and to the right after unlocking the door.

Catherine followed and proceeded to the middle of the room before stopping. She dropped to her knees and placed her hands palms up on her thighs. Her gaze stayed down the whole time. Shutting and locking the door, he hung the key on the hook installed for that reason, and then turned to her with a smile.

Jayden took his time letting his practiced eyes peruse her form. Her posture was straight and sure. The width of her stance and placement of her hands were exact. Her breathing was steady. There was no question in his mind; she’d been trained.

The Dom kicked off his shoes and pulled his shirt off before walking over and kneeling behind her. Pushing her long ponytail off her back and over her shoulder, he leaned in and placed a kiss on her shoulder.

“Hello, Catherine,” he purred into her ear.

She tensed a bit. Surprised that he knew her name?

He slipped one of her shoes off and set it to the side. Kissing her neck from behind, he whispered, “You may call me Sir for tonight,” and then removed her other shoe.

“Thank you, Sir.”

Jayden continued leaving soft kisses across her shoulder blades while slipping the straps to her dress off one at a time. The straps caught on her upper arms preventing the dress from freeing her tits and placing her in a state of loose bondage. He pressed his chest to her back so he could reach over her and drag his nails from her collarbone down over the curves of her breasts catching and pushing the dress material free.

His dick hardened more than it had in months as he confirmed that she was indeed wearing nipple clamps. Jayden groaned.

The small gasp that fell from her lips delighted him when he gave a gentle pull on the chain. “Tell me, Catherine. What are your hard limits?”

Some submissives had a very long list of hard limits. If they were compatible with Jayden that list was much shorter. Jayden wanted to jump in and play right then, with no more formalities hindering his ravaging of Catherine. This woman had his heart beating and his cock throbbing like a horny schoolboy. However, he knew that he needed some basic information before that could happen. If tonight went well, he would invite her to meet with him to do a full disclosure interview of her past experiences, limits, health history, and contract review. 

He released the chain so that she could focus on her answer.

She exhaled a ragged breath and began. “Canes, blood play, bestiality, golden showers, and scat play,” she stated, then added in a softer tone, “and extreme pain, Sir.”

Jayden waited for Catherine to continue. After a minute of silence from her, shock overtook him, then elation that her limits were the same as his – except for the canes. Perhaps with time, he would be able to open her mind to them more thorough knowledge and training.

“Is that all?” Jayden’s tone was incredulous when he asked, and he caught the small upward tilt of the corner of her mouth when Catherine tried to fight her smile.

“Aye, Sir.”

“Very good.” His body trilled again at her accent. He sucked on the back of her neck with a sharp pull on the gold chain. 

Catherine hissed and the sound went straight to his cock. 

“How long have you been wearing the clamps tonight, Catherine?” Jayden rubbed his nose along her jaw-line and up behind her ear taking in her scent. Close to half an hour had already elapsed since he’d first seen her outside in line so they would need to come off straight away no matter how long she’d had them on.

“This girl is not sure, Sir. She placed them just before leaving her house at seven-thirty this evening.”

A glance at the wall-mounted clock revealed that it was now nine-thirty pm. Holy shit, she’d been wearing them for two hours! An hour was the longest he’d ever left a sub in clamps before they couldn’t tolerate them anymore – and that had been for special occasions with strict supervision on his part since about twenty minutes of wear was the safe limit. Was it possible that Jayden had found the pain slut he craved?

“Hm. And how often do you wear them?” he inquired. Jayden was certain she wore them with regularity to have this kind of tolerance, right?

Catherine’s body curled in as if in defeat. She whispered, “This girl just got them yesterday, Sir, for tonight.”

That had Jayden’s full attention. 

Standing up he grabbed a chair from the corner of the room and placed it in front of her. He then sat with his knees spread so she was kneeling between them, and placed a finger under her chin to lift her face. 

Catherine’s gaze remained down.

“Look at me,” Jayden commanded. Once she had done as asked, he resumed his questioning. “When was the last time your nipples received any kind of torture or clamping, Catherine?”

“About a year, Sir,” she murmured.

What? How in the hell was this girl handling the clamps? Jayden blurted out his next question. “How long since you’ve been fucked?”

Catherine’s eyes went down again and she answered with a bleak, “The same, Sir.”

Her body language told Jayden there was definite history that would need to be discussed and his cock began to soften at the reality that perhaps they would not be playing tonight after all. Damn.

“And how long since you’ve orgasmed?” he asked with hesitant curiosity. These were all blunt questions to be sure, but expected topics of discussion in this lifestyle.

What was it about this girl – this gorgeous woman submitting before him – that was unveiling a softer side in him? He’d come here to fuck, not cuddle. Yet he found himself wanting to scoop her up into his arms, rock and caress her, and tell her that everything would be okay. What the hell?

Tears formed and threatened to fall from Catherine’s eyes while Jayden watched her lose her posture and wilt before him.

“I,” Catherine sniffled, and began again. “This girl does not remember, Sir.”

What. The. Fuck? What kind of sick bastard didn’t ensure that his submissive orgasmed? Unless perhaps Catherine had had a consistent issue with behavior and her releases had been withheld for training or punishment, somehow Jayden didn’t think this was the case.

“Shhh, Catherine,” he attempted to calm her while his palm caressed the side of her face. 

In the past if a submissive had crumbled like this, Jayden would have been done with her at once. He would have been able to have her get dressed and remove herself from the room, but not this time. 

This time Jayden was going to break routine with the fragile girl in his arms that he had a strange desire to never let go of. Instead of dismissing her, he chose to continue with the questions and begin the process of getting inside her head.

“How many Doms have you served?”

Perhaps Jayden had been wrong about her formal training. He supposed it was possible that she was just a natural submissive who had done some research on-line to understand how to pose and present herself – though he hoped that wasn’t the case.

“Please look at me when you answer,” he added with his voice taking on a soft edge.

Catherine raised her tear-brimmed, green eyes to Jayden. “Two, Sir.” 

Her answer was quiet and he cocked his eyebrow at her, indicating she should elaborate. 

“The first was Master Andrew, who had been firm, yet kind. He’d done most of this girl’s training and released her once he felt she was ready. His preference was to just train; his submissives no longer interested him once he had shaped them.” She took a shaky breath.

Jayden nodded. Some Dominants chose that route. For them the challenge, and thereby the pleasure, lay in the molding of a newbie to the lifestyle.

“And the second?” Jayden encouraged Catherine to continue.

Her body began to slump again, and he reminded her of his earlier command to look at him with a sharp, “Catherine.”

“Master S-Sp-Spencer,” she choked out, and then added with a cold, vehement hiss, “He’s dead.”

Jayden didn’t know the story – yet – but his instincts told him that Spencer was behind her list of hard limits. If not for whatever Spencer had done to her, Catherine might be open to anything.

Jayden had to consider with care, did he have the energy to devote to her? 

As he looked at her trembling jaw, the shallow heaving of her chest, and then into those soulful, emerald eyes he had his answer. 

Yes.

The first thing he needed to do was get her out of those clamps and make sure she had a mind blowing orgasm – if she’d allow him that honor.








~~~Chapter 3~~~




Catherine Has a Cane Reaction







Sir’s palm was warm on Catherine’s cheek. The warmth in his eyes when he looked over her face shocked her.

Catherine didn’t know what she’d expected to happen when she said his name out loud, but it had still taken all the courage she could muster. It wasn’t like uttering his name would bring him back from the dead. She knew this. Even so, it was the first time she’d allowed herself to think it – let alone say it – since leaving California.

Catherine didn’t even know the name of the man she knelt half-naked before, yet she felt safe with him for some unknown reason. The way Sir looked upon her told Catherine that he would never hurt her – more than what she wanted him to anyway.

“Catherine?” His soft voice called her back. “Do you want to play tonight?”

“Please, Sir, this girl needs it,” she begged.

“Very well then.” He sighed. “Only if you are sure.”

“Positive, Sir,” Catherine chirped while straightening her body back into its proper stance.

“You have no other hard limits I need to be aware of before we begin?”

 His words, and the way he looked at her caused a strange twinge in Catherine’s chest. She shook her head. “No, Sir.”

“Let me begin by telling you I’m a firm Dom, Catherine. I find pleasure in pain infliction. I enjoy my submissives’ gasps and cries, and I’ll push your limits. Never doubt that.” 

Catherine tensed at Sir’s words. 

Lowering his voice, he went on, “However, never doubt that your pleasure will always be my priority. Everything I do, in the end, will be to ensure both our mutual pleasures.” He leaned in and kissed her lips with tenderness.

The submissive’s eyes fluttered closed, and she sighed. The sigh turned into a surprised squeak when Sir released the clamps from her nipples with no warning.

“I think you’ve had those on long enough for tonight,” he said, and then rolled and tugged Catherine’s nipples between his expert fingers. “Your coloring is alarming. I much prefer a pleasant deep pink to an angry purple.”

Glancing down to watch his movements, Catherine hoped he was pleased to see the puffy flesh pinking up while the blood flow returned to her nipples under his ministrations. 

Sir kept working the neglected peaks until her sounds went from pained whimpers to tiny, begging mewls, and then with a final tug, he released her and sat back in his seat.

“Stand,” Sir ordered.

Catherine complied and her dress slipped from her body to gather around her feet in a shimmering scarlet puddle. She could feel his gaze devouring her almost translucent body and she shuddered. His touch was gentle when he leaned forward and took her ankle in his hand, lifting first one foot, and then the other before moving the dress out of the way.

Sir’s fingers trailed up her legs until he was near her sex. Teasing her at that point they traveled outward – rather than upward – around her hips to cup her ass. With a tight squeeze, he pulled her forward until Catherine could feel his hot breath on her freshly-shaved pussy.

Oh, please. Please lick me, Catherine thought.

His tongue flickered out and parted her labia, taking a languid lick. He growled out, “Fuck, you taste good, slut!”

Catherine felt her nipples tighten and her pussy become wetter.

“You will not come without permission, Catherine,” he instructed.

The familiar reminder unnecessary, but helpful to transport her deeper into that space in her head she longed to go. The command threw open the door to her submissive self.

“Aye, S-sir,” Catherine stammered.

He licked her again long and slow, and then he began lapping at her in earnest. His tongue made its way through her folds over and over again.

Spencer had never done this to Catherine, and while Andrew had done it, that had been just a few times in conjunction with her training. In her limited exposure, being pleasured with one’s mouth had never felt this exquisite.

When Sir sucked her clit between his lips and started flicking his tongue back and forth over her sensitive bud – causing her to buck – Catherine shouted out unable to contain herself.

“Oh, God. Sir! Please!”

He pulled back and grinned at her. “Please what, Catherine?” he teased, rubbing his smooth jaw over her inner thigh.

“Please, Sir. May this slut come!” she begged.

“Not yet. Hold it, Catherine. Control it,” he ordered.

Catherine found herself trying to do math problems in her head in a pathetic attempt at distraction. It was almost impossible to ignore what his magical tongue was doing to her given that it had been so long since she’d had any kind of release.

After ‘controlling’ herself for a couple of more minutes, she had to beg again. She wasn’t going to be able to fight it off, and the idea of disappointing him so soon appalled her.

“Please, Sir.” Catherine whimpered, “Please let this slut come. I . . . Shit! . . . This girl can’t control it any longer, Sir. Please!” she screamed.

With no warning, he pushed two fingers into her quivering pussy, tapping and stroking a hidden spot and gave the command. “Come for me now, Catherine!” His fingers slammed in and out of her, curling forward and caressing her g-spot on each outward stroke.

Her electrified body convulsed in his grip, and she let go. Catherine heard screaming and realized it had come from her just before everything went fuzzy and the room spun to the point that she had to close her eyes.

When she was able to open her eyes again, Catherine found herself being held in Sir’s lap while he sat on the chair. His brown eyes were sparkling, and he had a wide grin on his wet face.

Catherine blushed at the intimacy of the moment. 

“This girl is sorry, Sir. She dun know what happened.”

He laughed, and Catherine watched the line of his throat stretch while his Adam’s apple bobbed.

Her sex twitched in response to the visual stimulation.

“You fainted for a moment. I assure you that you have nothing to apologize for. You did so well. I’m quite impressed with your control after all this time, and I have to admit,” he looked sheepish, “that may have been one of the sexiest things I’ve witnessed.”

She was confused by his words, the bewilderment showing on her face when he laughed again.

“Catherine, I’ve dreamed of being able to make a woman squirt all over my face as you just did.” He licked his lips for emphasis.

She couldn’t hold the giggle that came out of her at the childish look on his face.

“You should be more relaxed now; how about we let the fun begin?” he asked.

Um, let it begin? Catherine was sure it already had. After what he had just done for her, she knew she would try to do anything he asked of her.

Catherine grinned at him. “Aye. Please, Sir!” she squealed.

He smiled at her enthusiasm and Catherine felt that weird twinge in her chest again.

“I want to play a little game with you, Catherine,” Sir said in husky tones while his hand rubbed lazy circles on her back.

“As you wish, Sir,” she whispered, finding it very difficult to breathe while she stared into the cocoa depths of his eyes.

“You’re going to stand, turn around, and present yourself over my lap. Anytime I request this position of you, I expect your cunt to be against my thigh. Your torso is long enough so that those gorgeous tits of yours should not be touching my other thigh. I want them free to swing from the impact of the warm-up spanking I’m going to give you. Hands will be behind your neck, thrusting those tits out for me. Position yourself, now.”

Catherine shivered at the force of his command and the shift in his tone. She recognized this voice; it was the voice of what she yearned for – a Master. He had never spanked her for pleasure, just punishment, and it had always been brutal. She knew from her time with Andrew that spankings could be pleasurable, and that was what her body and mind were craving. Catherine needed this to help wipe out the bad memories.

In nothing flat, she rose and stepped up to the outside of his thigh. With practiced ease, she placed her hands behind her neck and then bent at the waist to lower herself over his lap. He was sitting in a low chair so Catherine had to bend her knees and kneel in order to achieve the desired position. She gasped when he widened the spread of his thighs by a margin and pushed them against her sex.

“Very nice, slut,” he purred whilst his hand came up under her breasts to check the spacing.

Sir snapped the back of his hand against the underside of Catherine’s breasts and they swung forward, the movement going straight to her center. His other hand rubbed across her ass, tending it with a gentle kneading motion and squeezing it.

“I always give a warm-up spanking whether I’m going to be issuing a punishment or preparing my slut for impact play,” he began explaining at the same time his open palm came down over Catherine’s right cheek with an abrupt snap. 

It stung but soon faded into a warm tingle. 

“You will thank me.” He continued working her ass in silence, and her arousal built with the increasing heat in her backside.

Catherine felt a pressure being lifted from her heart and mind each time his hand made contact and her breathy, “Thank you, Sir,” dropped from her lips.

She didn’t know how many times he struck her, knocking away her worries and stress. Letting herself go and just feeling was easy. The weight of her hanging breasts centered in her nipples, which he would pluck at random with his strong fingers. Catherine was so lost in the pleasant sensations that she didn’t notice when he stopped striking and began a gentle rubbing motion.

“You pink up so beautifully, slut.”

Sir’s words brought her back to reality and Catherine became aware of her surroundings once again, along with the fact that her backside was warm — quite warm. She groaned when he dragged a lone fingernail across her tender flesh.

“Let’s see if you enjoyed that shall we?” The question was rhetorical while his finger pushed into her and twirled around. “Ah, yes, you did. You’re a naughty girl aren’t you, Catherine? Draped across my lap and naked for my amusement while your pussy drips all over me.” 

The tone of his voice took all the degradation out of his words and caused her to further melt into a puddle of erotic sensation. She wasn’t sure if he wanted her to answer so she hesitated. 

His hand smacked against her ass. “Answer me when I ask you a direct question, slut!”

She erupted with a loud groan and whimpered out a reply. “Aye, Sir. This girl is a naughty slut who can’t control her wet pussy.”

Catherine was surprised when she felt his cock swell under her belly. It delighted her that her words seemed to be affecting him in as profound a manner as his were doing to her.

“Please, Sir. Allow this girl to amuse you. Tell this girl what she can do for you,” Catherine offered with an open and willing disposition.

“Remove yourself from my lap and kneel before me,” he ordered.

Her movements were rapid, albeit a bit shaky, while she dropped into the position he wanted. When her ass came to rest on her heels, her whimpers were quiet. His warm-up had been thorough, that was obvious.

“We’re going to play my version of fetch.”

Catherine stayed still, intrigued now. She hadn’t thought when he said he wanted to play a game that he’d meant a real game. When she remained stoic, he went on.

“In a moment, you are going to rise and walk to the wall behind you. I expect you to walk backwards for it would be rude of you to turn your back on me unless directed to. When I give the word, you will turn around and select one of the impact toys off the wall, and then carry it back to me in your teeth while you crawl.” He stood up and walked across the room. Catherine could hear a cupboard opening and closing, and then Sir returned to his seat. “Look at me,” he directed.

She looked up and in his hand was a clear bag which had what appeared to be metal balls in it. They were red and gold in color. The red ones were larger in diameter, perhaps an inch and a half, and there seemed to be fewer of them in the bag. The one-inch silver ones were bumpy.

“Do you know what these are?” Sir asked while he shook the bag.

“No, Sir.”

“These are Ben Wa balls, and I think you’ll find the way I intend to use them on you,” he paused choosing his words with care, “a torturous pleasure.” He smirked. “I’m going to toss them out on the floor and you, my wanton slut, are going to fetch them.”

Her eyes darted across the floor as an icky feeling crept over her. 

Sir noticed. “Is there a problem, Catherine?”

“A small one, Sir. This girl is wondering if that is sanitary.”

His answering laugh was warm. “I assure you it is. Let me say that renting these private rooms comes at a hefty price that includes a thorough top to bottom scrubbing in between uses and once daily even if the room is not used. Does that allay your fears?” 

“Aye, Sir. Thank you.”

The game seemed simple enough to her, but Catherine wasn’t sure where the pleasure part was going to come in. She took a breath and waited for him to finish explaining the game.

“You will crawl and fetch them with your mouth. While you retrieve the balls, I will be following behind you with whatever impact toy you have chosen for me to use.”

Oh! So Sir would be paddling her while she crawled around like a dog. It bordered on the humiliating side and Catherine liked the idea.

“Also, while you are crawling, you’re to keep your knees spread wider than your elbows so that I have a clear view of your pussy at all times. Once you retrieve a ball you are to arch your ass into the air and lower the bottom of your chin to the floor, and open your mouth. I will remove the ball and place it into the appropriate orifice depending on the color of the ball.” 

Sir’s chuckle was dark when her mouth popped open in understanding. 

“Yes, Catherine. I will be stuffing your ass and cunt with these. It will be easy at first, but the game will become more difficult as we go on. I expect you to hold each of these balls in after they’re placed. If you drop one, the game will halt, and I’ll take you over my knee for five spanks before we’ll resume.”

Giving her head a slow nod, she responded, “This slut has never done anything like this, but she will do her best to not disappoint you, Sir.” Her pussy tingled with excitement.

“You’re not to come during this game, Catherine. I will not be granting permission, so don’t waste your breath begging for it. You will control yourself. When all the balls are collected, if you have done well, you’ll be rewarded with the choice of which hole you want me to fuck. If I decide you haven’t done well, hm, I believe I’ll have you suck me off and we’ll call it a night.”

Catherine decided right then that she had to beat his game. She was going to amaze him while she scurried around and held the balls. The idea that he might end the night so soon was not one she wanted to entertain. With the possibility already existing that they may never see each other again, she was determined to do what she could to make it last.

“Do you have any questions, Catherine?” he asked, his tenderness pulled against her chest once again.

“No, Sir. This girl understands the rules and is ready to play,” Catherine answered with conviction.

“Very well then, rise and head to the wall to choose your toy,” he instructed. 

She rose and walked backward until he commanded her to stop. 

“Turn around now, and make your selection. Oh, and Catherine, keep in mind that I don’t have a light swing when you make your choice.”

She was more than aware of the way her body reacted to impact toys. While she looked over the limited selection before her, Catherine realized Sir’s “no coming” edict was going to be quite difficult to follow. She could already imagine the toy connecting with her skin while she became fuller with each ball she retrieved. Shit!

Catherine looked at the floggers, and dismissed them without a second thought. Their touch was too much like a caress to her and would have her flying over the edge in no time. Next to the floggers were the riding crops and leather straps. They stung, but not with enough force for her liking. Catherine was afraid she would have the same problem with the crops that she would with the floggers. She sidestepped to the next section and found herself staring at the canes.

Sir had said he liked to push limits. Could she handle this one being pushed? The impact would be painful and what she needed to not focus on the sensation that would be building inside of her. In fact, Catherine was sure it would not be possible to even think about coming with the cane striking her.

A whistling sound. Her flesh splitting. The stings becoming hot fire instead of fading to warm caresses . . .

She didn’t realize she’d begun shaking and hyperventilating until his arms wrapped around her from behind and she’d felt his lips kissing the side of her neck. Sir pulled her in tight; the constriction of his arms around her helping to ground and calm her.

“Shh, Catherine,” he whispered in her ear. “I’ve got you. You’re safe, my precious jewel.” 

He turned her in his arms, removing the canes from her view.

Catherine buried her nose in his chest, and breathed in his scent – musky with a whisper of sweetness. A wave of calm washed over her while Sir continued to stroke her back. Her breathing leveled out and her body stilled in his embrace as he placed small kisses over her forehead and eyes.

“Better now?” he asked, tipping her chin up to look at his face.

She gasped at the emotion and concern she saw looking back at her.








~~~Chapter 4~~~




My Card, M’lady




With a watchful gaze Jayden followed her careful unsure steps backward while she withdrew to the wall. It was clear that she hadn’t been trained in the withdrawal walk – as he called it – and he knew they would work on that. He found it rude when a submissive turned their back on him. Besides, he always enjoyed watching their tits bounce while they took those retreating steps. Catherine’s were no exception. Jayden was hypnotized by them, loved that they were real tits – full enough to satisfy his need to maul, yet small enough that she could get away without lingerie if need be. He wouldn’t deny a fondness for large tits; he was human and male. However, ‘real’ would win out over ‘large’ with him any day.

When she was almost to the wall he had her stop and turn around with his curiosity peaking over what she would choose. Looking at her reddened ass, Jayden found himself disgusted and turned on at the same time.

He was disgusted because he had allowed himself to get lost in her whimpers and moans while his open hand made contact with her soft flesh. The mental distraction meant that he had no idea how many times he had struck her, and that was inexcusable.

He was turned on for the same reason, though. Catherine had enjoyed the excessive spanking. That was clear when Jayden slipped his finger inside her and found a dripping honey-pot. She liked excess, and she liked it rough. He’d found his match. There was no doubt in Jayden’s mind that he would be offering her a contract – and doubtless a collar – as soon as possible.

The cane was his favorite impact toy and would be perfect for this game. However, she’d stated the cane was a hard limit so Jayden wasn’t expecting her to even consider it. He’d always used this game as a first test. It had a little bit of everything in it: exhibition in the way he required them to be spread out for him to see, humiliation in the act of crawling and fetching like an animal, and pain tolerance in the continual paddling. 

Because coming was forbidden, the game tested their orgasm control. The bumpy texture of the silver balls slipping around inside while they crawled and stretched to reach the balls made it almost impossible to hold off an orgasm. 

After about three of the ten balls were in their pussy, it did become more difficult for them to clench and hold, therefore he got a feel for their muscle strength. The spread stance Jayden required made it even harder. 

Since five of the balls – the red ones – would end up in their ass, anal tolerance was also measured. If they couldn’t handle that, there was no way they would handle his cock in their ass, and all bets would be off because Jayden fucking loved anal sex. 

Jayden had never had a sub manage to not drop a ball during the game. It was designed for them to fail, and it also gave him the opportunity to see if they would be angered by the punishment or accept it. Their reaction said a lot about how much they desired to submit.

Catherine hovered at the floggers, and much to his surprise, Jayden thought she was going to pick one. Given what he’d already witnessed, he was pretty sure the flogger would be a guaranteed orgasm for her. When she moved on without choosing one, he smiled and gave her a mental ‘attagirl.’ She didn’t hesitate long in front of the crops and straps either.

Jayden was intrigued when she side-stepped the crops and stopped in front of the canes. Why was she even considering those after telling him they were a hard limit? He was about to say something to her about wasting time and needing to make a choice when her shoulders started heaving up and down, and she gulped at the air. Her whole body started shaking, and Jayden flew out of the chair rushing over to her.

On instinct, Jayden wrapped his arms around Catherine and began shushing and consoling her. Fuck! She was having some kind of breakdown just from the sight of the canes. What the hell had that monster done to her? Knowing it was the sight of the canes that had been the trigger, Jayden turned her around and cradled her to his bare chest.

After several minutes, the fragile beauty relaxed into him, and after a couple more minutes her breathing leveled out. When he was pretty sure she had regained her composure, Jayden lifted her chin to look at him, and asked if she was better. Her eyes were frightened at first, but when she took in the sincerity of his concern for her Jayden watched the fear being replaced by something else. Was that adoration? Trust?

His arms were still wrapped around her, and he realized she had snaked her tiny arms around his waist so they were in effect hugging. It felt foreign – but nice. Jayden had never hugged anyone besides his parents because it was too intimate. Hypocritical he knew, considering that in his lifestyle there wasn’t a part of his submissives’ bodies that he didn’t end up licking, kissing, or fucking at some point.

Jayden wasn’t sure what to think when the very strong desire to kiss the beauty in his arms overcame him. He wanted it so badly that he leaned in a little at a time, giving her time to understand what he was going to do.

Catherine responded by closing her eyes and lifting her mouth to Jayden in a trusting offer.

His lips crashed down onto hers and it was perfect. Their lips molded together and moved in unison with no effort. Jayden ran his tongue over her lips in a silent plea to open to him. When his tongue slipped into the warmth of her mouth and started sliding against hers, he felt like he was home. 

Jayden knew he would never want to let the girl go. Her nails scraped at his lower back in her desperation to hold on. The strength of her fingers surprised him. His cock throbbed and hurt where his jeans dug into the sensitive skin. He devoured her mouth, trying to crawl into her – desperate to get inside her and never leave. His chest began to ache, and his lungs screamed for air so he had no choice but to pull back.

They were panting, and Jayden was quite aware of her tight nipples pressing into his abs. He leaned back so he could look down at her while brushing an errant strand of her fiery hair back behind her ear.

“What am I going to do with you, woman?”

Her smile was bashful. “Anything you want, Sir.”

Jayden’s mouth dropped open and he shook his head at her playfulness.

“Are you okay, Catherine? You gave me quite a fright.”

She glanced down and then back up at him. “This girl apologizes, Sir. I – she was trying to convince herself she could withstand the cane for your pleasure.” She swallowed and whispered, “But I can’t do it, not yet anyways.”

Jayden found himself pulling her against him in a tighter hug. “Oh, Catherine. It means the world to me that you were willing to even try pushing your limits for me. Listen to me. Hard limits are there for a reason. I will never ask you to push those. When and if you want to push them, you have but to request it of me, and we will discuss it,” he declared with a kiss to her freckled nose.

Jayden sighed while a myriad of thoughts raced through his mind, and he continued to hold Catherine close. The decision he came to was painful, but right. “Catherine,” he began, “I think we’ve played enough for tonight –”

She cut him off with a violent shake of her head. “No! Please, Sir. Don’t dismiss this girl yet,” she pleaded with him. “This girl was excited – and still is – to play your game. Please, Sir. May we continue?”

She blinked her long lashes at him, and Jayden noticed even they were red and there were gold flecks in the green of her eyes reminding him of expensive Italian marble – and cats.

“Catherine, it wouldn’t be right for me to continue with you in the mental state you’re in. You’ve had an obvious reaction to one of my favorite toys,” her eyes widened when he shared that truth with her, “and it is my responsibility as a Dom to stop the scene.” Jayden enjoyed the silkiness of her lips while he kissed her lips and she trembled. 

“I’m not rejecting you, my jewel. This is me taking care of you. I’ll be honest. I’m not sure what is happening, or what I’m doing. I’m a cold-hearted bastard, Catherine. My life is built around sex and the business of cold, hard steel.”

She was shaking her head from side to side so he gripped her face in his hands.

“But there is something about you, and I am determined to explore what we might have.” Jayden kissed her again, gentle, and she returned the kiss. “I want you to get dressed and meet me in the hall. I’m going to call my driver and we will take you home.”

With his decision voiced, it took everything in his power to step away and turn his back on her while he walked over to the door. Jayden pulled on his shirt and picked up his shoes. After grabbing the key from the hook, he stepped out and left Catherine to dress herself in private.




~oOo~

Catherine Trusts Sir




She stood dumbfounded while the door closed and Sir left her sight. At first she was ashamed of her actions – feeling like she’d chased him off by disappointing him.

Are you listening to yourself, Erin? Were you listening to him? Get your ass dressed and get out in that hallway like your Dom just instructed you to do! This isn’t over. If you want this, you will fight for it!

My Dom?

Catherine liked the sound of that. It had been too long since she’d had the privilege to say those words. She liked the idea of this man – whatever his name might be – being her Dom even more. An almost manic bubble of laughter erupted when it sank in that she didn’t know his name, yet she was ready to offer her submission to him. “A rose by any other name would still smell as sweet.”

With a smile, Catherine rushed to pull her dress back on. She retrieved the discarded nipple clamps and dropped them into her clutch, and then slipped her shoes on. Taking a final deep breath to compose herself, she walked to the door and through it. 

When she stepped into the hallway, Sir looked up and smiled, causing her heart to melt.

“Come, Catherine. The car will be here in a few minutes.”

Sir turned and headed down the hallway. She fell into step two feet behind and to the left of him. Her gaze remained on the floor, even when he paused to exchange pleasantries with a couple of people they met in passing through the club.

When they reached the door to the outer lobby, he held it open for her. “After you, Catherine.”

She shared a gracious smile with him and stepped through.

“Ah, the enchanting Erin,” Angelique’s voice took Catherine by surprise. “Leaving so soon?” she asked.

Then Sir stepped through the door. “Yes, Angelique. She is. With me.” He looked at her as if daring her to say anything else.

She just grinned and turned to collect Catherine’s coat. Angelique handed the coat to him so that he could assist Catherine with putting it on, saying in a clear voice, “Excellent choice.”

They both snapped their heads around to look at her, neither one of them knowing whom she was addressing.

She winked at Catherine and blew a kiss at Jayden, then disappeared back into the cloak room.

Sir started snickering and Catherine had to giggle with him.

“She’s um . . .” she started.

“Yeah, I know,” he finished as his phone chirped. 

“That’ll be Micah. Let’s go, jewel.”

He pushed the front door open for Catherine, and again indicated she was to walk ahead of him. She stepped into the chilled air, breathing it in deep, and shivered. Sir’s arm came around her while his hand took a possessive grip on her hip, and he guided her to the waiting car.

A tall, good-looking young man held the door to the back of a white luxury Town Car open. Sir helped Catherine into the car once he’d introduced her to Micah.

She gave Micah her address after hesitating for a second to think it might be bad for Sir to know where she lived before deciding that was ridiculous. There was something about this man that made her feel safe. Catherine knew in her heart she could trust him.

They rode in comfortable silence to her apartment. Sir had pulled her against him and wasn’t letting go. Too soon the ride was over, and Micah pulled into the complex parking lot, and then was opening the door for her to get out.

Catherine was shocked when Sir got out of the car also and walked her to her door. He leaned down and gave her a gentle kiss. When they pulled apart from the kiss, he was holding something out to her.

“My card, Catherine. I would very much like to see where this goes, as I told you earlier. If you are interested too, please call my secretary Samantha first thing Monday morning and set an appointment to meet with me this week to go over the finer details. If you’re amenable to my conditions, we can continue with the game this weekend.” He shot her a teasing grin. “If you aren’t interested, well, I’m glad we’ve had tonight,” he added with sadness in his eyes.

Catherine looked down at the expensive card-stock in her hand.

Jayden Masterson, CEO Masterson Metalworks was embossed in the center with his phone number underneath.

Jayden. Sir. Master. The names ran through her head, and as she thought each one her resolve strengthened. Catherine knew she’d found her Dom.

She walked backward, pacing her steps away from him until she bumped into her front door and his eyes lightened at her movements. She broke away from his gaze to open her clutch and dig out her key.

“Goodnight, Sir. Thank you for the ride.” She curtsied to him and then turned to work the key in the lock. 

She opened the door and was about to step in when she heard his rich voice again. 

“I look forward to meeting with you and getting to know you with more . . .” he paused for a moment, “intimacy.”

She met his gaze head on. “As do I,” Catherine pronounced before walking through her door and closing it behind her.








~~~Chapter 5~~~




Erin Makes the Call




Monday morning couldn’t come soon enough for Erin. She’d spent the weekend pacing her small loft apartment off of Lovers Lane near downtown. When she wasn’t pacing, she was practicing, training her body back into shape.

She’d worn the clamps for about thirty minutes every other hour. Erin had returned to the same store on Harry Hines Boulevard where she’d purchased the clamps to get a couple of anal plugs to add to her meager collection. On a whim, she’d also grabbed some gel that was supposed to arouse you to the point of needing to come by a simple brush of a finger so that she could test her orgasm control,though she wasn’t sure where she stood in that department. Spencer had never cared about her needs, and therefore had never pushed Erin to withhold. She’d been nothing but a means to an end for him. A living doll that he could use when and how he saw fit.

Orgasming without his permission had not been an issue either for she hadn’t desired it in the least – especially by the end.

If her encounter with Sir Jayden was anything to go by, then such control was going to be a challenge with him, and she couldn’t bloody wait – nor did she. No sooner had the numbers on the digital clock beside her rolled forward to nine o’clock than she was dialing the number on the card in her hand, which was already worn. She hadn’t set the thing down much in the last two days.

“Good morning. Masterson Metalworks. This is Samantha speaking. How may I help you?”

The voice was confident and sure, and Erin deliberated trying to recall the last time she’d sounded that way herself. With a shock, she realized that it had been during her time with Sir Jayden. That in the short time she’d spent with him, he had already begun to heal her.

A smile bloomed while she responded, “Good morning, Samantha. This is Erin O’Chancey. Mr. Masterson asked me to call you this morning to set up a . . .” She hesitated scrambling over what to call what they needed to discuss before settling on: “Meeting with him this week.”

“Certainly, Ms. O’Chancey. May I ask which account this is in regards to?”

Erin blanched. Perhaps she should have called later, and given Sir a chance to arrive and debrief his secretary. Fiddlesticks, she thought glumly, I’ve messed up already.

Her voice was strained with her reply, “It’s of a personal nature.”

Silence ensued on the other end of the line, and then Erin thought she heard whispering.




~oOo~

Jayden Takes a Call




At nine on the nose, Jayden waltzed through the pristine glass doors into the lobby of his office building. He was on edge and ready to bite the head off the first person that dared to cross him. For some stupid unknown reason he’d allowed himself to suffer all weekend.

Having assured Catherine was delivered home safe, Jayden had returned to his car distraught. Micah had had enough sense to keep his pretty mouth shut on the drive back to Jayden’s home in Highland Park.

Upon arrival, Jayden had let himself out of the car telling Micah he’d see him Monday morning before slamming the car door and stomping into his abode. Once inside, instead of dealing with the erection he’d been sporting since spotting the enchanting Catherine, Jayden had chosen to keep his hands off.

He refused to jack-off when he was an established Dom who always found his pleasure by commanding others to bring him to it.

So it was with one objective that Jayden entered the cold, polished steel and glass of the elevator carriage. Having been half-hard or more so all weekend, he had plans to demand Samantha get on her knees, and relieve him of his ache.

So that it could start all over again while he waited for Catherine to call.

What was this woman doing to him?

That had been the million dollar question all weekend. He was looking forward to finding out the answer the moment he cleared one head enough to think with the other.

A sharp ding announced the elevator arriving, and the doors slid open with a quiet whoosh. Jayden exited out onto the top floor where the lone office occupying the space was his. Entering through the thick, oak doors that were inlaid with abstract metal work, he hissed when his eyes spotted Samantha’s ass. He began undoing his belt while he walked forward.

Approaching, Jayden realized she was stretched over the front of her desk because she was on the phone. He pulled up short and watched while she stretched further, a trim stocking-clad leg coming out to steady her while she reached for a pen and typed in her password on the computer. Jayden could tell she’d just gotten into the office, and whoever was on the phone had caught her before she’d been ready.

Jayden moved forward while he listened to Samantha. Not recognizing the name Samantha used to address the person on the phone, he decided to have a little fun with her. He stepped in so that his now hardened shaft dug into her toned ass. She tensed, and almost dropped the phone while she straightened up. 

Tucking her dirty-blonde hair behind her ear, he nuzzled his nose into the scented strands while whispering his demands. “Wrap up the call, and present yourself.”

Her manicured hand slid over the receiver, and she cranked her head around, turning her blue eyes on him before whispering, “Erin O’Chancey on the line, Sir. She says you told her to schedule a meeting regarding a personal issue?”

Jayden bolted upright and stepped back from Samantha. Her tone held accusations and he would reprimand her for the disrespect later but for now he was pretty sure his Catherine was calling. Just like he’d told her to – like a good girl. Oh, he was so very pleased and harder than steel in an instant.

He reached for the phone sliding his own palm over the mouthpiece, and fixed his stare on Samantha. “I will meet you in the playroom, kitten. Be in the presentation position.”

With a quick, “Yes, Sir,” Samantha backed away not turning until she’d reached the threshold to his inner office. The whole time her short skirt had revealed the tops of her stockings with each step.

Moving his hand away from the mouthpiece, he assumed his power voice. “This is Mr. Masterson. Can I help you?”

A hitch of breath sounded down the phone. When she spoke Jayden could hear the needy, excited tremble in her voice.

“Good morning, Sir. This is Catherine calling to schedule a time with you?”

Closing his eyes in a moment of relief, Jayden gathered his wits and pressed his palm against his crotch to adjust himself before speaking. “Quite prompt aren’t you, Catherine? I like that. But first, please clear up why my secretary called you Erin?”

“Catherine is this girl’s full name while Erin is her nickname. It was remiss of this girl to introduce herself in an informal manner. Please forgive her, Sir.”

Her answer was crisp, concise, and provided with utmost respect. Jayden wondered if her lack of fault would be the undoing of their arrangement before it even began. How could he punish her if she never erred? A lascivious grin stretched his lips; felicitous that he would have to push her.

“Ah, I see. I will risk assuming you prefer Catherine while in submissive mode?”

“Aye, Sir.”

“Very well, Erin,” Jayden emphasized her causal name. “We are under no contract yet, nor are we in a scene at the moment. While I appreciate your respect, let’s proceed as just Erin and Jayden for now, shall we?”

“As you wish, Sir.”

“Erin . . .”

“Oops, sorry. That sounds great, Jayden,” she answered with a shaky laugh.

Jayden’s breath stilled in his chest at the sound of his name coming from her lips. It was something he wanted to hear more of, and often. He wanted to tell Samantha to clear his schedule for today to make room for Erin, but knew he had to snap out of this infatuation he seemed be under.

When they ended their call ten minutes later, they had settled on two nights hence to meet. Jayden would have Samantha courier over the necessary paperwork, and Erin knew to expect Micah to collect her at seven sharp for dinner and cocktails while they reviewed the forms. In addition, Jayden left instructions on Samantha’s desk to order two-dozen, mixed white and coral roses to be delivered to Erin.

He’d all but forgotten Samantha was waiting for him until he walked into his inner office and saw the playroom door ajar. Oh yes, my kitten waits, Jayden thought while he moved toward the door – releasing his pant fasteners as he went.




~oOo~

Becoming Catherine




It was with a nervous air of excitement that Erin found herself pacing while waiting for Micah to arrive. She had a tight grip on her purse knowing how important the forms inside were. It would be horrifying to have them fall into the wrong hands for they showed in black and white just how depraved she was.

The woman she hid from general society lay bare on those pages. Her answers penned with utmost care revealed her naughty side: the side that enjoyed a thick cock down her throat and that flooded with need when her nipples were taunted by pinching fingers and crushing clamps; the dirty girl who craved anal attention, and who found ropes and chains arousing even while she found their restrictive embrace comforting.

However, all of that just scratched the surface of how debauched she wanted to be. She longed to be properly used for her Master’s pleasure while earning his respect in return. Erin had the desire to see pride in his eyes while she did whatever he asked of her.

She’d gotten a taste of the mutual respect a Master and submissive could have during her time with Andrew. Even with Spencer, as much of a monster as he turned out to be, she had found that peace in the beginning when she fell for the wolf in sheep’s clothing.

A shudder racked her body just as Micah pulled up in a sleek, white Town Car.

He hopped out and came around to open her door for her with a polite, “Evening, Ms. O’Chancey. You look splendid tonight. Sir will be pleased.”

Erin beamed at his compliment even if she was thrown off for a moment by his referral to his boss as “Sir”. She slid across the soft leather settling into her seat and buckled her belt.

 Micah told her to help herself to any of the refreshments in the console cooler which he opened to display bottled waters and single serve mixed beverages. She grabbed a water bottle and sat back.

Thirty minutes later, Micah guided the car into the drop-off zone at the Gaylord Texan Resort. Erin had heard of the place, but never thought she’d get to experience it. Her delighted smile grew when her door opened and Jayden’s well-groomed hand reached in to assist her from the car.

“You look good enough to eat, Erin. Stunning,” Jayden murmured, presenting Catherine with a single long-stemmed rose. “The white is for your humility and service given with pure intentions. Kissed with coral for the desire that simmers deep within – which I look forward to bringing to a frenzied boil.” His blunt approval pleased Erin. So did his establishing they were still on neutral ground by using her nickname.

Erin had decided to go with a softer, more sensual look, rather than molten sex – that needed to be reserved for playtime. She’d chosen the black knit, wrap-around dress because she knew that while it hugged her body like a glove, the playful dots of assorted bright colors added just the right amount of innocence to her appearance. When paired with bold green shoes and accessories she knew her eye color popped.

“You look quite handsome yourself, Jayden. Thank you for the roses you sent, they were beautiful,” she responded taking in his charcoal polo and black dress slacks.

With this outfit his hair bordered on black and his eyes reminded her of well-oiled English oak. He flashed a smile at Erin that caused a wave of heat to rush through her. When he offered his arm, she took it, laying her palm atop his forearm and resisting the urge to bury her nails in and never let go. Being tucked against him felt good and right — peaceful.

A warm glow tickled her insides, and she allowed him to escort her to a quiet corner of the atrium. Though situated in the center of a heavily-trafficked lobby, Erin felt like they were in a private garden. Assorted vegetation littered the space around them. A small stream wove through and around the trees, flowers, and sitting areas – some of which were secluded islands accessible by quaint, arched bridges. 

They were seated on one of the islands.

Within moments they were joined by a tiny lady dressed in a pristine, pressed resort uniform. “Good evening. Welcome to the Gaylord. I’m Sylvia, the atrium attendant tonight. I’ll leave you with this pager. If you would like to order something from the bar or kitchen just press the button and I’ll check on you. Otherwise I’ll leave you two to your privacy,” she delivered her well-rehearsed greeting with zeal.

“Thank you, Sylvia. We’ll each have a Thai tea to start along with a pitcher of ice water with lemon. Also, please bring us the Taste of Asia sampler platter for two,” Jayden placed their order with familiar ease.

Erin wondered if he was a frequent patron.

“Very good, Sir,” Sylvia said with a warm smile before she hurried off to put in their order.

Erin’s initial reaction was to feel her feathers had been ruffled by his audacity in ordering for her without asking her input like she was a dependent, non-thinking possession. Almost as soon as she’d had the thought she reminded herself that Jayden wasn’t Spencer, and she relaxed.

For all she knew this was a small test of sorts, and throwing a tantrum wouldn’t have gone over well. She was here applying to be his submissive after all. Erin was hopeful that before the evening ended, they both would have signed their names to the contract in her bag, which she had all but memorized from reading so many times.

“How have you been?” Jayden asked, breaking her free of her thoughts and starting their meeting.

For the next two hours, they reviewed the limit checklist Erin had filled out with painstaking precision. Sylvia had returned with their order, but then vanished into the garden as promised, leaving them to their business.

She extracted the paperwork from her purse and Jayden pulled out his own limit list, explaining to Erin that he’d updated it the night before as was common practice for him whenever screening a potential new sub. Erin’s respect for Jayden grew while he went on to indicate that it was important to him to revisit the list before he risked being swayed by seeing theirs, and vice-versa. He claimed that he didn’t want any woman completing their list to match his if they weren’t comfortable with certain actions.

Erin listened with rapt attention while Jayden recanted how he’d had one submissive – his platinum-blonde Jenny – who had been so desperate to become his that she’d flat-out lied about her fondness for rope bondage. Shibari, or Kinbanku, was the Japanese art of binding one with rope to create visually dynamic patterns. Erin’s heart went out to him when Jayden relayed how he’d had gotten about halfway through the process of weaving the intricate patterns over Jenny’s body one night before realizing something was wrong. 

“So it turned out that she was claustrophobic, and the act of blindfolding and binding her brought on a panic attack. The end result was that we spent the evening at the ER in lieu of seeking mutual satisfactory sexual release.” He shook his head at the memory.

“Wow.” What else could Erin say?

“Yeah. Needless to say, our arrangement didn’t last much longer and the encounter was enough to teach me a lesson and change my approach. Initial lists are now done independent of one another, and if the arrangement continues, then I’ll insist on us reviewing our lists together every six months or so – minimum. After all, likes and dislikes tend to change along with wants and desires when you begin pushing limits and gathering new experiences.” 

Her body began to warm at his words and what they suggested.

Erin gave herself an internal fist pump while they proceeded with their discussion. Jayden smiled like a kid at the circus when they went over the fact that she didn’t have any qualms with exhibitionism, but rather enjoyed the idea of it a lot.

To that Jayden admitted he couldn’t wait to explore that side of Erin because he thrived on being envied for having a beautiful, well-behaved submissive, and in his own words, “It has been too long since I’ve been able to stroll the club with a leash in hand on Demon Night.”

This had led Erin to ask what a Demon Night was, and she became excited at his description: named for the fact that everyone dresses in skimpy black and red BDSM-wear on designated demonstration evenings.

“You’ve never been paired up and played with another submissive?” he asked her in surprise when she made the confession.

They were going over the section of her soft limits.

“No, I haven’t, and at some point, I also hope to have the experience of playing with another woman,” she added almost bashful until she saw the pleased look on his face. Also under ‘never tried, very interested’ she’d listed things like whipping, candling, and body modification. 

“I’ll be more than happy to guide you in trying these. However, we’ll take it slow and work you into them. Challenges I look forward to, I assure you, Erin.”

When Jayden attempted to get the scoop behind her fear of canes, Erin felt the blood drain from of her face, and whispered her request to save that talk for a sunny, warm place. Complying with her wish, he moved onto another topic. “I have to discuss something with you before I can allow you to sign your name to that contract. Consider it full disclosure.” Nervous from the foreboding words, she nodded for him to go on, and then stayed quiet while he laid it out for her.	

Erin could admit that she was taken aback while Jayden explained that she wouldn’t be his sole submissive. That in fact, she’d be his third. However, when he went on and explained that she would be his regular submissive because his and Samantha’s agreement was an ‘as needed’ basis, and the arrangement he had with Micah was complicated, more introductory dabbling for Micah than anything else, Erin was able to accept the situation for the time being.

In addition to defining the social structure of his three submissives, Jayden made sure to emphasize the fact that he required the three of them to be monogamous to him. Also, STD screenings would be done every three months to assure everyone’s health and safety. 

Jayden also stressed to her that he didn’t do relationships. She had to understand that he would be more than happy to dominate her and accept her submission, but romantic feelings had no place in his playroom. Erin pondered his words reflecting on her time with Andrew and Spencer, and acquiesced to his terms with ease when she tried to picture what a romantic interlude would have been like with one of them and found herself unable.

Their business coming to a close Jayden pressed the pager button so that he could settle the tab. There was no hesitation from either one of them while they signed their names with a flourish at the bottom of the contract. They both knew it wouldn’t hold up in a court of law. It was more of a ritual that materialized their verbal commitment to each other.

Erin had just opened her mouth to ask when they would begin when Sylvia reappeared with the bill.

Jayden glanced at it, and after a sideway look at Erin, he told Sylvia to bill it to room 343.

Erin’s eyes widened for a brief moment before she composed herself.

“Of course, Mr. Masterson.” Sylvia bowed her head, wished them a pleasant evening, and disappeared again.

“Do you have a regular room here, Sir?” Catherine asked, turning to face Jayden. He nodded with a smirk and a lick of his lips.

“Yes, I do. It’s good practice to have a nice place to offer business associates when they are in town. I also offer the suite to employees for special occasions such as anniversaries. But tonight, I was hoping you might join me there, Catherine.”

Catherine.

Her name was nothing more than a purr of his lips and tongue yet said with so much power it sent a shiver of ecstasy up her spine.








~~~Chapter 6~~~




Sir and Catherine Explore







“Tell me. Will you do me the honor of kneeling before me tonight for the first time as mine?”

Catherine’s hand slid into his offered one.

“Aye, Sir. It would bring this girl great pleasure to serve you.”

Halting mid-step Jayden turned to face her. With a gentle hand, he reached out and cupped her cheek, his thumb first brushing across her lips, and then, pressing in with more force. She parted her lips and his thumb slipped in against her warm tongue. Catherine’s gaze was sure and steady on his while he dug the digit against her tongue and pushed forward, watching it disappear into her willing mouth.

Jayden groaned when his cock showed the first signs of life at their silent stand-off. For the first time since entering this lifestyle, he felt that he might have met his match. She was beyond pleasing to the eye, well-mannered, and open-minded – kinky even. But, she was also just independent and feisty enough to keep things interesting. Of this he had no doubts.

He muttered, “Divine,” when his long thumb slipped from her mouth, and he took her hand, pulling her the short distance to the elevator. Jayden didn’t let go again until they’d entered his suite.

With the click of the lock, he was on her. Grasping her face in both of his hands, he brought his mouth to hers, and claimed it. She was supple and pliant under his touch; just what he needed for the Dom in him to come to the helm.

 He stepped back and Catherine remained where she was, awaiting his command.

There were so many things Jayden wanted to do to her – with her – but he planned to take it slow. She was an unchartered island to him, and he intended to explore every last part of her mind and body. They had a lot of talking still to do. Per her contract, she had agreed to comply within reason to any regime set by him with regards to her physical and mental well-being. Jayden was prepared to give her one month to open up to him about her history with Spencer. If she failed to do so, he would require she see a therapist.

She was going to talk to someone, of that he was certain. However, tonight he wanted to keep it light and fun, and the way he saw it she owed him an orgasm.

Catherine had assumed a standing-waiting position. Her feet were shoulder width apart, focus on the floor, and arms were clasped behind her back while she held the opposite elbows in her palms.

Jayden left her to settle into her head-space, and began moving about the room. Turning off the overhead lights, he then dimmed the bank of lamps above the king-sized bed on the far side of the room and found a classical station on the Bose radio.

Using his peripheral vision, Jayden kept an eye on her while he busied himself. It was intentional that he moved at a slow pace while he watched her body settle and her face relax. Before his eyes, she became more youthful and carefree. Sitting on the edge of the bed, he toed off his shoes and removed his socks.

“Catherine.” Nothing.

“Catherine, look upon me, and you may speak tonight.”

When her eyes snapped to his, they were ablaze. Somehow he kept any reaction off his face while he undid his buckle and slid his belt through the loops bringing it to dangle between his spread legs.

Though Catherine didn’t move, her nipples became noticeable through her dark dress. Her visible reaction to the length of leather aroused him.

“Maybe later, my jewel,” he teased and laid the belt to his side. He stood, unbuttoned and lowered the zip on his pants, and then un-tucked his shirt before taking a seat once again. Jayden could feel his abdominal muscles tense and stretch when he reclined in a slow, reverse-crunch while undoing his shirt buttons. The last one managed, he let his palms land on the plush cover and fixed an authoritative stare on her.

“Now that I’m comfortable, I insist you join me,” he paused while Catherine suppressed a small moan, then with a hungry smile he added, “Strip.”

With the melodic sounds of Ravel floating around them, Catherine released her elbows and brought her hands to her side where the dress was tied. A tug later and it was falling open. Revealed below the dress was a green satin corset trimmed in black lace.

It was Jayden’s turn to suppress a groan while she pushed the dress free from her shoulders and tossed it on the chair a few feet away. 

Catherine shed her timid, unsure exterior and showed him a brass, sensual woman. 

Her breasts presented themselves for his viewing pleasure on a rigid shelf built into the corset explaining why he’d been able to see her nipples react. Her creamy hips flared out from beneath the lower edge of her lingerie drawing his eyes to her lower half which was adorned in nothing but her natural beauty and ginger curls. Good to know: she was a real red-head.

“On second thought,” Jayden cleared his throat, “you can stay just like that.”

“Aye, Sir. As you wish,” Catherine replied with a hint of smugness underlying her brief answer.

Jayden looked her over, taking his time in the hopes that she would feel his gaze and squirm. He wanted her to break form or beg before he’d given her a reason to – anything to give him an excuse to use his belt on her ass.

To his chagrin, she remained perfect.

Rising from the bed, Jayden grabbed the belt and moved to stand behind Catherine. He wrapped the belt around his hand, shortening the length until he had about three inches remaining to dabble with. His hand and the belt trailed under her ass cheeks which beckoned to him with their firm plumpness and creamy texture. Jayden wanted to see them pink.

Stepping in tighter with his front flush to her back, Jayden brought his belt-wrapped hand around her and whispered in her ear, “Tell me, my pretty little slut, do you want this?”

He released the belt so that it unfurled in front of her, and the buckle jangled at the end.

Her answer was a breathless whisper, “This girl would be honored to experience your strap, Sir.”

Jayden stepped back. “You delight me with your answer, Catherine. Step forward and place your hands on the bed, twelve inches in.” He waited while she moved and looked her over. “Spread your feet another six inches.” The Dom wanted her ass to thrust out at him, and he wanted access to her secret pleasures — All of them.

“This is not punishment, Catherine. This is for both of our pleasure so you do not have to count or thank me for every lash. However, I do expect to hear you. If I perceive you are not enjoying this, I will stop. Understood?”

“Aye, Sir, understood.”

His hand rose and landed with precision on her left cheek, then her right. A pleasant hum came from her. He did it again harder and faster, landing another two to each side. Her flesh undulated beneath his palm, pinking up.

He prepared the belt by doubling the length over to ensure he had a good grip on it, and swung. The red stripe appeared straight away just beneath the globes of her cheeks at the tops of her thighs. Her head dropped forward and she groaned.

“Color?”

“Green, Sir,” Catherine replied with no wait.

Jayden’s cock was stiff beneath his boxers and his shirt was beginning to stick to him as his skin broke out with damp perspiration. He dropped the belt and pulled the distracting piece of clothing off, discarding it on the floor without ceremony or concern for wrinkles at that moment.

Jayden rotated his shoulders and stretched his head from side-to-side as he prepared to get into the lashing. He didn’t want to damage her, and he knew it was possible if he failed to be precise – exact. Bringing his arm back, he took a cleansing breath and focused, zeroing his vision in on the area of her backside which he desired to set alight, and swung.

Target. Lash. Sigh. Target. Lash. Whimper and slight squirm.

Jayden’s body burned with the adrenaline that coursed through him. Her endurance was nothing short of amazing. Catherine’s brief slips in form when her body got away from her and the delicious sounds coming from her mouth were exquisite. The more he worked his muscles, the more relaxed he became. All of his tension washed away – absorbed by the beautiful creature beneath his belt.

Shifting to the other side, he discovered the low-light could now reach the dark space between her thighs, and what Jayden saw caused him to halt his swing with his focus shattered. Her inner thighs glistened, but more than that he could see a thin line of clear fluid trickling down her left side.

“Fuck,” he muttered under his breath as he dropped the belt and extended his hand. Centering it over her sex, he popped his hand up with a sharp snap of his wrist. His palm slapped hard enough to make her juices splatter. With a shift of his hand, he slid his middle and ring fingers up inside her.

“Thank you, Sir. Oh, dear . . . so, so good . . . thank you,” Catherine panted out between keening mewls which stiffened Jayden’s cock to the point of pain.

While he liked doling it out, he didn’t like feeling it. Jayden wanted and needed relief.

Using his dry hand, Jayden gathered up her hair and pulled her upright. He slid his wet hand over her mouth and placed his lips at her ear, “Taste yourself.” 

Catherine opened her mouth, and he pushed the two fingers which had just been between her nether lips over her eager, upper ones.

“Suck,” Jayden whispered, and she did.

When his fingers were clean, he guided Catherine to her knees by her hair. She complied with ease, settling into a proper stance before him. Her hands rested against the small of her back which was straight, and while her head was up she still kept her eyes focused down. He stepped in front of her.

“Take out my cock and suck it, Catherine.”

Her nimble fingers worked his zipper down, and she reached into his pants. Gripping his length with a soft touch, she pulled him out, and soon had his length encased between her lips. 

Jayden found himself panting while Catherine’s mouth worked over him. Her lips glided up to the tip now and then, but for the most part, her mouth was down around him fully. The motion was interspersed with licks and kisses. From her gagging and choking, he knew she had some difficulty taking his size down, but it didn’t stop her from giving it her all.

Jayden couldn’t hold back the moans of pleasure that rumbled out of him while she worked his cock with fervor. Getting to lash Erin with such thoroughness, and then finding out that his new pet had excellent oral skills had him in a state of ultimate relaxation, and he was caught unprepared when his orgasm barreled down on him. 

The time had come to see if she could swallow. “Here it comes,” he warned just before his fluids erupted from him in sharp, jagged bursts that continued to go on. It had been a while since he’d come so hard.

Catherine cleaned him without being asked and then settled back on her heels – pride rolling off of her in waves.

Jayden fell back onto the bed, perching on the edge.

“Green?” he asked while looking her in the eye. She nodded, but didn’t verbalize her answer. He let it slide, distracted by the look of contentment in her emerald orbs. “You’ve done very well so far, Catherine. I’d like to reward you. Would you like that, jewel?”

“If it would please you, this girl would be most agreeable, Sir,” she replied.

Jayden cupped her chin in his firm grasp, studying her for several long moments. Lying back, he crooked a finger at her and in a low voice commanded, “Feed me your sweet pussy, slut.”

His plans included much more than a little tongue lashing, however. He expected Catherine to work for her reward – earn it through her own physical actions while he offered her the use of his tongue and mouth. Jayden could sense her uncertainty when she kept herself raised up off him after her knees had found purchase on either side of his head.

“Do not make me repeat myself or regret offering you a reward, Catherine,” he growled.  His control wasn’t going to last long now that she’d straddled his face and her aroma teased him. “Spread those lips and lower yourself.” 

She did, with his help. Grabbing her hips with his large hands, Jayden pulled her close enough for his tongue to reach beyond her folds. He relished her tangy flavor and didn’t want to stop enjoying her anytime soon. Shifting their bodies after Catherine became too weak to hold herself up, Jayden dove back in between her thighs so that he could continue lapping up the essence trickling out of her in a steady flow. Before his mouth was otherwise occupied, he gave her permission to come. 

Several minutes passed while Jayden licked and suckled wherever his lips and tongue could reach, bringing her ever closer to release as his own cock bobbed against his thigh with his vigorous attentions. When he pushed his fingers deep inside her, her body instinctively grasped at him making it even harder to hold off plunging his cock into her.

Satisfied that she was primed to maintain a perpetual rolling orgasm, Jayden removed his mouth and fingers, and without a second thought, lined up his cock with her dripping entrance – and thrust.

Oh, dear God in Heaven! She was perfection, pure and simple.

Not wanting to come after only one push, Jayden stilled and focused on his breathing before he withdrew from her with an agonizing slowness. The way her pussy had gripped his fingers was nothing compared to the clenching his cock received as he worked his girth back into her tight passage, and he told her as much through gritted teeth.

Looking upon Catherine in the throes of ecstasy below him, Jayden was enthralled. Had he ever seen anything more beautiful? He couldn't recall. An overwhelming need to make their ‘first time’ as memorable for her as possible overtook him, and he gripped her tighter, pushed deeper into her – until he was pretty sure he was bottoming out.

Knowing the limits of his body, Jayden was quite aware when he could no longer fight back his release. Tempted to claim all of her in one go, he withdrew from her heat, and repositioned her floppy body onto her knees. Just the sight of her breathing deep, relaxing, and opening herself to him was his undoing; all thoughts of pushing into her ass vanished as his come spurted out of him coating her backside.

About an hour had passed from the time that he coaxed Catherine onto his mouth until Jayden ended the scene. He told Catherine to rest while he took a quick shower, and insisted that she drink water to replace the fluids that now soaked him and the bed.  

With his shower over, Jayden woke Erin with a gentle shake when he found her dozing on the rumpled bed. In silence, he helped her out of the corset and stockings, and then guided her to the bathroom where he’d drawn a bath. She winced when she slid into the hot water – her lady-bits tender and swollen after the evening’s attentions.

Jayden noticed and made a mental note to himself that he would have to continue to go slow and ease her back into this lifestyle. His efforts would no doubt result in his own personal reward as she continued to make him proud.

The rest of Jayden and Catherine’s evening passed in peaceful chatter. Jayden washed her, and then aided her in getting out and drying off. He insisted that she lay on her belly and allow him to rub arnica cream into her backside so that its healing properties would ease any lingering discomfort. All the while, they discussed the scene; what they had liked and disliked, and Jayden encouraged Catherine to ask any further questions she might have with regards to their contract or his expectations.

In his opinion, his expectations were pretty straight forward, and even as they discussed them Jayden could see the page clearly in his mind:




Following are the guidelines which Jayden Masterson (hereafter to be referred to as ‘Sir’) expects of Catherine O’Chancey (hereafter to be referred to as ‘the submissive’):

With regards to health and well-being Sir expects the submissive to:

Get a minimum of six hours of sleep per night, though eight is preferred. If eight is not obtained, a nap should be planned for the following day. Failure to comply will result in scheduled Friday night playtime being used for early bedtime following ten spanks with the wooden aerated paddle.

Workout for at least one hour, three times a week. Failure to comply will result in Saturday afternoon free-time being spent in the lap pool and home gym at The Villa.

Eat meals which are well-balanced and proportioned with moderation. A minimum of six eight-ounce glasses of water will be consumed daily. Failure to comply will result in orgasm denial for the submissive until Sir feels she is taking appropriate care of her needs.

Keep a journal logging all of the above by the submissive to be presented to Sir each Friday night. Be respectful of Sir when journaling by capitalizing all references to Sir, including pronouns, and keeping all references to self as lower-case, including the use of i. Failure to comply will result in ten spanks with the wooden aerated paddle.

Inform Sir if the submissive is showing any signs of illness. Sir will provide medical resources.

Follow a regime of good woman’s health with regular physicals provided by an OB/Gyn of Sir’s choosing, and at his expense.

Disclose past history to Sir. As this is a special situation, Sir and the submissive will go at a slow pace. If this becomes too difficult, Sir will cover the expense of professional therapy.

With regards to grooming, Sir expects the submissive to:

Bathe daily and maintain good oral health. Sir will cover expense of dentist.

Legs and underarms are to be shaved daily.

Bikini area is to be kept trimmed neat and close unless further discussed with Sir. At a later date, Sir may insist on this area being bare.

Keep skin free of lotions and perfumes when scening.

Keep hair regularly trimmed and no shorter than shoulder length at any time.

Failure to comply with any of the above will result in five spanks with the wooden aerated paddle per instance of infraction.

With regards to appearance and playtime interaction, Sir expects the submissive to:

Be respectful with eyes down.

Follow behind Sir approximately two feet, and to the left.

Use the withdrawal walk if exiting a room still occupied by Sir.

Dress in attire selected and/or approved by Sir when at The Villa, Dungeons & Dreams, or any other location visited during agreed upon playtime.

Speak only when given permission.

Address herself in the third person.

Failure to comply with any of the above will result in a minimum of five spanks with the wooden aerated paddle, but will be adjusted depending on severity of the infraction.




Catherine confirmed her understanding of Sir’s suggestions with regards to her diet, exercise, adequate rest, and what had given her the longest pause to agree to open disclosure of her past with him.

Jayden informed her that while she was welcome to continue working for the temp agency, he wanted her to know that her submissive room at his home would be available to her at all times and not just on designated play nights. In taking on the role of her Dom, he was prepared to care for her needs — all of them.

However, Catherine explained she wasn’t prepared to give up the little piece of independence she’d gained, and was quite polite when she declined with his assurance that he wasn’t upset at her decision. Jayden emphasized that the offer would be on the table for as long as they had their arrangement should she ever change her mind.

He helped her redress and escorted her down to the lobby and to the curb where Micah stood holding the car door open for her. Jayden reluctantly helped her into the car and leaned in after her, giving his final instructions of the night.

“Micah will pick you up at five o’clock Friday evening and bring you to my home. I want you in a short skirt, no panties. On top, you are to have on a sheer blouse with a dark-colored, lace bra underneath. I want your hair off your neck and your body free of perfume or lotions as agreed. Nothing but your bath wash may be used on your skin.” The implications of his instructions were that he was going to waste no time moving ahead with her. Starting with her curiosity and need for exhibitionism even if it was just in risqué attire.

“Aye, Sir,” Catherine answered just above a whisper. 

“When you arrive, Micah will escort you to my front porch where you will remove your skirt and blouse, then kneel until I come to collect you.”

She sucked in a sharp breath, and her pupils dilated.

“And Catherine,” he waited until she looked up at him, “You are not to touch yourself in a sexual manner until I tell you that you can. Until Friday, my jewel.” Jayden bowed to her, and closed the door.








~~~Chapter 7~~~




Catherine Finds Her Place




Friday arrived at last, and once again, Catherine found herself pacing and waiting for Micah. She’d considered asking Sir if it would be permissible in the future to drive herself or get a cab, but then she thought better of it. If he wanted to send a car for her that was his right. While waiting, her thoughts skimmed over the time she’d spent with him so far during the past week.

When the agency had called soon after she’d awoken Thursday morning with a position at a dental office for the rest of the week she’d jumped on it. It was basic work answering the phone and filing charts, but it would keep her busy and help the days go by faster.

That morning had found her waking up after sleeping like the dead with a slight stiffness in her jaw and thigh muscles, and sore in other places in the best possible way. Now that she’d experience Sir’s cock, Catherine wasn’t sure she would ever acclimate to his size; erect it was a good nine inches, if not more, but she was looking forward to trying. 

Catherine had loved how silky his flesh felt in her palm when she first took him in hand, and she’d hoped he would have her display her oral skills for him. When he’d given the command, she’d sighed with happiness to be able to taste him. His flavor was unique and being so close to Sir had filled her nose with the rich experience of his musky scent.

A feeling of extreme pride in herself had bloomed while she’d reveled in his grunts and being able to bring him to completion with her mouth. Swallowing the last of his gift, Catherine had realized she could breathe. For the first time in years, she had been able to take a deep breath without it hurting.

As if that was not enough, Sir had then praised her and offered her the reward of his skilled mouth once again – she just had to grind her sex against him. Catherine had felt the shiver roll through her when he’d commanded her to mount his face. She wasn’t sure she’d like being in such a ‘top’ position. It had only taken her realizing that her Dom was offering his appreciation, and that he could place a simple, chaste kiss upon her or he could strap her to a cross and it wouldn’t matter, she’d soak in his praise and love every minute of it.

Once Catherine had willed her mind to let go and she entrusted her pleasure to Sir, the rest of the evening had been incredible . . . 




“Do not make me repeat myself or regret offering you a reward, Catherine,” Sir warned her, and his warm exhale tickled her sex which was so close to his mouth. “Spread those lips and lower yourself.”

Wanting to be good for him, Catherine did as she was told with precision. Her trembling fingers reached down so she could pinch the already slippery flesh and pull herself open, exposing her depths. She still couldn’t quite bring herself to lower her body down and had been caught off guard when his large hands gripped her hips and yanked her down until she sat flush on his face. 

Sir left her no time to catch her breath before his tongue probed deep and lapped from her like he was dying of thirst. Catherine’s eyes rolled back and her mouth fell open while her hips gave into instinct and began rocking. The tightening of his hold on her hips encouraged her to move faster, and soon Sir was holding his tongue stiff and still, which let her writhe on it at her own comfort.

Tightness clenched her tummy, warning her that if she wasn’t careful, she’d end up coming. 

“Sir . . .” Catherine whimpered. Though, she didn’t know what she wanted to beg for.

Her plea spurred him on and his tongue began moving again, a rapid flicking across the tiny bundle of raw nerves which pulsed with her heartbeat. The sensation was too much and Catherine bucked up and fell to her side on the bed.

“You may come when you like, Catherine . . .”

Sir knelt between her legs, looking down at her with wanton desire. He grinned and licked his lips with a slowness that made her groan with an involuntary shiver. Keeping his eyes on hers he lowered his mouth back to her sex. Sir’s lips curled around her clitoris and he sucked – a gentle tug driving Catherine to madness. 

Her head lolled and she clutched with desperation at the comforter while her orgasm crept closer. 

When his mouth vanished and Sir’s fingers thrust into her, seeking out that magic spot with a knowing stroke, her release sprayed out of her and her nipples constricted until she feared they would pop. The electrifying gratification continued on a loop as Sir prolonged her orgasm with fingers that fucked her at a frenzied pace. 

And then he was inside of her.

The abrupt feeling of being filled and the sting of being stretched caused her eyes to snap open. “Oh, God. Sir,” Catherine gasped. It was overwhelming and so very perfect. Her first orgasm, which had never exhausted itself, roared to life again and threatened to spill over with every push and pull of Sir’s satisfying momentum. 

“Sweet Jesus, Catherine. You – your cunt is heaven – so small and tight,” Sir ground out. 

Her chest swelled with his accolades. Spencer had only ever told her how nasty her pussy was and that it was good for nothing more than collecting his come. Sir’s tone was awestruck . . . worshiping. Encouraged by his words, she concentrated on squeezing and releasing her inner muscles, wanting to make the experience as enjoyable for him as she could. 

Together their bodies became slick with her come and their sweat while their flesh slammed against each other. 

Sir hooked one of her knees over his arm and opened her wider so he could push in even deeper. The head of his cock was knocking against her cervix on each inward thrust and then dragging over her tender g-spot with each withdrawal. 

His other hand moved to catch both of hers and he held them above her head against the bedspread. When he shifted the hand on her thigh down to cup and lift her ass off the bed so that he sank even deeper than before, she began a mixed keening and panting.

She was going to come harder than ever – and she did the moment that Sir pulled out of her with a wild yell. The movement of his cock extracting from her was climatic as he hit everything just right and the final moment of separation resulted in the damn bursting yet again.

Catherine felt herself being moved, dragged onto her knees so that her ass was on display and she tensed just a bit when the head of Sir’s cock pressed against her back entrance. Catherine inhaled and exhaled as slow as she could considering she’d just experienced another mind-blowing orgasm, willing herself to relax and open for him.

Instead of the pressure and burn she’d expected, she felt Sir’s warm come pulsing out of him against her back hole and running down her cheeks just before he collapsed across her back. Sir rolled them to the side where Catherine laid in his arms for several minutes in satiated bliss before he moved away, leaving her chilled in his absence. She was happy to continue resting while Sir set about cleaning up and started her aftercare after getting her some water. 




A phantom aftershock rocked her body at the memory. Catherine doubted that she would ever forget a single detail. She smiled and let out a wistful sigh.

Had it been just the night before that Sir had called her – not long after she’d settled into bed following a round on her elliptical and a soak in the tub? During their conversation, he’d asked how her day had been, and then instructed her to play with her pussy while he listened, making her stop and remove her hand when she’d been close to release. 

The memories now had her rubbing her thighs together in a surreptitious manner. Damn if they weren’t already slick due to her lack of underwear.

Biding her time, Catherine reviewed her reflection in her living room window with a final, appraising glance. The black skirt was short as requested, grazing mid-thigh with a zipper on the side. She’d had to go shopping for the black lace bra she now wore. Since she didn’t care for shopping – luck had been on Catherine’s side when she’d found a see-through, white blouse at Victoria’s Secret in addition to the bra. Her calves looked sexy in the white heels which were overlaid with black lace and the final finishing touch was her hair in a neat, French twist which left her neck exposed.

Micah arrived soon after. She tried to engage him in conversation on the ride, but again, he was silent leaving Catherine free to reflect some more. Sir hadn’t given her many details about Micah other than mentioning that he was also under Sir’s control. It was natural that that made Catherine curious.

She found herself wondering while she took in Micah’s highlighted, feathered brown locks and sharp, blue-eyes in the rear-view mirror, how often Sir played with him. Did he use just bondage and impact play with Micah, or was there a sexual relationship, too? Did that mean Sir was bi-sexual? If he was, then had he been trained under a male or female Dominant?

Each question led to another while the miles raced by, and she became frustrated with herself. Catherine wasn’t disturbed by her curiosity, just the fact that it wanted to be central at that particular time. She should have been using her time to mentally prepare herself for the evening, nay, the entire weekend which would soon begin on her Sir’s front porch.

For the first time since he’d told her what she was to do it dawned on her that Micah might be staying for her performance. Comprehension dawning, her mouth blurted out the words without care. “Will you be watching us, Micah?”

His eyes snapped up to meet her green ones in the rear-view mirror. Something dark and primal flickered in them calling to Catherine’s hidden desires.

“It is what I’ve been instructed to do,” Micah answered in a terse tone while they pulled into a long driveway, leaving her to wonder what else he had been instructed to do.

“Have you now?” she teased, and he nodded bringing the car to a stop. Catherine kept her focus on him, not bothering to look at the house yet. “Can I ask you a question?”

He took a minute to read her after he’d turned in his seat to face her. “Sure.”

“Will you be allowed to touch yourself?” He swallowed at her boldness but she pressed on before he could answer. “Tell me. Who are you looking forward to seeing naked: me or him?”

This time his gulp was audible. “Um, both,” he said, and his eyes broke contact, darting down to the side avoiding her.

“Micah . . .” she sing-songed, and his eyes rose up to meet hers once again with caution.

With a sheepish quirk to his pouty lips, he amended his answer with a whispered, “Sir Jayden.”

A spike of arousal rushed through her along with the tiniest hint of jealousy, which she pushed away in favor of the lust.

Catherine was going to have to rethink the eroticism factor of gay sex if her physical response to Micah’s admission, and the images it conjured up, were anything to go by. The possibilities were mind-numbing, and quite intriguing.

The next thing Catherine knew, she was being helped from the car, and escorted toward the wide but shallow porch steps of a house that was reminiscent of a Mediterranean villa. Old oak trees sprinkled the property telling of age and longevity, and creating a longing to become part of the history of the house. Vines crept up the outer walls reminding Catherine of fairytale castles. It seemed almost too good to be true, like another world to which she could escape.

They walked by one of the large potted palms that framed the entryway to the porch and Catherine’s eyes didn’t know what to focus on first. The alcove was all tile and brick with more potted plants lined along the walls. Off to the right, Micah ascended a staircase which led up to a nondescript door that she guessed might be his living quarters.

She nodded at him. Micah returned the nod and then began to strip out of his clothes. He knelt on the upper landing with his limp sex protruding through the railing, and gripped the iron.

Taken aback by his actions, she turned away, and noticed the large fans mounted above, which moved up and down in a languid wave. That explained why it had felt so much cooler once they had stepped out of the late afternoon sun and into the secret area. 

In short, it was beautiful and relaxing.

Catherine brought her eyes to the heavy front door decorated with twisty wrought iron. The butterflies which had been having a field day in her stomach settled, an inner peace washed over her. Her Sir was on the other side of that door somewhere, and would be joining her soon. With that thought her mind cleared and nothing else mattered, except pleasing him.

She undressed down to her lace bra feeling more vulnerable and naked with the single article than if she’d been bare. Catherine laid the clothes over the planter beside her and went to kneel, noticing a padded cushion had been left for her. She knelt and waited.

This was where she belonged.




~oOo~

Jayden Welcomes Catherine into His Home




Jayden watched Micah and Catherine approach through the blinds pleased she had followed his instructions with such exacting measures. Her tits looked full and ripe in the blouse, then downright delicious when the shirt was removed. When she slipped out of her skirt it wasn’t hurried, but sensual. Her shoes had him biting his lip to suppress a groan.

Above all however, he was relieved at the look of peace on her face when she settled onto her knees and spread them just wide enough that he caught a glimpse of the red dusting over her mound. It eased him into the role he had to play for the weekend.

It was true that he had Micah and Samantha, but they weren’t ‘his’ to truly do as he pleased with. They were a means to an end, not much above the level of the club goers looking for the slap-and-tickle that he detested. The major difference was that he did appreciate and respect what they offered him.

Samantha had a contract signed with him; a basic one that acknowledged they were aware of each other’s limits, and that she would be monogamous to him alone. Hypocritical, he knew. She even had a simple leather ‘as needed’ collar which Jayden kept in the office playroom to put on her when they engaged in play. It allowed her to call him Master and aided her mindset. Samantha was fond of yellowing – indicating she was uncomfortable – so that he had to alter their scene before they could continue, or just end if the mood was lost altogether. The result: a partnership that didn’t satiate him, but was convenient.

Micah was another story. He was more on par with the club goers that turned up once a month – curious. So when Micah had approached Jayden asking if he could ‘sample’ the lifestyle under Jayden’s hand, he’d agreed. Micah was expected to be respectful at all times and call Jayden ‘Sir’, but he already did that because of his job so that rule wasn’t a stretch. Where their arrangement differed was in the paperwork aspect. They had no contract, no collars, and no safe words. Theirs was a mutual give and take, Jayden having his physical needs met while Micah was allowed to explore and sample. When he had a question, he asked and Jayden answered.

Jayden knew at some point he would need to use a firmer hand – figuratively speaking – to push Micah toward a Dom he could call his own. Having just brought Catherine under his wing, Jayden wouldn’t be able to continue to mentor Micah for too long. Also, Jayden had to consider how much Micah would be able to handle before it became unfair to him; being used for his mouth and anus, yet receiving release by nothing but his own hand since Jayden refused to be that intimate with him.

Catherine took a deep breath and her movement drew Jayden’s attention back to the beauty on his porch. He’d worry about Micah later. For now, he had a submissive that needed to earn her entry into his home.

Jayden stepped out onto the porch still dressed in the suit he had worn to work that day. From the corner of his eye Jayden could see Micah perched on the stairs with his length swelling and beginning to rise through the railing. Micah would be watching and had permission to stroke himself to orgasm if he chose but was under instruction to stay on the sidelines.

“Good evening, Catherine,” he began, stepping toward her so that his polished wingtips appeared in her vision while she looked at the ground. “Welcome to my home . . .” He paused for a beat, waiting to see if she would answer. She didn’t, and he smiled.

“Please raise your eyes, my jewel.”




When Catherine’s emerald orbs locked on Jayden, he continued, “This is our first full weekend together and as such, I have a series of shall we say . . . tests for you to complete. Be assured,” he said while running his thumb down her cheek with a tenderness that shocked Catherine, “you cannot fail. They are a simple gauge for me to learn you better. I’m very impressed by the Catherine I’ve seen on paper, but am downright giddy to learn what makes the live Catherine tick.” He leaned over and brushed a kiss over her forehead.

Her eyes closed at his touch and the sentiment in his words. She could feel her trust for him growing.

“Are you ready to begin? Do you of your own freewill kneel before me now and offer your body to me until our time ends Sunday evening? You may answer, Catherine.”

“Aye, Sir. This girl submits to you with freewill and places her trust in you.”

Jayden reached down and pinched her lace-covered nipple eliciting a soft gasp from her. “Good. Let’s get started, shall we?”

The question was rhetorical and they both knew it.

“In a moment I’m going to take out my cock and you’re going to suck it until I come, but you will not swallow, nor will you spit it out. You’ll hold it until I tell you otherwise,” he went on while he lowered his zipper and extracted his cock, which was already hard and taut. “Open.”

Catherine parted her lips on command, a little nervous about the task ahead of her. Spencer had often done that – filled her mouth with his rancid spunk and left her holding it for long periods of time while she drooled unable to stop the natural buildup of saliva in her mouth. Before her mind could take her back to the last time, and the beating she’d received for allowing Spencer’s seed to spill, Sir Jayden’s cock passed over her lips.

Musky.

Smooth.

Perfect.

Catherine closed her lips and hollowed her cheeks allowing Sir’s soft grunts to spur her on. Lost in the task at hand, she was surprised when his hand tightened in her hair loosening her neat twist, and he reminded her not to swallow, but hold. The realization that she had brought her Sir to pleasure so fast had her yearning to be touched between her legs; whether it was a gentle finger or the flick of a crop – anything would bring her relief right now.

She nodded and felt her mouth fill, then she wanted to cry when Sir told her to show him how she played with her pussy. Catherine worried that she wouldn’t be able to carry out his wishes. After all, her own hand had failed to bring her pleasure in the recent past.

“Show me, Catherine; show me what it takes to make that pussy quiver. Come for me, and you may spit, or swallow if you choose, and then you may enter my home.”

A strangled cry garnered Sir’s attention toward Micah who was spraying his own come over the stairwell even as Catherine’s fingers sought out her own wetness. Though his concentration had been broken, hers had not.

She stared at him with determination, her mouth almost closed while her fingers slip-slided between her nether lips, seeking to do his bidding.

Moving behind her, Sir unfastened her bra, and pushed the straps down her arms much like he’d done with her dress at the club last weekend. Her nipples were erect and thick before the air hit them, but became harder when he came to the front. She could feel his heated gaze devouring her while his fingertips plucked at her. When she came, her body tightened under his hands, and then relaxed, never once jeopardizing her form.

“Such a good girl, Catherine. You may swallow or spit.”








~~~Chapter 8~~~




The Morning After




Catherine looked up from the cutting board where she was preparing a fruit salad to accompany the whole-wheat pancakes she was cooking for breakfast. According to the clock, she had ten minutes left.

The night before her outfit had been forgotten on the front porch, and she’d been led into his home in nothing but her high heels. In her naked glory, she had followed Sir around while he gave her a tour of the house still dressed in his tailored suit.

While they walked, Catherine had endured with fervor Sir’s glancing touches, pinches, and light-handed smacks to her breasts and backside. His actions had made it difficult to concentrate on his voice while he relayed the schedule he expected of her when she was there. However, the challenge of the task didn’t last beyond her catching on that Sir was testing her ability to focus. After that, she didn’t miss a single word.

Catherine had been hopeful when they entered the exquisite playroom but understood – even appreciated – his thoughtfulness of wanting her to have a chance to familiarize herself with the room before handing over total control of her body to him.

Sir had taken a seat in the corner and encouraged her to explore the space and all it contained.

The floor was comprised of thick, dark planks of worn, but polished, wood which her shoes echoed on while she walked. Tap, tap. Tap, tap. Two of the walls were painted a rich mahogany, a third was covered in floor to ceiling mirrors, and the final wall had a utilitarian purpose: housing impact toys, a myriad of ropes coiled with meticulous care in all manner of color, material, and thicknesses, silk ties, and spreader bars. There were even lengths of chain. It was a buffet to her visual senses when her mind took over and began imagining experiencing them all – except for the canes. That was when she noticed the blank spot on the wall.

Sir had removed his canes from sight. For her.

She turned to face him and found him watching her with a bemused grin. “Thank you, Sir,” she said in a soft whisper.

He nodded, and then waved her forward with a curl of his fingers. The movement was performed with a sensuousness that she could feel inside her soul, causing her breath to escape in a rush.

“In due time, Catherine. I hope to show you they are nothing to fear when handled with respect,” Jayden said with resolve firming his tone.

For the first time, she believed that might be possible. “This girl is willing to try for you, Sir.” She had reached the side of his chair and his fingers were caressing her outer thigh.

“That’s all I can ask,” he replied, his lips now brushing the smooth flesh of her inner thigh. His nose pressed against her dampening curls and he asked, “Most submissives wax; why do you not?”

She tensed. “This girl is ashamed.”

“Of what?”

“The scars,” she answered with her voice flat.

“Well,” his tongue flicked out and lapped at her, “I tend to prefer a smooth pussy, and as stipulated in the rules, this was a subject up for discussion. I’ll allow you to start with shaving if you’d like. You have one month to complete the task, or I will wax you myself.”

Catherine’s eyes blurred while the shame washed over her. Spencer had disfigured her and once Sir saw that he’d send her away — she just knew.

“Yes, Sir.”

“Catherine, you do realize that as our time together moves forward, I’ll get to know every part of your body with utmost intimacy don’t you?”

She nodded once. “Yes, Sir.”

At her defeated reply, Sir’s head snapped up and his eyes narrowed.

“I am not so shallow as to enter into this sort of agreement based on physical attributes alone, my jewel.” His teeth nipped at her curls and tugged at them. “Do not be afraid to bare yourself before me,” he added right before his tongue sought out the cleft of her lips and lapped at the gathering moisture.

He pulled back and fixed his gaze on her, and she met it when he used a gentle hand to lift her chin. Silently, Catherine acknowledged that she knew Sir wasn’t talking about just her body. Satisfied by her determined gaze, he returned his tongue to its previous task, and brought her to a blubbering orgasm minutes later with his skill.

Sir stood and gathered Catherine’s weak-legged form into his arms and carried her to the en suite. He was careful to keep her steady while placing her on her feet prior to reaching into the shower stall and starting the water. When it had warmed, he held her hand so she didn’t slip while she stepped in.

Catherine soaked in the heat while Sir gave her instructions to wash and indicated he would join her soon.

About ten minutes later he kept his word. She caught a glimpse of blue, white, and green on the counter when he opened the door, but was soon distracted by the vision of his naked body. Knowing she shouldn’t stare, her eyes fluttered closed and she tipped her conditioner laden hair back under the water to rinse it.

He stepped in close, pressing his body into Catherine, and she felt his hands thread into her hair as he took over the rinsing. While Sir massaged her scalp, she rewarded him with a soft hum of contentment.

“Does my jewel like that?” he asked in a calm tone, and Catherine succumbed to an inner smile.

She hadn’t asked him why he continued to call her that, but she liked it. It made her feel precious and prized – like a jewel.

“Aye, Sir.”

“There’s my girl,” Sir praised her with a grin. “Have you soaped yet?”

She gave her head a small shake and whispered, “No, Sir.”

Watching him perform a task as simple as reaching for the loofah and body wash to care for her sent a tremor of peace through her, even as the scent of the soap enveloped and calmed her. It was a vanilla-scented concoction from Bath and Body Works.

“Mm, smells good, Sir,” Catherine babbled and Sir snickered.

“I don’t like this half as much as whatever you’re using at home. It’s not nearly as delicious.” He gave her shoulder a playful nip. “Before you go home Sunday, I want to know what you use so that I can have this and your bathroom upstairs supplied with it.”

Catherine continued to hum and bask in the attention of his gentle scrubbing.

“Spread,” Sir directed when he reached Catherine’s legs. He washed the area, and moved down her legs before he had her turn and bend forward so he could make sure she received a thorough cleansing from behind as well. While Sir washed her, she knew he was inspecting her skin the best he could. 	

She kept herself trimmed, just not bare, but Catherine was sure he could detect the occasional pucker of pink skin beneath the wiry, ginger curls.

He let out a low hiss when he found a couple of the circular scars near her rectum – cigarette sized, and it was all Catherine could do not to cringe. 

It hadn’t been consensual. 

She had not enjoyed it. 

However, it had been beyond her control at the time.

Catherine shuddered at the memory while Sir rinsed the suds from her body, placing tender kisses over the damaged skin as it was revealed. Daring to look down at him, she didn’t stop her hand from cupping his cheek when she discovered he was crying.

Was it for the suffering she had experienced? Could he care that much?

When Sir’s gaze traveled up Catherine’s body while he rested back on his haunches, she met it with gratitude for his kindness – rules be damned. A spanking was worth sharing this moment with him.

“Do you trust me?” 

 Catherine nodded, and Sir reached around her to retrieve the body wash. She watched while he squirted a dollop of the soap into his hand, and lathered it up before spreading it in an even coat over her mound.

He picked up the razor. “Is this okay?”

Her eyes darted from his eyes to the blade and back before she nodded.

To give him room to work, she assumed, Sir guided her foot up onto the edge of the tub. “Catherine, I want you to play with your nipples while I do this. Make them the center of your world right now.” He gave her a minute or two to get lost in the sensation she was giving herself, then he shaved her smooth, rinsed her, and kissed every scar.

“We need to talk,” Sir declared when he stepped from the shower and wrapped a towel around his waist. “I’ve laid out clothes on the counter for you. Put your hair up in a towel, bring the hair brush, and meet me back in the playroom.”

Catherine trembled with the emotions that coursed through her. Could he get any more perfect? She wondered with mild amusement. Once her body had dried, she hung the towel up, and turned to look at herself in the mirror. When she ran her fingers over her smooth mound, stopping to finger a raised circle, it seemed to her the marks were less noticeable than she remembered, even under the bright light.

Moments later she’d slipped into the plain, white, cotton thong and bra that reminded her of the time her Da had taken her to buy her first bra. It had been a horrible embarrassment for both of them, but seeing that her mother had died in childbirth, neither of them had much option. She felt a slight pang of sorrow tug at her. She missed her Da.

The sound of Sir’s throat clearing coming from the playroom reminded her she was taking longer than she should so she set her mind straight and slipped into the pretty blue and green tartan plaid skirt. She grabbed the brush and hurried out to stand next to him.




Sir was once again in the corner chair, but naked this time. Since her eyes were downcast, she was able to see his thick length resting against his thigh. It twitched while he looked her over.

“Come. Kneel before me facing the mirrors.”

She got into position, and her head jerked back when he tugged the towel free. She could see her reflection; see the flush on her chest suggesting the blooming of her arousal. His next move surprised her.

Sir started to brush her hair.

That was it. There was just the steady whisper of the brush while he pulled it through Catherine’s hair in rhythmic strokes that both soothed and relaxed her. His voice was hypnotic and coaxing when it came at the same time that he parted her hair down the middle into two sections.

“You have my permission to speak. I’m going to ask some questions, and I want you to answer without thinking too much on your responses. Just give me your natural reaction. Okay?”

“Aye, Sir.”

“What is your full name?”

“Catherine Eilene O’Chancey.”

“How old are you?”

“Twenty-three.”

“Where did you grow up?”

“California.”

“Any siblings?”

“No, Sir. Just this girl and her father.”

This gave Sir pause. “Mother?”

“She died giving birth to this girl.” He gathered the first section of her hair and started a tight braid, and the minute tug against her scalp kept her panic at bay.

“How long were you with Spencer?”

She blinked, and Sir tightened his hold on her hair, waiting to release it when her eyes opened again.

“Two years,” she choked out.

“Were you collared?”

She nodded, unable to form words as the panic began to bubble.

“Did he allow safe words?”

She swallowed then answered with a weak, “At first.”

Sir’s fingers finished the first braid, and he fixed the end with an elastic band. Giving her time to settle, he traced patterns over her shoulders and upper back before picking the brush up and starting the process on the other section of her hair.

“How did the contract end?” he hedged.

She hoped he wasn't going to ask too many more questions because she didn't know how many more she could handle answering.

“This girl told you, Sir. He’s dead.” Her tone was sharper than she’d intended, and she flinched out of habit while whimpering, “Sorry.”

“Over my lap, Catherine.”

Showing Sir that she remembered his preferences, Catherine took her place over his lap like she’d been taught at the club. The skirt was flipped up onto her back seconds before his palm connected with her ass.

“Get mad at him and let it out,” he stated, and his hand connected again.

She resisted. If she told it would bring him back somehow – Spencer would get power over her again.

“Catherine, release it.”

The sting was sharper, and the smack louder. He’d moved to using the brush. Her nipples drew up taut in the soft bra, electricity zinging through her while her body came to life under Sir’s tool.

All at once she could feel everything, and nothing – she was weightless. Without her permission, her cheeks flooded with the tears she’d kept pent up for so long. The purifying sobs broke free from her chest while her humiliation washed down her face. Her fear flooded her thighs; the emotional release combining with his striking hand to trigger her orgasm.

She’d been half out of it while Sir had finished their session. Lifting her in his arms, he’d carried her to the bed, and then satiated himself with her body, flopping her around like a rag doll with his every thrust. It was in a daze that she’d followed him from the playroom to what would be her room, the decor making her think of a beach cottage with its light blues and soft creams. He’d tucked her into bed, wishing her a good night’s rest with the final instructions that he expected his breakfast in the dining room at eight-thirty in the morning, which was now two minutes away.




She scrambled to put the finishing touches on breakfast, her bottom still resonating with a mild heat from her brush paddling, and took it to the dining room. She laid his place setting out, and poured his coffee and orange juice. She had just removed the apron she’d worn while preparing breakfast and folded it over an extra chair when Sir entered the room. Not having time to kneel, she dropped her gaze and tucked her hands behind her back, her bare chest pushing forward.

“This looks delicious. Thank you. Kneel, and let me feed you.”

Breakfast passed in silence. Catherine held her position, accepting dainty bites when he offered them, feeling her excitement for what the day held grow with each tease of his fork on her lips. When he was full, he offered her what remained, insisting she would need her strength. Catherine ate and cleared the dishes, then met him outside the playroom.

Waving his arm, he opened the door: “Enter if you are prepared to be my slut.”

She turned on her heel and walked backward into the room. Having memorized the number of steps it took to cross the room the night before, Catherine knew when she was in the middle, stopped, and then knelt.

“Aye, Sir. This girl is prepared to do your bidding.”




The morning hours passed while they played Sir’s fetch game. Catherine’s heart felt light in her chest so she’d had no problems backing up to the wall and choosing a long-handled paddle with a three-inch wide tip on it.

The first ball she went after was one of the anal ones. Her silent question regarding ‘losing’ the ball was answered when he slipped it onto a pegged-base by threading a plastic tube through the center which he then clipped a weight to. He pushed the ball into her and set her about her next task.

By the time she’d collected them all, the anal balls being threaded onto the peg each time, her ass and pussy were stretched full. She was so turned on by that point, that a steady dribble of arousal had coated her inner thighs. Her ass was a delightful shade of pink – like fresh salmon – from the continual prodding slaps of the crop while Sir had worked her around the room.

Not once had she dropped a ball after it was inserted.

She’d won.

The shock on his face told her she was the first to have done so well which caused Catherine to grin like a fiend at her success, and she noticed Sir suck in a deep breath when she did.

Having done so well, Sir explained that he’d decided Catherine had earned the right to come – after he had been relieved, of course. She took the option of her mouth being used, and relished in the pleasure of not being denied his seed while she shared her eagerness by swallowing. Her lapping tongue cleaned him kept him hard.

“I doubt I will ever grow tired of your magical mouth, slut, but I need more than that right now.”

Sir walked her over to the stocks, and locked her in.

“I just love the way your ass juts out like a glowing beacon for me to hone in on.”

Plunging into her from behind, he slid out, then slammed back in, bringing another orgasm to the surface for Catherine, making her beg for it.

“Hold it.”

“Please, Sir.”

“No.”

“Oh, God. Sir . . . can’t . . . please!”

“You can, and you will – no matter how musical your begging is to me.”

 Catherine’s disjointed words and sounds ranged from guttural growls to high pitched whimpers while he maintained a brutal pace pounding into her until he pulled his cock out of her and splashed hot fluid across her back while giving her permission to join him, which she did with a heated spray.

Sir had taken her to the shower where he’d washed her down, then had her kneel on the built-in bench with her ass facing out. Reaching around and in between her thighs he used two fingers to apply firm circular pressure to her hypersensitive clit. He waited until she began squirming, her body asking for more, to start pulling the anal balls out – one by one. Sir counted out the balls as he extracted almost all of them before giving Catherine the command to yet again, “Come”, and then freed the remaining balls from her body with a fast and firm yank giving her no option but to obey his command.

With both of them exhausted, Sir led them back into the playroom where they settled into the center of the king-sized bed, and they closed their eyes. Nap time followed.








~~~Chapter 9~~~




She Wore a Pearl Necklace




	Catherine awoke an hour later with an urgent need to urinate. Next to her, Sir’s soft snores broke the silence of the room and she hated to disturb him. She debated over whether or not she should just slip from the bed and relieve herself, or if she should wake him and ask his permission. He shifted next to her, his hand bumping against her lower belly, which caused her to whimper in discomfort.

His eyes flew open. “What’s wrong?”

“This girl needs to pee, Sir,” Catherine murmured.

Blinking and sleepy, Sir ran his hand down his face. “You’re asking permission to pee?” 

Catherine almost giggled at how cute he was, but shrugged and nodded instead. They were still in the playroom – of course she was asking permission.

“We are in the playroom, Sir . . .”

“Of course. When you’re finished collect the items from our earlier scene, and clean them how we discussed last night along with the rest of the room. You may use the next two hours however you would like around the house, but you must remain naked. After that time, I expect you to prepare dinner, and have it served in the dining room at six o’clock. Please include a place setting for yourself.”

Sir rose from the bed, and strolled out of the playroom, leaving Catherine speechless and unable to not watch his flexing buttocks. She might have squealed into the sheet, which was balled up in her fists once the door closed.

The rest of the day blurred into a hazy sense of peacefulness for Catherine while she enjoyed the effects the extra endorphins were having on her body.

Catherine relieved herself and then set about tidying up the playroom, heading to the kitchen when she was done. After poking around, she found two packs of chicken breasts in the freezer, and pulled one out. She threw together a teriyaki marinade and put the frozen breasts into it, setting the whole thing in the farm-style basin sink to thaw. Her plan was to cook them on the stove top grill along with some asparagus and wild rice with dried cranberries and pineapple bits folded in.

With dinner planned, she moved to the backyard after stopping to lather her body in sunscreen. The villa theme continued out back with high privacy fences shrouded in the glossy leaves of an eclectic mix of wildlife from palms to magnolias. Sweet jasmine vines weaved through the trees, covering the fence and filling the air with a floral honey scent.

Catherine was surprised to see two pools. One lay under a retractable awning, giving the swimmer the option of shade or sun while they swam against the steady flow of the current coming from the front end of the lap pool. The other was a traditional pool complete with a slide and diving board at the deep end. 

Feeling happy Catherine went straight for the slide.




~oOo~

Jayden’s Decision




Catherine was unaware that Jayden watched her frolic and play from his study window. Nor was she aware when his decision became final. He could see that she was happy here with him. Knowing that she’d found pleasure and comfort in his home, he was almost high with the feeling of elation that came over him. The fact that his inclinations thus far hadn’t frightened her, but rather called to her served to increase his satisfaction and resolve.

Jayden didn’t need any more time with her to know that he wanted his collar on her. His cock agreed by hardening when she burst through the water, her usual fiery hair a deep auburn now wet and shimmering in the sun. The water splashed away from her erect nipples, scattering prisms of color under the bright beams causing him to groan.




~*~




Dinner was light, but satisfying, and full of flavor. Two for two, he thought. She could cook as well. Jayden was finding that the more time he spent with Catherine the more enamored he became.

Feeling possessive, Jayden entered the playroom with the intent to finalize his claim on her by marking the remaining hole his cock had not yet tasted.

Catherine had been on her knees when Jayden entered, and he was more than happy to take advantage of her placement by having her suck him to a full erection. He’d noticed that she seemed to be getting just a fraction more of him into her mouth each time she did this. The thought of her being able to take all of him one day hardened him further and he withdrew, afraid he was going to lose control. He slapped the wet head against her cheek, then had her rise and kiss him.

Extracting himself from the kiss, Jayden’s eyes darted about the room – he hadn’t decided yet if he wanted to strap her to his St. Andrews Cross or bend her over his whipping bench to get access to her backside. Both would give her a certain measure of discomfort which Catherine would need to keep her focus. 

As Jayden played with a loose tendril of Catherine’s hair, he smiled when she shivered and the plan for their scene solidified in his head. She followed without resistance while he pinched her nipple and guided her to the cross. His pulse raced while he positioned her with her face forward against the supple leather, and then he went to retrieve his favorite flogger – a beautiful red and black leather number – some lube, a condom, and an anal vibrator. 

Catherine sighed when Jayden slipped a medium-sized, lubed vibrator into her ass and switched it on.

“I’m going to let that toy start opening you for me, Catherine. Your ass will be mine tonight.”

“Aye, Sir,” Catherine stated and then gasped. 

She hadn’t been given permission to speak, and Jayden had caught her slip by bringing the flogger down between her shoulder blades.

“Tsk, tsk, slut.” 

The next swish came up between her legs where the tips of the fronds caressed her sex. Catherine remained quiet this time, even biting back the moan that threatened to escape. 

“Sounds are allowed, but no words unless you need to safe word. Now, feel.”




~oOo~

Catherine’s Final Claiming




Catherine allowed herself to get lost in the flogging and explosions of heat against her skin when the knotted fingers connected. Her back was navigated with care as Sir avoided her kidney area – something Spencer never bothered with – her ass, thighs, and calves, even arms felt the loving touch, and Catherine’s sounds of pleasure poured forth.

When Sir removed the vibrator and lined himself up in its place, Catherine was grateful she had been strapped to the cross. In her gelatinous state, she wasn’t sure she could have held her own weight up. Her Dom was wicked good with a flogger, it turned out.

Catherine could feel how slick Sir was. He’d lubed himself well. A firm pressure had her sucking in a breath. She relaxed into the sting of the stretch, letting him into her body steady but sure. Her body adjusted and stretched to meet his girth, and Sir began to move.

That right there: the bindings holding her, her skin singing with delight, and her anus being worked with a tender erotic stroke – that was why she’d come back to face her demons.

Her needy whimpers echoed in the large room.

“Do you have something to ask?” Sir forced the words out to the tempo of his undulating hips.

“For the love of God, Sir. Please let this girl come!” Catherine begged, thankful for the chance to make the request.

Sir withdrew from her backside, and she heard the snap as he yanked the condom off just before he spread her ass cheeks and pumped himself with a furious stroke, telling Catherine she could come when she felt his seed drip on her. At the same time that Sir’s hand worked himself for those final imperative seconds – given away by the steady thump of his hand against her hole – he used his free hand to slide into Catherine’s dripping wetness and fingered her.

The words had just left his mouth when she felt the first warm splatter, and she let go screaming her pleasure into the room.




~*~




Sunday morning found Catherine waking and stretching with a languidness she hadn’t felt in a long while. The cream duvet with full, lush roses in blue print was thick and fluffy around her. Her pillows were wrapped in high thread-count cotton which felt similar to satin beneath her bare skin.

Catherine scooted up into a sitting position against the pillows and headboard, and then allowed herself to get a proper look around her room. Due to exhaustion her previous nights had found her crashing the minute he’d tucked her in so there hadn’t been an opportunity. Last night Sir had kissed her forehead and tweaked her nipples one last time, and then told her to sleep in until she woke. Once she was up and dressed, she was to meet him on the veranda. The lax schedule now gave her the chance to explore.

The walls were covered with a fabric paper which matched the duvet’s colors, cream base with a blue Victorian scroll that incorporated the rose theme of the room. Gunmetal blue silk curtains, dense cream carpeting, and furniture all crafted from pine with a light finish. A spray of blue and gray silk roses grew from a brushed-chrome floor vase that matched the other fixtures of the room: handles, metalwork on the furniture, curtain rods. The craftsmanship was beautiful, and Catherine wondered if it all had been made at Sir’s company. A vase of fresh, white with tips dusted in coral roses sat on top of her dresser. 

Overall the room gave off a vibe of calming and classy. It was pretty without being too ‘sissy girl.’ She liked it.

Catherine climbed out of bed, and padded over to the walk-in closet. 

Sir had told her the closet had been filled with items of his choosing which met his approval for what she could wear when with him. However, the nonchalant way in which he’d done it hadn’t prepared her for the quantities of clothes she saw before her. All of it with the tags still hanging from the sleeves like a loud proclamation of: ‘I was bought just for you.’

Catherine was touched by the gesture. She wasn’t used to such kindness, but she was catching on that Sir had meant every word he’d uttered to her thus far. He’d been telling the truth when he’d said her well-being was his concern.

Sir’s parting whispers had been for her to, “wear a sun-dress sans underthings” so she went for the dresses. Her skin held a pink tinge from her afternoon in the sun the day prior so she avoided the red and orange options.

Finding a beautiful crocheted dress, Catherine took it from the hanger and held it up in the light. It had a tie-dyed look with its swirling shades of cream to beige to brown reminding her of the kind of look you could get from using tea. 

There were no zippers or fasteners other than the crocheted lengths at the neck which opened the top of the dress. Since Sir had bathed her before putting her to bed, she was already clean and slipped into the dress. The flaps folded back just on the inside edge of her nipples, if she were to move all of a sudden they’d be exposed. Too easy, she thought with a giggle and tied the strings into a neat bow thereby covering her breasts.

The weekend so far had been amazing for Catherine. She was anxious to see what he had planned for the day – their last together until next weekend. Approaching the French doors, she paused to watch Sir through the glass.

He was shirtless, his chest tan and sculpted, but not obscenely so – enough to be sexy. Damp hair lay against his forehead making Catherine’s hand itch to push it back, and a pair of glasses sat perched on his nose while he read the Sunday paper and sipped on his coffee.

She laid her forehead against the window to better take him in, but the movement caught his attention.

Sir set the paper down, and fixed her with a firm stare.




~oOo~

Bullet Therapy with Jayden




“Are you coming out or are you going to continue standing there spying on me?” Jayden called to Catherine with a teasing lilt in his tone. The paper landed on the table with a soft thud followed by his glasses while she stepped out onto the veranda and glided toward him – a vision of simplistic beauty. The soft sway of her tits with each step she took confirmed her lack of lingerie, and increased his eagerness to use the item hidden in the chair next to him.

It would either piss her off, guaranteeing her answer later would be “no”, or it would be a breakthrough for her, which he was expecting it to be, and she would be his.

First things first, he offered her breakfast from the assortment of pastries and fresh berries on the table. Small talk was made while she ate; simple questions along the lines of, “Do you like your room?” and, “Is the bed satisfactory?” to ease her into a talking mood.

When she was finished eating, Jayden had Catherine sit on the table and lie back. With a meticulous approach, he pushed the dress up her thighs, and pried her legs open. Reaching into the chair, he retrieved the remote controlled G-bullet and slid it into position with ease inside her. He gave her clit a few teasing taps, then straightened her dress back down and had her take a seat again.

Like the day before, Jayden began with the easier questions: asking her about her experience with him so far, and checking in to make sure she was enjoying their time as much as he had. All the while the bullet was set on low thrumming away inside of her. Then he took it up a notch by asking about her first Dom – the one that trained her. 

Her breathing remained calm, though her skin began to glisten with perspiration. 

He questioned. 

She answered. 

He listened, and absorbed every tidbit she gave him.

Catherine shared how she met Andrew Brenner her freshman year of college. He was a professor in the psychology department who often cruised campus for volunteers for assorted studies. Instead of going home to spend the summer with her father, she had gone with Andrew to his home. He’d opened her eyes to the world of Domination and submission after detecting her natural tendencies for it. When the school term started up again, she stayed on with him through her sophomore year, figuring she had no classes in the psychology wing.

She’d been a legal adult, but Catherine had hidden the relationship from her father, knowing he wouldn’t approve of his baby being sexually active, or involved with a man ten years her senior. Catherine had always been mature for her age and never had gotten on well with those in her age group. Andrew introduced her as trained and available to the BDSM community at the end of the summer just before her junior year had started, and Spencer scooped her up.

Catherine’s eyes had dulled when the topic changed to Spencer yet Jayden pressed, beginning to play with the settings on the remote. He wanted her honest answers, but he was attempting to aid her with the physical distraction and teach Catherine that her body could still experience pleasure even if his memory was in the proverbial room with her.

In the beginning, things hadn’t been bad. Spencer had been attentive and caring, but when Catherine thought back on it now, she could see the signs that she had overlooked. Spencer walked her to classes and would be right there waiting when she got out, and he always had plans for them if she wanted to do something with classmates. Over time, school became the only place she went outside of the house. Spencer wouldn’t even let her do the shopping; Catherine had to make do with whatever he brought home. The first time she questioned him and was back-handed across the kitchen, Catherine should have left. It was a week later that she discovered he was keeping her locked in, and it all went downhill from there.

For the next hour, Jayden shifted topics in the questioning. Sometimes his questions were in regards to Spencer, other times he asked about childhood memories. The whole time he monitored the bullet, watching her skin tone and breathing so he knew when it was getting to be too much or taking her too close to an orgasm.

Together they worked the first memory out of her. When she was done talking, her cheeks were tear soaked, and Jayden felt nauseous. Spencer had not been a Dom. He’d been an abuser, and Catherine had been nothing more than a worthless object to him. The time had come to welcome her back into the true meaning of the lifestyle; Jayden could wait no longer.

Jayden stood and freed the velvet box which contained the length of black pearls from his pocket. Attached near the clasp was a small charm engraved with a four-leaf clover for outer appearance while the back of the charm was etched with Jayden’s initials and a triskele – the emblem of their lifestyle.

“Catherine,” he said standing before her. “Will you allow me to collar you?”

There was nothing ritualistic about it, just straight to the point. Jayden wanted her; wanted to have a hand in her life full-time, even if they played just on the weekends. He was offering to be there when she was happy and when she was sick. Protection within the community would be provided by him. More than anything: he was stating that he wanted her.

Catherine met his gaze and smiled before she slipped from the chair to take a proper position on her knees for the occasion.

“Aye, Sir. To serve you will be divine,” she answered, and Jayden could tell her heart raced within her chest – much as his own.

He fastened the chain around her neck, allowing the pads of his fingertips to linger against her soft skin a moment longer than necessary, and then he kissed her lips.

“I’ve chosen black pearls for your collar because of all this particular treasure has to endure for its inner beauty to shine, and for its rarity. You are my pearl, my jewel, and you’re servitude will always be surreal.”








~~~Chapter 10~~~




Dr. Jayden, Not So Much




It was hard to believe a month had already passed since Jayden had collared Catherine. She had blossomed under his attentions in that time. Where she’d been beautiful before – resembling the roses he had delivered to her apartment every Monday – she was now more regal, rarer in his eyes, and thus priceless. He could liken her to a Rothschild’s Slipper Orchid: graceful yet fragile, and requiring kid gloves to handle her. Jayden was catching on that with proper dedication to her needs; she returned his affections tenfold, making her a worthy investment of his time.

He’d never had a better submissive.

The brush therapy became a part of their routine along with diligence in journaling. On Friday nights when Catherine presented herself in the playroom, she brought the journal which Jayden would read at some point during the weekend and make sure she had it back when she left on Sunday. Each Saturday evening, he would have her shower and bring the brush to him. She was doing splendid with opening up and talking, but each therapy session still ended with Catherine over his lap absolving herself through her tears.

Jayden had hoped there would be less by now.

Sunday mornings always found Catherine looking refreshed while Jayden would be haggard having been unable to sleep after hearing her tales of Spencer’s idea of a BDSM relationship. He scoffed at himself now for his initial questioning of her behavior. Jayden had no doubts she’d been beyond perfect for Spencer.

The man had been a case-closed nut job who had no concept of consensual or safe. What Jayden knew as bondage and discipline – an elaborate exchange of trust between two people – had been nothing more than shackling and beating in Spencer’s world. He’d managed to give even Sadism a bad rap. There was part of Catherine that was masochistic and craved being edged into pleasure through pain; it was unfortunate that she had discovered too late that Spencer wasn’t offering pleasure, but was simply inflicting pain.

Jayden’s stomach churned and his blood pressure rose with each recounting.

Having seen the cigarette burns already, the story of how they’d come to be was the first she’d shared; a large boulder removed from her elaborate mental wall. Jayden held her while she shook and her voice trembled while she let the words go.

He listened with an aching sympathy for her while she described the way Spencer had pulled her into his playroom — which from Catherine’s description had been nothing more than a filthy basement — and in a drunken state had raped her mouth, and then tried to force her to share an ‘after-sex cigarette.’ All she had done was attempt to decline and he had burned her in multiple areas.

Jayden didn’t miss that the common factor in each of her memories was that Spencer was always drunk. Some of the stories had been so awful that he’d been wary of leaving her to sleep alone, fearing she would wake up screaming from nightmares. Against his better judgment, or perhaps because of it, he’d left Catherine in her room. If she needed his help, she knew to ask.

It confused Jayden that he had the forethought to put so much effort into the decision of where she should sleep. From the outside, one might think he was developing romantic feelings for Catherine. He knew the truth: he was just her concerned Dom, nothing more. 

Well, nothing more than human.

The very idea that she could have, and without a doubt, would have ended up crippled or worse at Spencer’s hands made Jayden ill. It also made him determined. Catherine belonged in this life, thrived in it even, and he would make sure she could experience it in a safe setting until she desired it no more.

The more Catherine revealed to him of the horrors she’d undergone, the more he became concerned that she hadn’t sought professional counseling before. He was elated that she was sharing with him, but decided he needed to push her more for her own good. Erotic paddlings were only going to go so far toward healing her. Jayden knew he wasn’t a professional therapist and had begun questioning if he was helping her. He worried that he might be doing something wrong considering how deep her demons went.

The final influencing factor of Jayden’s decision had come from their recap the previous weekend. Catherine had expressed an interest in acting out a rape fantasy. While he desired for them to explore all of their fantasies together that was one he couldn’t in good conscience even think to entertain at the current point in their arrangement. He was willing to file it away for later to be revisited at a future date when her mind was in a healthier place, and he’d told her as much.

Jayden wasn’t the therapist Landon Michaels was.

Landon was a longtime friend of Jayden’s who happened to be a psychiatrist. He was also a fellow Dom. A sense of ease washed over him when the idea occurred to give Landon a call on Monday. If his hunches regarding Catherine were correct, he was going to ask if Landon would be willing to take Catherine on as a patient. At the very least, Jayden needed to talk to Landon for his own ease of mind. If Landon agreed with him, then next weekend he would inform her of his request when they had their usual Sunday talk – where they recapped the weekend, coordinated their calendars for the next week, and made any needed adjustments to their limits lists.

Knowing their next weekend was going to be more intense than normal, Jayden was going to forgo the therapy session this weekend in lieu of something more sensual for their playtime. With a final check of his preparations, he reclined in the dim, flickering light to wait for Micah to deliver Catherine to him.




~oOo~

Earning Catherine’s Trust




Catherine was still stunned. Had she hoped to be collared by her Sir? Yes. Had she expected him to offer so soon? Not a chance in hell. Could she trust him? After the past weekend, she was confident she could.

Restless and fidgety, Catherine was perched in the backseat wishing Micah would drive faster. After a week filled with one bad thing after another, she had hit her mental limit, and she was desperate to see her Master so she could forget everything else. 

The central heating unit in her apartment hadn’t responded to the winterizing protocol attempted by maintenance, leaving her with no air for the last two days – hot or cold. The secretary job she’d thought was going to be offered to her fell through when the lady Catherine had been covering changed her mind about coming back to work, meaning Catherine was still at the mercy of the temp agency for income. To top it all off, she also hadn’t been feeling great; but with no health insurance, she wasn’t going to spend money to go in and complain about needing to pee and an aching back. Perhaps it was her clouded head, but just as she didn’t feel right spending her own money on something so trivial she didn’t think it was necessary for Master to do either.

Catherine was convinced she just needed a weekend with her Master. He would take her into the playroom and make all her stress go away through his impeccable knowledge of all things sex. Then she would sleep better, and her health would resolve itself.

The last month had been indescribable to Catherine. She’d been concerned about holding up her end of the bargain regarding ‘therapy,’ but Master had found a way around her fears. His tactics relaxed her, and helped her feel safe enough to talk. More than anything they had done thus far; her therapy sessions each week had built the most trust in her heart toward her Master.

Master. The word still sent a thrill through her.

Now, if Micah would drive just a little bit faster, she could be on her way to feeling Master’s healing touch that much sooner.

The moment the Town Car slipped through the now familiar iron gates with the decorative steel shaped into curling tendrils like the beckoning fingers of a lover, Catherine pulled her copy of the house key from her purse and held it in a firm grip. Master had entrusted her with it just last weekend, telling her that from now on she was to let herself in, visit her room for any last minute grooming needs, and then proceed to the playroom with her journal to strip and kneel.

Inhaling a deep breath and closing her emerald eyes, she let the air out to a count of ten while waiting for the cessation of movement. Her eyes opened with the soft click of the door. Micah tipped his head when she passed, wishing her a pleasurable weekend with a longing look.

Closing the distance to the front door, Catherine wondered when, or if, Master would include Micah in their playtime. She was a tad surprised to find her body responding in a positive fashion to the idea, warmth spreading outward from her stomach. Of course, it could also have been the fact that she now had the key in the lock and was entering her private world; her personal escape where nothing else mattered but pleasing her Master.

Inside Catherine traversed the curved staircase, the metalwork of the banister still delighting her with new hidden discoveries each time she looked at it. She placed her purse on the bed, and then stepped into the bathroom to strip off everything except her pearl collar, which never came off by her hand, and used the toilet. Washed, and with a final check that her wavy, red locks were still tight in their neat braid, she slipped into a sheer robe for the short trek to the bottom floor, and snatched the book from her purse.

Humming softly under her breath, Catherine crossed the threshold of the playroom door, tugging off her robe at the same time. Stretching her body, she hung the robe.

Catherine’s arms came to her side, and then clasped the journal in front of her. Her nipples were already pebbling from the unusual coolness of the room, but when she turned and noticed the bank of lit candles adjacent to the leather padded table, they contracted with a sharpness that elicited the hint of a whimper from her.

“Does the atmosphere excite you, slut?”

Master’s voice was just above a whisper, yet it surrounded Catherine, and cocooned her with his practiced control while startling her at the same time. She hadn’t expected him to be there waiting, but it was a nice surprise that they were going to get into it straight away. Master would be strong for her – she didn’t have to be anymore.

Catherine fell to her knees in supplication, she laid the journal on the ground, and her eyes dropped to the floor in relief. Didn’t he know that it was him that excited her? Without Master’s permission to speak, she waited to answer him with her service. He didn’t make her wait long.

“So pretty to look at. Come to me, Catherine. I want to see your tits swing as you crawl,” he commanded, and she obeyed.

The polished wood was cold and hard beneath Catherine’s hands and knees, keeping her grounded and letting her know she wasn’t dreaming. Under the veil of dim lighting, she felt exposed. It excited her not knowing if she and Master were alone in the shadows while she crawled forward. 

When she reached him she stilled, and awaited his next command.

Master’s hand reached out to stroke her head following the length of her ruby braid until he closed around the end. With a firm tug, he pulled her head back. His lips found hers, and she fought to hold herself in check while he explored them, licking and biting until he slipped his tongue between her puffy lips, kissing her with a depth that made her toes tingle. When his grip on her hair tightened, forcing her to gasp, he devoured even more of her mouth, plunging his tongue even deeper.

Panting, he pulled back with an abruptness that startled them both. 

“Fucking hell, Catherine!”

For the briefest of seconds, she thought he might be upset with her, but then he flopped back against the chair and his engorged cock came into view; glistening steel calling to her.

His chuckle was almost sinister. “Does my pet want a treat? You may answer.”

“This girl would truly appreciate whatever her Master feels she is deserving of,” she answered. Her voice was husky and laden with need.

“We are going to try something new this evening, Jewel. I think it is time to begin expanding your horizons.”

The bank of candles flickered off to Catherine’s left. She’d indicated an interest in candling – wax play – but right now her nipples ached from the extreme cold temperature of the room. She was pretty sure Master had turned down the air, thus making it frigid in the playroom. The idea of hot wax hitting her icy nipples, or anywhere the goose bumps marred her skin, excited and terrified her. When her Master spoke again, the words caused dampness to bubble from the cleft of her freshly-shaved lower lips.




~*~




In tandem, Catherine sank back on her heels while Master stood up teasing her with his aching cock. She could sense the want coming off of him as strong desperation to push into her mouth. She would be more than happy to choke around his girth – he just had to give the word.

“You indicated a curiosity in same sex play,” he stated with a practical air while he squatted beside her, his fingers seeking her wetness.

Catherine emitted a soft moan when Master jabbed them upward, then pulled them away leaving her wanting more. Her mouth parted with willingness when he pressed the slick digits against her tongue.

“You’ve tasted your own sweet flavor many times.” His fingers disappeared, and the head of his cock took their place upon her greedy lips.

Catherine noticed straight off that his cock tasted different. Master’s unique flavor met her palette first, but was soon replaced by a musky sweetness not unlike her own. A flare of jealousy flickered in her gut despite knowing that she was not Master’s lone pet.

“Now you are tasting another woman, Catherine. Suck her off me; clean her pussy from my cock.” Jayden moaned out while perpetuating a rocking of his hips so that his cock slid in and out of her puckered mouth.








~~~Chapter 11~~~




Jayden’s Multiple Partners




Catherine had upheld her end by sharing with him; it was now Jayden’s turn to uphold his promise to guide her to unknown sexual boundaries, beginning with her curiosity to be with another woman.

Once all of his business for the day had been handled, Jayden had called Samantha into his office. Obedient as ever, she’d come in with her notepad in hand ready to take care of whatever he asked her to do. 

However, what Jayden needed didn’t involve paper and pen but Samantha’s pussy – or the sticky fluid it could provide to be more exact. 

Leaning back in his chair with his fingers in a steeple under his chin, Jayden stared at Samantha with a firm look. After a moment of his silence, he saw the dawning in her eyes. 

Nothing was said when Samantha set her supplies down on the corner of his desk and went into the playroom. Jayden gave her ten minutes and then followed her in.

Seeing how perfect her presentation was reminded Jayden why he had almost offered her a collar at one point, but then he also remembered that they weren’t compatible enough for that level of commitment. Samantha would never like the level of pain Jayden thrived on giving, so while they could find temporary satisfaction in each other, she would never give him her full submission. The arrangement had always worked for them, but a little voice was rambling in Jayden’s mind warning him those days were probably coming to a close.

Even now, Jayden had no deep seated need to have a session right at this moment. He knew he was about to use Samantha. 

She was quiet while he walked around her stroking her hair and pinching her nipples while he checked her form. When his fingers found her waxed mound and pressed inside her, his cock began to grow at the wetness he found. Her readiness surprised Jayden because he usually had to play with Samantha before he got these results unless they had pre-planned a session and she knew to prepare. 

“Is my kitten needy?”

“Yes, Mas – Sir.”

At Samantha’s slip, Jayden moved with haste to the cupboards, upset with himself at having forgotten. He slid open the velvet lined drawer which held the simple platinum linked chain. While she was not officially collared by him, he kept the choker here for her to feel more settled during their scenes. It was symbolic and offered her comfort and security when she submitted to him so he allowed it. 

Once Jayden had it in place, her shoulders relaxed which set him at ease and allowed him to get into the scene. Over the next couple of hours, Jayden ordered her to service him with her mouth until he was almost ready to come, and then he returned the favor after laying her backward over the whipping bench.

Samantha was quite flexible and there was something about the way her sex presented itself with the piece of furniture digging into her back that made it a pure delight to go down on her.

Jayden kept the touch and licks of his tongue on the surface knowing how creamy Samantha would get from just her outer lips and clitoris being loved. By resisting pushing anything inside of her, he knew that when the time came he would be rewarded for his efforts with ‘girl-come’ that was thick and sticky – and perfect for coating his cock.

While Samantha was clenching and begging for him to let her come, he denied her, choosing instead to flip her over and give her backside a light glow with his flogger. 

The mild impact play and her whimpers were what Jayden needed for his cock to come to full attention and demand to be sunk into the sloppy mess he’d pushed Samantha into creating between her legs. Which he did the moment he’d dropped the flogger.

Jayden pounded into her with no recourse, but to seek both of their orgasms, and the squelching sound that filled the room told him her pussy was in just the state he needed it. Soon he could feel her inner walls start to flutter as her juices began oozing out of her each time he pulled back.

“You may come, kitten. Let go,” he whispered.

“Thank you, Master!” Samantha cried, and her body convulsed around him, squeezing him while she came all over him.

When she slumped against the bench, Jayden pulled his still hard cock out of her, and set about calming Samantha.

He lifted and carried her to the en suite where he helped keep her steady and washed her down with a wash cloth. Jayden was gentle but distant as he rubbed arnica cream over the red areas left by the flogger. 

“What about you, Sir?” she whispered while her smoky eyes caught his in the mirror. 

Jayden looked down at his now limp cock. “I’m good, Samantha. Thank you. You did very well this afternoon. Let’s call it a week and get out of here.”

She held his gaze a little longer and he wondered if she was going to say anything else, but Samantha just nodded before turning to dress and leave – after a curtsy and a heart-felt thank you.

It didn’t dawn on Jayden until later why Samantha had seemed so surprised and grateful for the afternoon’s session. It had been the first time he’d touched her since the morning Catherine had called his office and scheduled her way into his life.

Looking down to where Catherine lapped and slurped along his length with eagerness, Jayden couldn’t have been happier that she had.

“Do you like that, slut?” he goaded her. “Does the tang of another cunt make you hungry for more? Maybe next time instead of just a taste, I’ll let you eat it right from the source,” Jayden gritted out fighting himself to move his hips in slow, long pulses. 

With each thrust forward, he nudged against Catherine’s throat, feeling her relaxing into the mouth fucking. When Jayden felt she was ready for more, he rocked forward again, and this time when he hit her throat, instead of pulling back, he pushed forward.

Jayden had been prepared for her to be surprised and try to pull away so he had tightened the grip he had on her hair while he pushed. Sure enough, she choked, her eyes brimming with tears, and Catherine tried to pull back. He held her impaled on his cock and talked her through the discomfort.

“You please me so, Jewel. Breathe through your nose and relax your lower jaw. There ya go.” He continued to praise and encourage Catherine, and was pleased when the panic disappeared from her eyes and he felt her relax around him like he’d instructed.

When Catherine relaxed and gave into him, Jayden withdrew a couple of inches allowing her to get some fresh air before he pushed forward again, working his length into her throat over and over. Each time, she breathed through the mild choking, Jayden cooed words of praise at her, and Catherine’s eyes flared a deep-emerald with adoration.

Enthralled by her enthusiasm, he resisted staring at her lips around him, choosing to close his eyes and think of other things. He reviewed his schedule for Monday. Then he flashed to how Samantha’s mouth had felt around him that morning – nowhere near as good as what he was currently feeling – warm, wet . . .

“Swallow, pet!” Jayden cried out, losing the fight to his body’s need for release.

At Jayden’s feet, Catherine’s eyes rolled back while he filled her mouth. She continued to nurse on him, freeing the remnants of his orgasm from within, and then licked him clean before allowing him to slip from her mouth. Catherine settled back onto her heels, but fidgeted under Jayden’s gaze.

“Color, pet?” Jayden asked, her discomfort apparent to him.

Catherine’s eyes dropped to the floor, and Jayden could see her body slump in the candlelight.

“Catherine?” he asked, his tone now softer and alarmed.

“Yellow, Master,” she murmured.

Jayden was surprised, but kept it hidden from his expression while he sat back down in the chair and indicated Catherine should come forward and rest her head on his thigh. Petting her head with soothing strokes, he asked her to explain what concerned her.

“This girl needs to use the restroom, Master.”

“Weren’t you required to take care of that before entering my playroom?” Jayden asked, his voice sharpening.

“Aye, Master. This girl did relieve herself prior to coming down here. Also right before Micah picked this girl up,” Catherine explained.

Jayden could tell from the inward curl of her body that Catherine wasn’t being a bratty sub, but truly had an issue with her bladder. With a heavy sigh Jayden excused her to use the bathroom knowing they were done for tonight. While she was gone, he pulled his cotton sleep pants on which had been stored in a cubby by the door, extinguished the candles, and adjusted the thermostat – the temperature play scene he’d planned would have to be done later.

When she came back out a few minutes later, her frustration radiated off of her, and he opened his arms to her.




~oOo~

Catherine Yellows




Catherine shuffled over, and wanted to cry and scream when he wrapped his understanding arms around her. She didn’t even understand how could he?

“Let me guess?” Master began, guiding her over to the wide leather recliner. He lowered himself down first, and then pulled her into his lap. “Lower back pain, heightened arousal, sudden need to urinate only to not do much of anything except tingle when you go?”

Catherine’s eyes darted up to meet her Master’s in surprise. “How did you know?”

He let out a soft chuckle and cupped her cheek. “I should have thought of it sooner with your down time.” His eyes met hers in silent understanding.

Not once had Master ever accused her of running from her past or hiding from the lifestyle. He had convinced her to think of her year off as just that: time off. A vacation.

Jayden cleared his throat. “Anyways, the length of your inactivity paired with a vigorous return to feeding your – our – sexual appetites has been too much for your system. I’m sorry, my jewel, but no more scening this weekend.”

Catherine still wasn’t sure what his diagnosis was. Master explained that he wanted her to see a doctor, and all she could hear was her mind telling her she was in trouble – she felt too comfortable right where she was. Master was too good a man for her to see him as just her Dom.

Should Catherine have called “Red” at that moment of realization when she knew her feelings would one day move past platonic? Perhaps she should have, but she couldn’t. What she could do was bury her burgeoning feelings and continue to make her Master proud.








~~~Chapter 12~~~




Doctor’s Orders




Jayden was irritable, and had no one to blame but himself. 

With his failure to not think about the sudden change in Catherine’s body chemistry due to the increased sexual activity, Jayden felt like he’d let her down. Not wanting her to wait another day for confirmation to get started on the antibiotics she needed, he’d put in a call to Dr. Holly Ellison, a highly respected Domme at the club and OB/Gyn to most of the female members, right after he’d realized what was wrong with Catherine Friday night.

Once Jayden had Holly’s word that she’d come out to the house Saturday morning, he had proceeded with a simplified round of brush therapy with Catherine. He didn’t take it so far as spanking, just had her kneel naked between his parted legs while he brushed and braided her hair. None of his questions ventured to the topic of her past with Spencer; rather he stayed focused on Catherine and her present.

Jayden also made a mental note to follow up with her punishment for her breach in contract, later when she was healed. Catherine should have called him earlier in the week when her symptoms had first begun. He didn’t like having to explain a second time that her health was of his utmost concern in addition to her creature comforts, but he couldn’t bring himself to punish her right now while she was in distress.

Again he’d asked Catherine to move in, and again she’d declined, her consolation to him being that he could cover the future cost of any major repairs that might surface.

He’d continued to brush, listening to her purr under his touch while he asked why she hadn’t been to the doctor yet. Confused by her answer of, “I don’t have one yet” when she had to see one prior to coming to the club, he prodded her.

“It’s not too complicated, Master. This girl had decided about six months before she worked up the courage to go to the club that she needed back in.” Catherine sucked in a jagged gasp of air, and Jayden kept brushing.




For the next few hours she’d talked . . .




The floodgates had been opened, and Jayden didn’t correct her when she dropped the distant third person he had always preferred his submissives use. Jayden relished her use of ‘me’ and ‘I’ while Catherine worked her way deeper into his psyche without either of their knowledge or consent.

She explained how she had researched the local lifestyle options and chose Dungeons and Dreams for their strict alcohol and safety protocols. The way she made herself set aside at least fifteen percent of every check she managed to earn through the temp agency was admirable. Catherine had designated those funds for a self-pay trip to a clinic with lab work, the entry fee for the club, and a new set of toys and clothes for the night at the club. All of her eggs had gone into one basket so to speak.

“What would you have done if we hadn’t met, or if you hadn’t met any Dom for that matter?”

“Well, chances are I would’ve spent a couple of days depressed, and frustrated,” she offered him a shy smile, “and then I would have gone right back to saving up enough to do it again.” Catherine looked up, locking their stares, “I don’t have a choice, Master. I need this to breathe, to feel alive.”

Jayden ended their discussion with a searing kiss before tucking them into separate beds.




~*~




With the new day, Holly came to visit as promised. She swept into the house in doctor mode like she owned the place with her Domme persona not far behind. Her café-au-lait skin was flawless, her black hair coiffed to perfection, and her outfit more professional than a Saturday morning called for. However, with her easy-going attitude and constant smile, Catherine was soon won over.

The exam had been performed in the playroom since the padded table happened to have a set of stirrups hidden at the ends, in addition to the fact that the lighting system in there was better than anywhere else in the house.

Holly had been her usual chatty self as she set up everything, and it had done Jayden’s heart good to see how many times she’d made Catherine laugh. Once she got down to performing the exam, the room quieted while Holly concentrated.

Sure enough, Catherine had a UTI and was put on antibiotics – and taken off of sex for the next two weeks, minimum. In her professional opinion, the good doctor felt four weeks would be better, but understood that was unlikely to happen. Jayden thanked her with a wicked grin while promising to behave.

“Now for the bad news,” Holly threw out while Catherine was pulling her clothes back on.

“Bad news?” Catherine’s eyes darkened as they flickered to Jayden.

He went to her and wrapped her in his embrace. “What’s up, Holly?”

“It looks like there’s quite a bit of scar tissue inside you, Catherine. Do you know what might have caused it?”

While Holly’s voice was nothing but gentle, Jayden couldn’t miss Catherine’s instant reaction to the question as she tensed and then trembled in his hold.

Catherine nodded, her voice frozen.

“How bad is it, and why is it a concern?” he asked in an attempt to navigate the conversation on Catherine’s behalf.

Holly moved toward them and laid her hand on Catherine’s forearm. “It’s hard to say for sure in these conditions, but I would like you to come see me at the office sometime soon for a formal exam – with x-rays and an ultrasound.”

Again Catherine nodded, mute.

“Are you aware that if the scarring is as bad as I think it is, there’s a very good chance you might not be able to have children?”

Wetness splashed onto his arm as Catherine’s tears began to fall.

This news shouldn’t have mattered to Jayden since he never planned on having children, but hearing the words had rocked Catherine hard without a doubt. She was young and would someday want to be a mother – after all, wasn’t that what every girl grew up dreaming of? He could only bring himself to say one thing: “How?”

Catherine turned in his arms, but she kept her eyes down. “Ca-cane.” Her stuttered reply had Jayden running to the bathroom to dry-heave.

Later, after she had calmed down, Catherine escorted Holly to the door. While they walked, Jayden overheard Holly encouraging Catherine to call on her if she ever needed anything, including a listening ear.




~*~




On Sunday, Jayden insisted Catherine use the day to rest. He didn’t want her worrying about anything but getting better, and he thought he had been quite reasonable in his explanation, “The sooner you are well again, the sooner I can feast on your creamy sweetness.”

Jayden had come to the conclusion that the damage didn’t matter, Catherine was still the most beautiful woman he’d had the pleasure of calling his, and he refused to treat her any differently in light of the new information.

Six o’clock rolling around was bittersweet. Catherine didn’t seem to be ready to go any more than Jayden was ready to let her go. They both felt cheated of the weekend release they’d come to take for granted in such a short time.

Catherine took him by surprise while he was helping her into the car by whispering in his ear, “When Micah returns from dropping me off, please seek relief for both of you, Master.”

He managed a nod, and then wondered at her observation and people skills.

When Jayden went to bed that night, his cock was spent and he’d left Micah with a warm smile of satisfaction on his face, not concerned in the slightest with the heavy erection that still hung between his legs. Jayden assumed Micah would relieve himself, but gave him ‘permission’ all the same for after they parted ways.

While his sexual appetite had been quelled, Jayden spent the night tossing, unable to place why he couldn’t get warm or comfortable.




~*~




Monday morning found Jayden stomping through the building and up to his office. He grunted a hello at Samantha, and slammed his door leaving her in the outer office. His demeanor calmed a tad when he hit the speed dial for the florist, ordering Catherine’s usual roses but adding on a potted orchid this time. Feeling better, he scrolled through his contacts to find Landon Michael’s number, and hit send.

Samantha pretty much kicked him out of the office soon after, stating she was tired of his childish attitude and for his own good he needed to leave before he offended a client.




~*~




The moment the doorbell rang Monday evening, Jayden hurried to open it. Swinging the door open, he was met by an over-exaggerated grin beaming from a tanned face with twinkling blue eyes.

“Landon, long time, no see. Thanks for coming, man,” Jayden welcomed his friend, and stepped to the side to let Landon pass.

Once the door closed, the two men were in a tight embrace, the firm hug belying the depth of their friendship.

“How could I not? You sounded rather urgent over the phone this morning, Jayden. What’s up? It’s been too long. Do we need to schedule a playdate?” Landon asked with a wiggle of his eyebrows.

Jayden’s eyes followed the movement of Landon’s arm while his hand raked through his medium-length dark-blond waves, and he let out a wistful sigh.

“Lots actually, but first, fill me in on you. You look tan, recent vacation?” He made small talk while leading Landon to what he considered his public playroom. Dark wood, sixty-inch flat screen mounted to the wall, pool table, wet bar, decorated with framed vintage porn – it was a gentleman bachelor’s dream room.

Jayden fixed them both a drink, scotch — two fingers, neat — while Landon recanted his tale of taking Paige down to South Padre.

Paige Halston had been Landon’s girlfriend for just a few months now, but she’d been his submissive for the last few years. Landon fessed up to dropping to his knee and proposing while they were on a sunset walk along the beach. He waxed poetic about how the final rays of the sun had caught the diamond and reflected off the tears of joy in Paige’s gray-blue eyes while she whispered her, “yes.”

Jayden didn’t see how two people could be so gooey over each other. An intellectual conversation, a good fuck, those were things he understood. Not doe-eyed gazes and fluttering guts.

“Stop bullshitting around. What’s on your mind?” Landon prodded once they’d exhausted all the usual filler topics, like the weather.

“I have a new submissive.” Landon started to offer his congratulations, but Jayden kept going, “and I collared her a month ago, a week into our contract.”

The only sound in the room was the clink of ice while Landon fixed himself a fresh drink, not neat.

“You don’t collar subs, Jayden.”

Jayden shook his head in agreement, and looked to Landon with dull, brown eyes, begging for help. Landon let out a heavy sigh, took a sip of his drink, got comfortable on the couch, and then gave Jayden the go ahead to continue talking.

As much as Catherine had unloaded on him Friday evening, Jayden recounted all he knew to Landon; he explained how he was using the brush and bullet therapies and the journaling, and how Catherine was handling them. It was cleansing for Jayden to get it all off his chest. While he’d known that her history was affecting him, he hadn’t realized just how much until now.




In the glossing over of Spencer’s actions, he admitted to his own personal reactions without realizing it: the lack of sleep and the feelings of ineptitude, her infection being a perfect example of his incompetence. The whole time Jayden talked Landon listened, cutting in when he needed to refill their drinks.

“So, will you be her therapist, Landon? Will you take her on as a patient and help her get better?” Jayden asked, slumping down into the soft leather of the couch in exhaustion a couple of hours later.

“No.” The word echoed off the walls and Jayden felt a wave of despair crash over him. 

“Now, hear me out, Jayden. No interrupting ‘til I’m done.” He waited for Jayden’s affirming nod and then continued, “From what you’ve described her going through and how jumpy she sometimes is with you, my hunch is that she doesn’t trust easy — men in particular. Not only has she entrusted you with her body, Jayden, she’s entrusted you with her mind. I understand it’s draining on you to hear all the gory details of her past, but think of how you’ve painted her to me: relaxed and rested afterward.”

Jayden pondered the words, breathing easier.

“As Doms, we know that the care of our submissives is a full-time thing whether we are contracted full-time or not. Peace of mind in their submission to us cannot be gained any other way. She is responding to your methods and letting her demons out. To have me step in and start over with her could be detrimental to the progress she’s made.”

“But how do I protect my own sanity, Landon?”

“I’ll listen anytime you need me to, as long as you clear it through Catherine first. You know I won’t take this conversation beyond this room, but if I’m going to be helping you process her past then she deserves to know that you’re sharing details with me.” He paused to toss back the remnants of his glass which were nothing more than melted ice by that point. “I need to get going for now, it’s late. Don’t be such a stranger and give me a call if you guys ever fancy a playdate. No rush though, let her move at her own pace.”

Landon was halfway across the room when he turned back to Jayden. “I do have a suggestion for you, Jayden. Ask yourself why you really care so much,” he threw out the words with a wink, and walked out the door.

Jayden had spent the week doing just that: trying to figure out why this woman – one of three people he had access to for no-questions-asked-sex whenever he wanted it – was getting so far under his skin.

The answer would continue to elude him in the coming months.




~*~




Catherine spent the week following her diagnosis miserable, and took it out on her elliptical from what she reported to Jayden when he’d call to check on her. She became even more upset when he called off their Wednesday night session claiming he didn’t want to ‘tempt fate’ and prolong her recovery. In a final act of desperation, she’d even agreed to take him up on his offer to move in. His laughter over the phone hadn’t been mocking, more adoring while he began negotiations with her by telling her it was a done deal – once she had undergone a full recovery and still wanted to do it. 	

His pet had almost earned herself a thorough lashing when he dropped that one on her, and she all but threw a temper tantrum over the phone. However, Jayden had found her illness-induced whining somehow endearing, much to his chagrin.

They resumed scening once Holly gave them the okay three weeks later at Catherine’s follow-up exam.

Some weekends were a little bit of everything, and some were focused on a theme: orgasm denial, orgasm overload, oral, anal, and sensory deprivation.

That had been a fun one. 

Over the course of the weekend, Jayden had run her through multiple scenes, each one taking away all of Catherine’s senses but one. That one sense changed in each scene. It was also the first time he got multiple squirting orgasms out of her, and confirmed his suspicions. If she was denied orgasm for long periods – as she had been the prior week – her tension was always released with wet force. 

Adding intense, localized sensations on top of thorough impact play served to keep Catherine coming hard.

He talked her through the powerful releases each time they overtook her, telling her “What a good girl you are, coming so beautifully for your Master.”

Catherine, who was so weak from orgasmic bliss that she could no longer hold her head up, had been unshackled by Jayden and carried to the bathroom where he’d already drawn a hot bath laced with essential oils. The peppermint would help with any stiffness in her muscles while the rosemary would boost the peppermint’s properties in addition to helping to normalize her blood circulation after being tied up and flogged.

Due to the intensity of that morning’s scene, Jayden wasn’t surprised that Catherine had dropped into what was known in the BDSM lifestyle as a state of subspace, and he climbed into the tub with her for her safety. When she drifted off to sleep against his chest, he felt content. In a moment of odd realization, he found he rather liked it.

He dried her tired body, and rubbed it with arnica cream while she continued to sleep, and then he laid her atop the large playroom bed. That was the deepest subdrop he’d witnessed from her, so he didn’t feel comfortable leaving Catherine to wake on her own in possible confusion or worse from a nightmare. In that state, he knew she would be uncoordinated and disorientated until the chemicals in her system leveled out again.

The weekend had been so intense already that he was expecting her to crack. In fact, Jayden was counting on it. 

He felt they had stalled out with her therapy; she wasn’t talking as much, and if she cried any more it was rare. Of course, he hoped that meant she was recovering, but he needed to be sure. Jayden wasn’t going to start pressing Catherine’s limits until he was convinced doing so wouldn’t corrupt her mental state any further.

Thanks to Catherine’s journaling, Jayden knew some of her thoughts. When it was too hard to say the words, she could write them and still feel the same therapeutic vindication in allowing Jayden to read them.

In return, Jayden had been honest with Catherine right after Landon had turned him down. She had stayed quiet, listening while he explained his own concerns and physical reactions to her sessions, and how he had shared everything with Landon under their doctor / patient relationship. With her blessing, Jayden had continued to seek counseling with Landon whenever the need arose. So he’d called Landon to discuss options on how to proceed with her.

Landon’s opinion had been that all signs indicated Catherine was healing well on the outer layers, and it was time to go deeper. To get deep in her head would require overloading her during waking hours thereby forcing Catherine’s subconscious to work it out in her dreams, or they could try hypnotherapy, which Landon wasn’t quite sure how well that worked. Landon then followed up his diagnosis by suggesting the scene-intensive weekend.

Not personally knowing any hypnotherapists, and doubting that Catherine was ready to share her secrets with someone else yet, Jayden opted to force the dreams. At least that way he could be right there catching her when she started to fall.




~oOo~

With Catherine’s Permission




Catherine agreed with Sir Landon’s take on the situation in that she wasn’t sure she could open up to a total stranger. Master had her implicit trust, and yet she still found it difficult with him at times. In a compromise, Catherine had given him permission to continue discussing her situation with Sir Landon so long as it was helping Master.

For Catherine it had been a simple matter of how could she deny Master the right to ask for help? He was helping her to expel her dark terrors and it was reasonable that he could only absorb so much before he needed to spill or burst from the misery of it all.

There was also that deviant element to her psyche that made her willing to oblige.

In explaining who Sir Landon was to Catherine, Master had also shared that he was a longtime play partner to whom Master submitted every once in a while, though they dual-dominated more often than not with Sir Landon’s submissive.

She trembled when imagining what it might be like to experience the attention of two caring Doms at the same time. Being such a good friend of Master’s, Catherine was certain that Sir Landon had to be of a similar constitution as Master, and she looked forward to the opportunity to meet him – as a submissive, not a patient.

There were no doubts in Catherine’s mind that Landon would be nothing like Spencer’s friends had been.

It was with thoughts such as those – brutal reminders being brought to the forefront – that the nightmares started and the journaling began in earnest.




 i've just woken covered in sweat with tears drying on my cheeks. The clock tells me it's three A.M., but it could be three in the afternoon for all i'd care right now. i don't want to remember what i was dreaming, yet i can't escape it, which is why i'm writing at this moment, though i can barely keep my hand from shaking.

i want to phone Him, my Master, and i know He would not begrudge me the early hour, but i can't bring myself to do so. He worries too much over me as it is. i'm sure this will earn me a strict talking to – maybe more – once He reads this, and i welcome the sting of His paddle for i know with Him the moment the last spank has been delivered i will be forgiven. Once Master has issued punishment that's it, W/we start fresh and past actions are no longer held against me – unless of course i do not learn from previous indiscretions.

i'm rambling to remind myself . . .

Where Spencer was always on the hunt for a reason to hit me, Master is not.

He is good, and He is fair.

Master would never truss me up and walk away for hours on end.

He has never left me no choice but to urinate on myself, nor has He ever found joy in eating in front of me while i sit by, hungry.

Where Master ensures i am clean, warm, and cared for after a scene, Spencer would sometimes allow me a cold shower, and if he were feeling generous a towel to dry off with before crawling into my dog bed on the floor.

i cannot thank Master enough for the kindnesses He continues to show me.

At times reflection can be one's own worst enemy, other times a welcome companion. The tremors have stopped. i've sipped a glass of water as i've written and though He is not here with me physically, Master's collar about my neck has reminded me that i am wanted.

i am cherished.

i am His.








~~~Chapter 13~~~




Date Night with Master Jayden – and Micah?




Catherine tried to resist, honestly, she did. The arrangement she had with Master couldn’t have been more perfect. She’d never been happier, and that was the crux of her situation. While she’d attempted to squelch the feelings, like determined weeds, they were pushing their way through. Catherine knew she was falling for her Master. 

Erin was falling for Jayden.

In the few months that had passed since the worst of the nightmares began – brought on with purposeful intention by Master so that she could be purged of them once and for all – he had surprised her with frequent drop-ins. Jayden had explained his behavior to her by claiming that all he was doing was checking in on her, ensuring that all was well and in working order. It was inevitable that he would then invite her to whichever meal was appropriate for the time of day – as Erin and Jayden, of course.

Erin still showed him the utmost respect during these outings, often fingering the pearls at her neck for comfort. Jayden was her Master first and foremost in her mind, therefore these dates were a little unnerving for her. However, with each successive date Jayden was becoming a close contender to Master while she got to know him better.

Jayden encouraged her to ask questions while they dined, and in turn, he also asked her questions about her childhood. He never pressed Erin with questions beyond the time-frame of her beginnings with Andrew. When she realized how many stories about her Da, Woody O’Chancey, she was sharing with him, she knew he was no longer just her Master.

Erin hadn’t forgotten Jayden’s declaration from the beginning. He didn’t have personal relationships; physical ones within the lifestyle were all he needed. Master reminded her of this every time he came home with his secretary’s juices dried on him for her to clean off. At least once a week she was silently put in her place. She was one of many — nothing special to him.

He was everything to her, though, and Catherine would rather have a small part of him as opposed to none of him. She knew that if she allowed her feelings to be known, that’s just what she would have. 

Nothing.

She was certain Master would take the collar back and shred their contract. So she lived each day, happy in unrequited love.

Master had yet to play with her and Micah together, or even introduce her to Samantha, and she had begun to feel restless to an extent. He had been so kind with his willingness to go slow and allow her to acclimate back into the lifestyle, but now she was ready for more. There hadn’t been a nightmare for close to two months now, and she was itching for a good lashing. So much so that she was considering ways to be naughty.

“Catherine, would you care to explain why you cannot keep still?”

They were sitting in the back of Master’s car, being driven to an undisclosed location by Micah.

She was dressed in the outfit Master had laid out for her. A sleeveless, sophisticated cocktail dress made of rich, gray silk with a wide, black sash tied about her waist. It was pleated at the collar and her pearls, being several shades darker, contrasted against Catherine’s pale neck with elegance. All of her remaining accessories: bangles on her wrists, intricate wire-beaded earrings, stiletto-heels finished with a pretty bow over her toes were black. The gray landscape was broken by her striking red hair with lips to match, and her green cat-eyes. Wherever they were going, Catherine knew it was fancy.

“This girl is curious, Master,” she hedged, diving headlong into naughty.

Master rolled his hand at her to continue before returning it to where he gripped her knee, his long forefinger stroking the inner edge and upward, teasing her lower thigh.

The soft touch was making it rather difficult for her to concentrate.

“This girl is wondering when you will begin to push her for real? She feels unchallenged right now,” she managed to utter in between hitched gasps for air while that finger went higher.

His hand stilled and Catherine held her breath.

“And which limits pray tell, are you ready to explore, pet?”

“This girl wants to play outside the playroom, Master,” she confided with a resolute, but respectful tone.

“Does she?” He grinned wide enough that the gleam of the street lights reflected off of his teeth while the car drove by them.

“Aye, Master.”

“Then I will think on it. Perhaps tonight’s outing will involve more than dinner and a show.”

Catherine closed her eyes and shuddered at the promise his words carried. A quiet groan escaped when her nipples puckered against the cool material of her dress. She spared a moment to hope the fabric would not show the wet spot that was sure to be gathering beneath her. Per Master’s orders, she wasn’t wearing any panties.




~*~




In awe, Catherine was mindful of their height while she leaned out over the edge of the private box. They were located near the top and in the center at the back of the large room. Below her, multiple rows of seating spread out leading up to the elaborate stage. Above her, the Bass Hall dome looked alive with the painted clouds and blue skies, bringing the outside inside with an artistic flair. She turned back around with a happy smile, faltering when she noticed that Micah stood in the corner of the box, silent.

Watching.

Micah’s presence set her already racing heart off on a higher tempo.

Master had done nothing to her during their dinner at The Lonesome Dove, yet he had Catherine on edge. He’d reserved the Trail Room for their private dining, both of them enjoying the unique offerings of the chef. She’d never sampled things such as rattlesnake and wild boar before.

However, Catherine tasted the food with half the attention it deserved, too entrapped by the heat in Master’s eyes while they dined. He’d insisted she keep eye-contact with him through the meal, the single command he’d given thus far. She could tell he was scheming, and she accepted that she’d just have to be patient until he chose to reveal his plans.

Returning her attention to her present surroundings, her eyes darted from Micah to Master.

“Please have a seat, Catherine,” Master offered while his strong fingers curled over the plush, rose-tinted, imported velvet of the seat back.

With a quick curtsy Catherine moved away from the balcony edge toward the seat, maintaining a graceful poise while she lowered herself onto the soft cushion. Master took the seat next to her, and then snapped and pointed to the floor at his side.

“Micah, kneel.”

Catherine felt the involuntary widening of her eyes at Master’s firm words. Was this to be like that first night at his home – with Micah looking on? Would Master ask her to perform right here, while the other patrons sat around and below, ignorant of what was happening in their presence?

She watched, her gut twisting, while Master’s hand reached out and stroked Micah’s head, coming down the side of his jaw and curling under Micah’s chin to lift his face.

Catherine wasn’t fast enough to stop her escaping gasp when Master lowered his lips to tease across Micah’s. It was nothing more than a glancing touch, but the personal nature of the action unsettled Catherine.

Master’s eyes were dark when they turned back to her. 

“I’m not a puppet to be controlled, pet. It would do you well to remember that when you try to orchestrate an outcome.”

Embarrassment and shame crept into her. Without doubt, Master was right. Since she had tried to force his hand, she deserved whatever discipline he wanted to dole out. Catherine would be humble in accepting her punishment. She’d been disrespectful and rude, and that was uncalled for.

Punctuating the moment, the lights in the hall dimmed at the same time she lowered her eyes and slid from her chair to kneel at Master’s feet.

“Please accept this girl’s profound apologies. She is willing to receive any reprimand her Master desires to bestow upon her,” Catherine murmured, and the words were almost drowned out when the orchestra played their concert F.

The lone note rose into the air until it reached its peak, and the orchestra held it steady and unwavering before letting it fade away. It was an exquisite display of the acoustics the room held.

If Catherine had dared to break form it would have been to cross her fingers in the hope’s that she could remain quiet with whatever was about to happen. Instead, she resigned herself to the excitement that traipsed across her skin at the delicious naughtiness of it all. There was no denying that her thighs were now sticky, or that she wanted to rub them together.

Down on the stage, the opening scene of Phantom of the Opera began with the loud rap of the auctioneer’s gavel reverberating throughout the hall.

Catherine and Micah stayed kneeling until the first song filled the great space. At which point, Master set his plans into motion.

“Catherine.” Her breath caught at the force of his whisper. “Take out my cock and stroke me hard.” She blinked, hesitating from surprise – she’d not expected Master to put himself on public display. His hand shot out lightning-quick and slapped the side of her breast. “Now,” he ground out, his warning clear.

Jumping into action Catherine scooted closer, shortening the needed reach. A trace amount of her earlier orneriness lingered, pushing her to be possessive of her Master.

The others didn’t have collars – just her, so it followed that Master was hers.

Catherine began by placing her hands on his knees, and then took her sweet time pushing them along his thighs up toward his crotch which already bulged from the simple act of him sitting down.
Catherine’s determined hands moved over the bulge with a teasing pressure to his waistband. Master slouched down making it easier for her to work his trouser fasteners loose and lower his zipper. She’d forgotten Micah knelt opposite her until he emitted a strangled whimper when she pulled Master’s cock into the open.

“Aye, ‘tis a thing of beauty,” she mumbled low just for Micah’s ears.

Master’s throat clearing drew her attention to his eyebrow which was quirked in question, and she grinned for a second realizing Master had heard too, before setting to her task: stroking.

It didn’t take long for Catherine’s sure touch to have Master’s cock stretched tight, the flesh an almost angry red in a visual display of his need. Gliding her hand up his length, she licked her lips when the first viscous bead oozed out from the slit. She waited for Master to give the command; to tell Catherine to take him into her mouth.

In her mind Catherine prepared, searching out that peaceful space she went to when participating in sexual submission. It was a quiet place with a blank slate; no preconceived notions, just opening her mind to accept what her Master asked of her body. One thing marred her special place – a cane enclosure kept her confined – other than that, she was open to do Master’s bidding. She needed to show Micah that she alone was enough for Master, even if she could never say the words out loud.

For the second time that night, Catherine’s world shifted beneath her feet when Master gave the command not to her, but to Micah.

“Come forward and take me in your mouth, Micah,” Master’s instructions were quiet and contained to their box.

When Micah came forward and his tongue flicked out at Master, Catherine’s first instinct was to ride the feeling of jealousy which was welling up inside of her. While she watched, his mouth closed over the top and Master’s cock disappeared behind Micah’s lips. Her breath hitched in a choked sob of disappointment and anguish.

You asked for this, Erin. You have no right to have your feelings being hurt like a petty child by this. Look at what is in front of you. How can you not appreciate that sight?

The urge to smack herself was strong. She’d pushed for this, and true to Master’s word, he was accommodating her. Catherine had no recourse to be upset. Questions began forming in her head; details and information she wanted about Master’s past, but she knew it wasn’t the time. Sunday would be her time. Looking upon the men before her, Catherine felt her inner turmoil settling. The two of them together were hot. Did anything else really matter right now?

“My jewel,” Master crooned, and patted his thigh giving her the signal to rest her head.

Laying her head down, she watched Micah work. Her hand still gripped the base of Master’s cock, and each time Micah descended far enough to let his lips bump against her hand, she shuddered.

“Do you like what you see, Catherine?”

She pulled her eyes away from Micah’s stretched mouth to look up. Master’s eyes bore into her, but she could tell he was having trouble not giving in to the attention being paid to his cock. Hunger and lust were thick in the air of the small space.

“Aye,” she whispered.

He chuckled. “I thought you might,” Master admitted, and then bit his lip to hold in a moan when Micah swallowed around him. 

Between Master’s face and his lap, Catherine’s eyes danced. She was taking great pleasure in being allowed to watch. The opera continued down below, and it might have been a shame that she was missing out on her first time at such an event, but she couldn’t be bothered by that now. Chances were that Master – or Jayden perhaps – would bring her again another time.

Her breath picked up with the increasing speed at which Master’s chest heaved. With each pass of Micah’s mouth, Master’s cock shined with spit and drool. Her hands were fidgety in her lap where Master had told her to place them once Micah had found his rhythm.

Catherine wanted to touch and taste. 

She wanted to watch, too.

Master’s hips began to rock while a quiet rumble grew in his chest. He would be coming soon. His fingers wove into her hair and gripped tight. 

She relished being his anchor.

Master opened his palm and pressed it flat against her head, pushing her cheek roughly against his trembling thigh. His cock was right before her swelling and thickening more each time Micah’s withdrawal exposed Master’s cock to her. 

The honor of bearing witness was Catherine’s.

With ironic timing Master’s grunts from the force of his orgasm were swallowed by the cacophonous notes of an organ crashing through the hall from the stage.

An immediate sense of relief to the fibers of her muscles happened when Catherine released the breath she’d been holding and felt her body relax. She hadn’t realized how tense she’d been holding herself. Her body started coming down from its sympathetic non-orgasm, and she was hit with an abrupt sense of exhaustion.

Micah finished swallowing, and after cleaning Master, he sat back on his haunches.

“May this girl put you back in order, Master?”

He nodded, but then added a grateful smile that warmed Catherine from the inside.

It was the tender moments like these that made it worth it to keep her feelings hidden. With a gentle touch, she tucked his length back into his pants and did up his zipper and button. 

She felt proud. 

Catherine had been tested, and had passed – if in no one’s eyes but her own.








~~~Chapter 14~~~




Blurring Lines




“Just a minute!” Erin was in the middle of rolling out a pie-crust, and had flour everywhere. Clapping her hands together to rid herself of some of the white powdery substance, she made her way over to the door unsure who would be at her place on a Thursday morning.

She pulled it open to find nothing. “Hello?” she called while leaning out and looking around the doorframe and down the walkway. She still saw nothing so she closed the door. Erin was halfway back to the kitchen when the bell rang again.

“Oh, for Pete’s sake,” she grumbled, and stomped back, yanking the door open to Jayden who was standing there with a sheepish grin.

“Aren’t you supposed to be at work?”

He leaned in against the door frame, one hand in his pocket, the other holding a rose out to Erin. She had grown accustomed to him having a rose for her when she arrived on Friday evenings. They were always a mix of white and coral, and she’d noticed that over time the two colors had undergone a gradual switch in places, the coral becoming more prevalent each time. However, today he held a yellow rose. 

From what she could recall, yellow had something to do with friendship. She made a mental note to herself to look up the meaning of the flower colors. Although at the same time, she was afraid she might read too much into what she discovered.

“I pulled some strings with the boss to take the day off,” Jayden teased.

Erin harrumphed at him, and took the rose, bringing it to her nose to inhale the light fragrance before spinning on her heel and walking away. She knew he’d follow her in and shut the door without letting her heat out. 

He joined her in the kitchen a moment later and started peeking around at her assorted projects while she put the rose in some water.

“What’s all this?”

“I’m just getting a head start on Friday,” Erin answered with a ‘well, duh’ tone that made Jayden purse his lips. She giggled knowing exactly what she had just done. 

“Anything I can do to help? Besides not mess with your doorbell,” he added with a playful laugh.

Erin started laughing at the notion until she realized he wasn’t kidding. “You’re serious?”

“Sure. Why not? Looks kind of fun,” Jayden replied while going to the sink to wash his hands.




~*~

	

A few hours later, Erin and Jayden collapsed onto the couch worn out to the extreme. The kitchen had been cleaned, and the table was covered with three kinds of cooling pies. Her refrigerator housed the dishes that would just need to go in the oven to be finished off: cornbread stuffing, sweet potatoes, green bean casserole, and the ham was marinating in a Dr. Pepper glaze.

During their Sunday debriefing the weekend before, it had come up in conversation that she would be spending Christmas alone. Jayden had been quite surprised thinking – hoping rather – that she was going to request the weekend off to spend the holiday with her dad. When he’d learned Erin hadn’t spoken to Woody since becoming involved with Spencer – she’d at least sent postcards to her dad while she was with Andrew – he had insisted on canceling his plans to fly down to his parent’s ranch so that he could join her instead.

Erin had agreed with some reluctance, but requested she be the one to do the cooking – and that they invite Micah to join them after Jayden had mentioned he had no plans to go anywhere either.

What Jayden kept to himself was that he had made a spontaneous decision where her father was concerned – a project he had begun first thing Monday morning by speaking to his HR department.

Jayden was inclined to add Catherine’s failure to mention the separation from her father earlier in their relationship to the punishment he was planning for her moment of cheekiness upon his arrival. However, he knew better. Most of what he had learned about Catherine’s father Woody had been gleaned from his conversations with her in an Erin frame of mind. It would be unfair to hold anything from those precious times with her, against her.

Her soft sigh brought his attention back to Erin, curled up at the far end of the couch. Jayden didn’t like how far away she was. He was used to being able to touch her whenever he wanted because she was his submissive, except that right now, she wasn’t.

Erin giggled.

“What?”

“You’re fidgeting,” she teased while she stretched out her long leg to poke him with her toes. “Not tired enough yet? I’m sure I could think of something else for us to do.”

Jayden caught her foot in his hands, and began pressing his fingers in and around her toes making her groan. The sound teamed up with his already wandering thoughts and raced downward to try to get his cock to join the party.

“You could, could you?” challenged Jayden.




~oOo~

Catherine Accepts the Challenge




“Oh,” Erin murmured – both from how good his hands felt on her tired foot, but more at the look in his eyes when she lifted her head toward him. It was all too familiar.

That was awkward.

She wanted this – to be with Jayden as Erin – but it wasn’t allowed. He’d said so, and she had agreed. So why was he setting her body on fire right now with that look?

“Jayden.” She whimpered his name, but it got lost in her gasp of surprise when his hands tugged on her foot, dragging her body over the couch toward him.

His fingers left fiery trails along Erin’s bare legs while he caressed her. The sliding motion had pushed her top up exposing her taut midriff, and when he spread her legs to pull her onto his lap she didn’t resist.

Erin leaned in to kiss him and his hands enveloped her with a tight grip.

Jayden pulled her in, his large hands spanning her back while he pushed her top further up and then over her head. They both made a feral sound when his lips molded to her breast and he began to suckle.

She was willing to do whatever it took.

Even keep her cool when his next words brought her back to reality. She would never be more than a submissive to him. 

“Do you want to play tonight, my pet? Since tomorrow is Christmas, shall we start early?”

What could she do?

“Aye, Master. This girl would love to see how you put a scene together here in her home.”

Catherine would play, but on Erin’s turf.

Her squeals when he stood up and carried her down the hall to her room were swallowed by his mouth descending on hers just before he set her down. “I’m going to have a look around your apartment to see what I can use, if that’s okay?”

She nodded.

“I want you naked and kneeling when I return, Jewel.”

He started to walk away, and Catherine moved to shimmy out of her gym shorts, stopping when he added a quiet “Thank you” before slipping out of the room.

She stood there in shock, staring at the space he had disappeared from. Why on earth was he thanking her? It belonged the other way around. Master had helped her to find confidence in herself once again. Catherine felt vibrant and alive now, and not because she was just about to scene with her Master, but all the time.

The man continued to wiggle his way deeper into her heart with his every action. 

With a shake of her head, Catherine yanked her shorts and panties down, and after tossing them in the hamper, she chose a spot to settle in. She inhaled through her nose and let it out through her mouth, feeling that inner peace she relished whispering across her body.

“Perfection.”

When his voice – thick with lust – broke the silence of the room she didn’t flinch. Master’s praise warmed her. With one word, he made everything in her world right.

“Look at me, Catherine,” Master requested with a light touch to her chin.

Obeying, she lifted her face to him. She wasn’t sure, but she thought she could see a flash of pain and uncertainty in his eyes. He was silent for several moments, just gazing upon her while his finger continued to stroke beneath her chin, and she waited.

“Since we are stepping outside of our usual arrangement I have to ask you before we begin, do you give yourself over to me tonight of your own free will?”

The answer that ran through her mind didn’t match what came out of her mouth. What she thought was: I have no free will with you; you own every part of me. However, what was heard by Master was said with as much reverence as the first time Catherine had uttered the words the night he had collared her.

“To serve you will be divine, Master.”

His smile reached the chocolate pools she wanted to get lost in, and her heart melted a little bit more when he replied strong and sure, “Your servitude is always surreal, my jewel.”

Movement caught her attention when he raised his hand which held her relaxation mask. Dark purple, it blocked out all light and it was also infused with a mixture of lavender and ylang-ylang. Catherine had forgotten about it since she’d not had a need for it since beginning her time with Master. If her memory was right, she’d last used it on the couch so he must’ve found it in the end table drawer.

“Since we’re doing things a bit – unconventional,” his voice hitched and he coughed to clear his throat, “I’m going to insist on covering those gorgeous greens I enjoy so much.”

He slipped the mask over her head, repositioning it when it was askew at first.

At once the fragrance wafted up her nose and began working. Breathing the scent had distracted her, and this time she did react with a small jerk when he made contact with her.

“Wouldn’t want to spoil the surprises now would we?” Master whispered next to her ear. At the same time he ran something cold and wet up her thigh. By the time his cold fingertips met her nipple, he held nothing and they were free to pinch.

Catherine moaned into the pleasant feeling guessing that he had just melted an ice cube on her, and sooner than she cared for, he pulled away. The sudden absence paired with the dampness on her body chilled her in the draft of the air vent. Before she had time to think about pouting, Master was back at her other side, the cool wetness being dragged along her once again.

“You have a very nice kitchen. Depending on how this goes, I might have to consider adding some new additions to my playroom,” Master teased her both with his words and his plucking fingers.

Catherine felt herself leaning into the sound and warmth of him, and straightened up.

Once again Master moved away.

Rather than trying to anticipate what might be coming next, she focused on what she already had. Not much water was left behind by the melted ice, but it was enough that she could identify the thin rivulets of the liquid, and if she shifted the slightest bit, Catherine felt the water move on her skin. The memory of his touch lingered in her puckered nipples which remained hard and tight – yearning for more.

Had Master found a way to torture them for her, she wondered. The one thing she knew for certain was that the items he would be using on her had come from outside her bedroom. The irony in that was that the few actual sex toys she had were located in the bedroom. Should she let him know?

A sharp snap against Catherine’s right breast sent the air out of her in a hiss and her question was forgotten.

“Focus, slut.”

She shouldn’t have needed the reminder. When the next thwack came to the left of the first, she delighted in the sting. For the next several minutes Master smacked the item against her breasts ensuring her nipples were throbbing and as heated as the space between her legs. Catherine could tell that it was flat and hard, but did not try to identify it; couldn’t try with the rapidity he brought it down upon her.

Master was edging her, and she loved it.

Catherine could feel the coil tightening deep in her gut despite knowing they’d just barely begun. Her breaths were turning into pants with each strike, the pain she craved radiating out from the implement when it connected. She had no doubts that her breasts were bright red.

“Master, please. This girl may come soon,” she admitted.

She didn’t want to disappoint him.

“Good girl,” Master said against her lips. There was a thud when something hit the floor followed by the jangle of his belt being undone. “Open.”

Catherine obeyed, and was rewarded with Master’s salty length sliding into the depths of her mouth. Teasing her, Master allowed her but a few minutes of his taste before taking his cock away and instructing her to stand. Heady from the surreal experience of the whole day, she stumbled when she rose and his hand steadied her.

She remained silent but breathing heavy as he led her somewhere. While she was very aware of the layout of her apartment, Catherine tried not to picture where he was taking her. If he wanted to march her the length of the place five times and bring them right back to their starting point, that was fine by her. Master had his attention on her regardless.

They paused, and his hands left her. Moments later, she heard the glass back-door slide open and felt the cold air from outside whoosh inside and surround her. Her nipples pulsed under the attention reminding her she’d wanted to come, and she whimpered.

“Shh, pet, I know,” he crooned near her cheek. Master’s nose rubbed the length of her jaw, breathing her in. “Enjoy the fresh air while I grab a few things,” he suggested with a light open-handed palm applied to her ass.

In the distance, Catherine could hear him opening drawers and cupboards, and again wanted to offer her assistance, but she stayed silent. If Master wanted her help, he would ask. She had a hunch he was enjoying the challenge of the impromptu scene.

The microwave dinged, a door on the refrigerator opened and closed, and soon after that things were being set down on the glass-top of her small dining table which sat in front of the back door. 	

Catherine emitted a quiet sigh when Master pressed the length of his body against her back and she discovered he was now nude like her. His cock – proud and full – nestled into her ass, the upper portion dipping into the hollow at the small of her back. The tip was slick, and she felt it leaving sticky spots on her skin while he rocked against her in an almost too-slow rhythm.

“Spread your legs for me, slut.”

Husky and deep, his words reverberated throughout her body while she moved to do his bidding. Catherine felt cool plastic wrap around first one ankle, then the other. It tightened, and her balance wavered while her feet started to slip out from under her.

“Master?”

His breath blew against her damp sex when he chuckled. “I won’t let you fall, Catherine. I’m just playing with your bicycle lock.”

His admission surprised her and she found herself giving into a smile. She was now even more curious to find out just what all he had chosen. Catherine flexed her ankle and it clicked that she had been bound to some kind of spreader bar.

“Raise your arms to the side and push them back.”

A long stick was laid across her shoulders before Master guided her wrists over the top so that the stick nestled in the crook of her elbow and again bound her. Whatever he had chosen for these ties were soft.

Master’s fingers closed over her fleshy hips, and together – moving slow – they worked her forward. He made a few more adjustments to get Catherine just the way he wanted. She could tell that she was much closer to the door, and was thankful that her apartment faced a wooded area as opposed to the parking lot.

While she liked to see and be seen, Catherine didn’t need to get kicked out of her apartment for indecent exposure.

With a small shudder she noted that the wind seemed to be picking up. She was amazed by the way her body was reacting to such a simple thing. Bound and spread before an open door, she knew her outer flesh was cold, yet all she could focus on was that inside she felt like a ticking time-bomb.

When Master upped the ante by whispering lewd things in her ear, Catherine feared she would be unable to refrain from coming until she was given permission.

If she were given permission. He could require that she hold it until the next day, or later in the weekend, even beyond that if he so chose and she declined to safe word.

“You look amazing, Catherine. Spread wide open for my perusal.”

Master’s breath was warm and moist by her ear.

Something grazed along her arm and dipped into the hollow by her clavicle. It almost tickled – like thick hair – except this wasn’t wispy like hair would be. Whatever it was felt fantastic. He continued to drag it down the other arm and back, bringing it down to flick and brush over her aching nipples.

Master groaned aloud. “I didn’t think it possible that your perfect little buds could grow any bigger. If only I had some clamps with me. You’re ripe for the wearing of them, slut.”

Catherine’s resolve weakened, and was soon given away by the creaminess which bubbled out of her. Master was tapping the tickling thing against her with a roughness that made her dizzy.

“Nightstand, Master,” she grunted. 

All movement ceased, and Catherine pulled a deep drag of air into her lungs. She had been holding her breath to stave off her orgasm without even realizing it. The cool air caused her to shiver. 

That or Master’s absence – for she had warmed up the moment he came close to her again.

“Deep breath.”

He was behind Catherine with his chest to her back, and his cock taunting her again. Master’s arms enclosed around her ribcage until his hands hovered at her tender breasts. She sucked in the air and felt the dual pinch with her exhale.

“Color, pet?”

“Green, Master,” Catherine purred.

She then smirked at his quiet snigger. The smirk disappeared when she was surprised by his hands coming down on the top of her breasts making them jiggle and the clamps tug. Catherine let out a sexy mewl, and dropped her head back against Master’s shoulder offering more of her chest to him.

Yet again he slipped away. Brushing his lips across hers, Master rewarded her with a plunge of his tongue deep into her mouth, and then he was gone from behind her.

“Patience, Jewel, patience.”

Now she was thrusting her ass back into the hands that caressed, lifted, and explored her. When Catherine’s ass cheeks were pried apart followed by cold lube drizzling over her tight, pink hole, she vocalized her first plea.

Master answered by sliding one of her anal plugs into her.

After that Catherine drifted away on a wave of erotic euphoria. One that involved ice cubes and cold metal, drizzling hot water, and above all, Master’s throbbing cock.








~~~Chapter 15~~~




Of Swiffers and Canes




Catherine slept soundly. Her crimson curls a tangled frame around her face while Jayden watched over her and tried to sort out what had happened today. He’d known the night before that he wanted to spend the day with her after their typical Wednesday meeting. It humored him to dress her up in fancy clothes and take her out. Of course, those nights were all about forcing her exhibition side out to play while he got to be relentless in tantalizing her.

A typical Wednesday evening went thus: Micah drove Jayden to collect Catherine from her apartment, Jayden entered her apartment and inserted or attached some kind of toy to her body, they went to dinner, and then back to her apartment to drop Catherine off before going back to the villa. The whole evening he would taunt her with the toy, and whether it was at their dining venue, in the car, or back at her place, Jayden would demand Catherine service him at some point. 

Sometimes he allowed her to come, sometimes he didn’t.

The night prior he hadn’t, and Jayden knew he’d left Catherine horny and needy. No sooner had they pulled away from her home, then he’d sent Samantha an email alerting her to his absence the next day, along with wishing her a happy holiday.

Jayden wanted to surprise Cath – Erin by offering to help in any way he could with their meal. He didn’t want her feeling like she was obligated to cook their Christmas dinner because she was his submissive. The thought of them working together as friends appealed to him.

Landon’s repeated warnings to Jayden regarding being sure about what he wanted out of his arrangement with Catherine niggled at the back of his mind, but he had continued to push them off. There was nothing wrong with him wanting to check up on her.

Was there?

While it was true that theirs was a sexual arrangement, where was the harm in getting to know her outside of the bedroom? Or in his case – the playroom? For the umpteenth time in the last couple of months, Jayden told himself: he was just getting to know Erin so that he could better understand all the mechanics of Catherine – for the sake of the pleasure levels he could take them both to by being informed.

So, having opted to take his truck instead of having Micah drive him and then wait around, Jayden headed to Erin’s via the florist first. The decision to play with her at the door was pure impulse. Seeing her genuine smile when she realized he was going to help her cook: priceless.

The day passed much quicker than he would have expected it to, and all too soon, they were collapsed in a tired heap on her couch. She poked at him with her foot and on instinct Jayden’s hand shot out to snatch it in a tight grip. The look they exchanged in that moment shifted the light playfulness they’d shared all afternoon into something headier; something more primal.

In that moment Jayden wanted her, but he wanted her as Erin. Jayden had discovered his darker side early on in his life, and had never had any use for vanilla-type sex, but he was coming around to admitting that the novelty of it intrigued him if it meant getting to take her in his arms now instead of tomorrow.

His mind scrambled for some way to realize his desires, and Jayden came up with the idea of offering her an impromptu scene. If she declined, he would make his polite farewells and go home to await their time together the next day.

Erin didn’t say no. 

Instead, Catherine came to the forefront and knelt at his feet in a heartbeat. From there the waning afternoon faded into night while he used what was at his disposal. 

Jayden had sighed in relief when he stumbled across the blindfold.

Something was building inside of him where Catherine was concerned. Landon had hinted at it. Jayden was trying to resist it, but had enough common sense to know that there was an allure that was drawing him in. His head felt discombobulated, and he feared that what he had with Catherine would be destroyed if he gave in to his gut instinct to pursue Erin.

If he moved the scene to a point of penetration, and he had to look in her trusting green eyes while he fucked her – well, he just wouldn’t risk it. Today in particular, Jayden wasn’t convinced he could keep his emotions hidden from his own ochre eyes.

He’d promised her sexual gratification, nothing more.

So Jayden covered her eyes, and warmed her body up with the wooden spoon from the kitchen. Then he bound her tight so that her soft fingers didn’t inadvertently graze against him and destroy his resolve. Fashioning spreader bars gave him full access to her most sensitive areas, and he took advantage, teasing her and working her into a needy, wanting mess.

Watching her react to the simple pastry-brush with its silicon bristles set Jayden’s heart racing. Before he knew what he was doing, he had stripped down and had to open the door to cool the room down. He was on the verge of questioning his own control.

Jayden battled to keep a tight rein on himself by letting the Dom in him take the helm. Rougher than necessary, he pushed the plug into her ass assuming Catherine could handle it. It was hers after all, and she had directed him to where it could be found.

Ironic and saddening that her ‘sex drawer’ had been near empty when sex was such a large part of her life.

It wasn’t too long after the placement of the plug that Jayden had known she’d ‘dropped’. He gave her permission to come at will once she’d gone that deep, and proceeded to push her by alternating melting ice cubes over her pebbled skin and wringing out a washcloth dipped in hot water over her. When he was ready to step it up, he removed the metal ice cream scoop that had been sitting in the bowl of ice cubes and used the handle to fuck her.

With every brush, flick, and snap of his hand, her responding cries and moans were wanton and feral. He knew it was pretty much beyond Catherine’s grasp to be able to hold the orgasms with any effectiveness at that point – and he didn’t want her to. Jayden wanted to watch her come apart and bare all of herself to him. This shocking realization had come to him right after he’d removed the plug from her ass and lined his cock up to push into the taboo passage.

Jayden had stumbled back, falling into a chair behind him where he had a perfect view of her swollen, wet nether-bits on display while she was bent over the back of her couch. She was still strapped to the broom stick, but he had undone the Swiffer handle at her ankles to move her around easier.

When the overwhelming urge to release her bindings, remove the blindfold, and then carry her to bed to make love to her crashed upon him even harder than before they’d begun, Jayden knew he had to get out of there.

Catherine had been a dribbling, incoherent puddle by then, and with some effort, Jayden moved her into the shower and into bed. Pure fear that real feelings were attempting to break out and show themselves kept his cock at half-mast. He was able to lotion her body and dress her without incident. Not surprising he hadn’t found any arnica cream at her place, and instead had helped her to take some ibuprofen before tucking her in. Jayden hoped between his short massage and the medicine, she wouldn’t wake up too stiff.

That brought him to now. Jayden knew he should leave. It was creepy that he sat in her bedroom in the dark and watched her like he had some right to. With a heavy sigh, Jayden hefted his body up from the chair. Padding out to the kitchen, he found a notepad by the phone, and jotted a few quick words to Catherine before he slipped out into the night.

It wasn’t an accident that he signed it ‘Master.’ For Jayden it was a reminder and a warning to not break his own rules.

Determined to prove to himself that he was still a Dom in top form, he raced home. On the way he called Micah and ‘requested’ his company. When Jayden arrived home, he found an excited, blue-eyed angel kneeling by his front door.

“It pleases me that you’ve agreed to this, Micah.”

A pang of uncertainty unlike any he’d ever experienced twanged in Jayden’s gut. Was it wrong to do this to his sweet Catherine? His balls ached with a pent-up lack of release after being hard as a steel rod for several hours, and he recalled her suggesting Micah in the past, encouraging him to seek satisfaction through Micah if she couldn’t provide it for any reason. At first that reason was her UTI, then her time of the month.

Jayden had told Catherine he didn’t mind the messy play; in fact, he had found previous submissives often claimed they had their most intense orgasms during that time. Her voice had been almost inaudible while she plead with him that they not partake. All he could get from Catherine in explanation was that the worst thing Spencer had ever done to her had involved her period.

It turned out that period play – like canes – was a hard-limit for her. She couldn’t talk or even write about the memory. Wanting to ease her discomfort over the subject, he’d insisted that Catherine pay a visit to Dr. Ellison and start on the Depo shot rather than rely on pills for birth-control with the added benefit of ceasing her periods so they were no longer an issue.

“This boy is pleased you asked, Sir,” Micah’s responding voice dragged Jayden out of his thoughts.

Jayden stroked Micah’s head for a moment, and then unlocked the front door. With a wave of his hand, he indicated that Micah should crawl ahead of him. Jayden watched his bare ass dip and sway while Micah crawled away, and while it was nice, it wasn’t arousing.

Once inside Micah stopped, unsure where Jayden wanted him to go.

Jayden wasn’t sure either. He hadn’t thought that far ahead. After weighing the pros and cons, he made the decision that he needed an aggressive session.

“Tell me, Micah. Are you interested in experiencing rougher play?” Even as the words left Jayden’s mouth his heart started to thrum, but his stomach soured. His cock decided to follow his heart when Micah shared a bashful smile.

“Yes, Sir.”

“Let me introduce you to my playroom then.”

The next hours were spent with Jayden reassuring himself that he was in full control. He was the Master of his domain – and his life. When Jayden dismissed Micah, it was with a purplish-red backside, an asshole full of lube, and a satiated smile on his face.

Micah had endured the cane, and Jayden had erupted like Vesuvius because of it.




~*~

	

The morning light came with a ton of regret. Jayden had gone into auto-pilot with Micah the night before, using nothing but the begging and pleas falling from Micah’s mouth to guide him in the ravaging. Jayden’s undoing had been while fucking Micah deep and slow from behind, he allowed his fingers to trace the white-welts left behind from the cane. The texture beneath his soft pads was intoxicating, and Micah’s hiss that faded into a low moan in response was debilitating.

The sex had been everything Jayden had needed it to be: raw and no holds barred. Friends and fellow Doms in the lifestyle had often explained to him that it was this very reason they preferred male submissives every now and again, even if they didn’t crave male flesh as a rule. Men were more durable, and could withstand more thorough impact sessions. After having had Micah strapped to his horse, Jayden believed it.

Amazing as it had been – it had not been Catherine.

Just thinking her name had his shaft lengthening and stretching beneath his covers. With a groan, Jayden got up to start his day with a jerk-off session in the shower. He found it rather shameful to be honest, but if he had any hopes of withholding tonight, he needed to empty the chamber.




~*~




Showered and dressed in a soft thermal top and loose, low-hanging jeans Jayden wandered into his home office with his cup of coffee and a blueberry muffin. He brushed the long, damp strands of dark hair back from his face thinking he should get a haircut while he booted up his laptop. Since he had a few hours until Catherine was due to join him, he wanted to see what he’d missed by playing hooky the day before. Two emails caught his attention right off the bat. 

First was the one from his HR department. Jayden might have blurred the lines a little and had a background check run on Catherine and her father. Scanning the information, Jayden logged the pertinent details in his memory bank and added some of the data to his phone with the intent of following up after the holidays were over.

The second email was from Samantha regarding the over-seas expansion deal. He’d spent the last year trying to work out a contract with a steel manufacturer in China. China’s steel production was roughly eight times that of the United States and with their expertise in producing in large quantity, Jayden was determined to secure this partnership for the growth of his business.

His company specialized in custom metal working, from fence and fireplace elements to furniture and small finishing accessories such as drawer pulls. Masterson Metalworks had established quite a name for itself, and the quantity of orders was beginning to skyrocket. He needed a faster supplier of material, and the Chinese company Yangtze Iron & Steel was now ready to negotiate which meant Jayden had a trip to make.

He wouldn’t make the deal without seeing the facility and the conditions of the workers. It was something he prided himself on, and why Masterson was listed as one of the top twenty-five companies to work for in the world. Jayden made sure his employees were well taken care of, and in return, he received respect, loyalty, and a company that ran like a well-oiled machine.

Taking a swallow of his coffee Jayden settled into reviewing the documents and travel plans Samantha had emailed to him regarding the trip, read through the rest of his mail, and responded when appropriate. By the time he noticed the car pulling up to the gate on the security camera, two hours had lapsed, and Jayden was more than ready to welcome Catherine back to his home.




~oOo~

Gift of the Magi part I




When Erin awoke the morning following the house wares scene on Christmas Day, she was cuddled into her bed and wearing her favorite Eeyore sleep shirt. She was also alone, and uncertainty began to creep in.

Had they gone too far? Were the boundaries blurred beyond repair? Her fingers ran over the pearls around her neck. Master hadn’t taken them. The last thing she remembered from the previous night was his careful attentions while he held her in the shower and she drifted in his brown eyes . . .

Erin sat up with a start. She didn’t remember anything after the shower. Master had worn her out with such thoroughness that she’d passed out in his arms under the warm water and his caring gaze. That wasn’t the action of a man who was no longer interested, and that thought made her smile.

Calmer, she slid from the bed and went into the bathroom to relieve herself and brush her teeth. Stretching her arms over head, she was surprised they didn’t ache more after the way she’d been bound and used. She was limber and had a bounce in her step while she made her way to the kitchen. Heading straight for the coffee pot, she found a note leaning against it.




Catherine~

Thank you for a lovely day. I trust you find this in the morning well-rested and relaxed. I’ll see you soon, my jewel.

~ Master







	Note in hand, Erin moved to pull a coffee cup from her dishwasher, and found it locked which made her look around. Against the opposite counter leaned her broom and Swiffer. Resting next to them was her bike chain and a stack of kitchen hand-towels.

	She burst out laughing at the image which formed in her head of how she must have looked, and she grinned, knowing Master hadn’t run. With the hysterical picture in her head, Erin made her way to the bathroom to start preparing for the evening. She needed to shave, pluck, wash, and smooth every part of her body.

	The thought never crossed her mind that the holiday would keep them from playing tonight.




~*~




“That was amazing, Catherine. Delicious. Thank you.”

Catherine beamed at Master’s praise. “You did help this girl prepare the food, Master. She cannot take all of the credit. It’s a shame Micah woke with the stomach flu this morning and couldn’t join us, but there are plenty of leftovers for when he gets to feeling better.”

“I’m sure he’ll appreciate that. As for the cooking, I just followed your lead. Now, before we retire to the playroom, I have some news.”

Catherine wasn’t sure she liked where this was headed. Master’s tone was too solemn, but she remained quiet and waited for him to proceed.

“Do you have a passport?”

That was not what she expected him to say. She shook her head. Catherine had never had a reason for one, or any cause to believe she ever would.

Master sighed. “No, I didn’t think you would. Assuming you are not called with a job placement on Monday, I want you to get the paperwork going. I will make sure you have the funds to cover it.”

“Aye, Master. May this girl ask why?”

He took a deep breath, and a touch of sadness appeared in his dark eyes. “I’m going to be flying out Monday morning for a business trip. I had hoped I might convince you to go with me, but no matter; you’ll get this done, and when my next trip comes up, I’ll take you then.”

“This girl would enjoy that, Master. She hasn’t traveled beyond California and here.”

“This is a negotiating trip, so I don’t know how long I’ll be gone. It could be a few days or a few weeks. Considering it’s taken a year to get them to agree to this next step, I’d plan on the latter. I’ll leave you instructions. While I may not be here to play you with a physical hand, don’t underestimate that I will continue to require your submission in my absence. On that note . . .”

Catherine held her breath when Master trailed off choosing his next words.

“Samantha will be going with me as my assistant. Not that it’s any concern of yours, but just like when I’m here, it’s probable that I’ll enjoy her outside of business relations. It could have been interesting for you to join us,” Master mused, and Catherine squirmed under his gaze.

He noticed. “My slut likes that idea, doesn’t she?”

“Aye, Master,” Catherine admitted without shame and her green eyes blazed.

He looked at her, contemplating, and then pushed his seat away from the table. “Good to know. You have one hour to straighten up and meet me in the playroom. Dismissed.”

Catherine acknowledged his directive by rising, gathering their dinner plates, and backing out of the room to take them to the kitchen. When she returned for the remaining glasses and cutlery, Master had already left. She hurried through her task, ran upstairs to her room to empty her bladder, freshen up, and then made her way to her sanctuary.

The playroom was empty when she entered. Removing her thin robe, Catherine hung it by the door and went to her place. Master didn’t make her wait long. There seemed to be an urgency – a need – radiating off of him. He was out of sorts, and Catherine hoped before their scene was over that she would have alleviated him of his stress.

The warm air circulated around her. Master’s soft caress of her face and the stroking of her thick hair aided in helping her to feel relaxed and certain in her decision. There would be no resistance from her tonight; she would do whatever Master asked of her.

“In light of my unexpected trip, I have changed my plans for this evening. I do believe you need a crash course in self-awareness. If the tasks I set in my absence are to have any effectiveness, then you need to be comfortable playing with your pussy.”

Master’s words made her gulp. He knew she didn’t masturbate well.

“Get on the bed, slut. Make yourself come for me.”

With his plan laid out, that was how the weekend proceeded. Master made her stay on the large bed and play with herself repeatedly until her curls stuck to her face with perspiration. After the first half dozen orgasms, she noticed that he had placed assorted toys within her reach on the bed. When Catherine didn’t move to use one right away, he demanded it.

By Saturday night, Catherine’s fingers looked like prunes and she felt raw – but she had the art of masturbating at her Master’s command down. He hadn’t sought any release the whole time.

“Tonight you will sleep in my room.”

Her emerald-eyes grew large at his pronouncement. She had yet to see the inside of his room, let alone have spent any time in it. Master had explained it was his personal space when he’d first shown her the house all those months ago, and she’d accepted that.

“I have been very gracious to you, and feel I deserve some relief before we must part ways.”

She spent the night tethered to his oak bedpost by a long length of rope tied to fur-lined, pliable, pink leather cuffs. They shared their final hours with Master delighting in the pleasures of her body whenever the urge struck him – which was frequent throughout the night.








~~~Chapter 16~~~




Distance Makes the Heart Grow Fonder




Getting on the plane had been bittersweet. Catherine had agreed to stay one more night beyond their usual planned time, and Jayden had her sleep in his room again. Granted, the first night they didn’t get much sleep. Sunday night had found him tethering her to his bedpost, but not sleeping on the floor. Their final night was spent in his bed, where she slept in his arms. 

He hadn’t slept. Couldn’t, in fact, thanks to some unknown desire to keep watch over her and memorize every detail of her face. There were a couple of freckles on her left cheek that were larger than the others. Her snore came with a slight whistle. She rubbed her nose quite often. Even when she passed gas in her sleep, he had found it . . . cute? Endearing that she was so relaxed around him?

What had shocked him was when an obvious flush bloomed over her bare chest, her nipples hardened, and she whimpered his name: Jayden, not Master. The gasp had left his mouth unheeded and she had rolled into him in response, burrowing her nose against his chest. He’d kissed the top of her head, and then stroked her hair until she settled down.

That single moment, more than anything they’d done thus far, was what continued to play on a loop in his mind while they went through the pre-flight checklist. 

Samantha had been at Love Field before they arrived, so when the car pulled up, she had his coffee, his itinerary ready to review, and what seemed like a smug grin when he introduced her to Catherine. 

Yes, Catherine had ridden with him since he’d been late getting them out of the house. It had just been too hard to unwrap his arms and wake her.

Catherine was gracious and polite while he made the introductions, and he left the two women to chat for a moment while he took Micah aside.

“I have a favor to ask of you, Micah.”

“Of course, Sir. If it’s in my power, I’ll do it,” the boy replied with eagerness.

“Keep an eye on her for me, yeah?” Jayden wasn’t looking at Micah as he talked, but across the distance to where Catherine stood with Samantha.  

Catherine’s red hair was unfettered and blowing in the light morning breeze. When her hand came up to capture the wayward strands, Jayden felt his chest pinch at the intrinsic beauty she displayed in the soft glow of the rising sun.

He didn’t understand what was happening.

A soft chuckle pulled his attention back to Micah who was watching Jayden with narrowed eyes. “It would be an honor, Sir.”

Jayden clapped Micah on the shoulder, and then shook his hand before moving toward the ladies and the plane with long, sure strides. 

He could only hope his business would be settled sooner rather than later, and he’d be stateside once again with his jewel in his arms.




~*~




The first two weeks passed in a blur, full of welcome dinners, meeting the workers, and factory tours. Jayden checked in with Micah once a week and Catherine daily – though with the time difference their contact was mostly through email. As much as he wanted to Skype with her, Jayden knew she needed her sleep and refused to have her stay up to accommodate him.

He’d send her instructions, or daily tasks, which in turn, she would write up what the experience had been like and email it back to him. By the time the second Friday night rolled around, he was itching for sexual relief, and her report from Thursday’s task of not wearing panties while she temped at the library served to make matters worse.

How Jayden would have loved to have observed Catherine from a distance. Her mid-thigh length skirt would inch up her creamy, toned legs while she climbed the short stools to return books to the upper shelves . . .

Before he could think about it, Jayden had the phone in his hand and was asking Samantha to join him in his hotel room. He tried to ignore how happy she sounded down the line. Inside him things were shifting, and Jayden knew it wasn’t Samantha he wanted with him, but he was stubborn. Admitting he had more than platonic feelings for Catherine would do neither of them any good, and time with Samantha would remind him of that, in addition to soothing the needy ache which had plagued his balls since parting ways with Catherine.

In a move unlike Jayden, he went to the mini-bar and poured himself a Saki, downing it and pouring a second. By the time the knock sounded at the door of his suite, a numbing buzz was coursing through his body.

Lightweight, Jayden thought to himself when he went to open the door and missed the handle.

Samantha stood there with flushed cheeks and bright eyes, which darted to the floor the moment he had the door open. Her long, tanned legs stretched out from beneath a red pair of incredibly short shorts. Following the line of her torso, her midriff was bare, and her small titties were hidden by a matching halter top. He assumed he’d caught her working out.

“Good evening, Sir. You called?”

“Yes, I did. Please come in,” Jayden invited and held the door open. “Saki?” he asked while moving back to the bar to pour himself a third. It was beginning to taste rather good to him.

“Oh. Um, no thank you, Sir. Sir?”

Jayden turned to her with upraised eyebrows while he threw back the drink. “Yes?”

“If you don’t mind me asking, are you okay?” Her brows furrowed in concern, and Jayden laughed.

“No, Samantha, I am most certainly not okay.” He laughed again, but it was far from a happy sound. “But you’re here now, and you are going to make it all better. Strip and kneel,” he ordered. Jayden was going to prove to himself that a good fuck was all he needed.

Except it wasn’t. 

Samantha moved to obey, but he noticed that her hands shook and the happiness that had shined in her eyes when he first admitted her had been replaced with uncertainty. 

Wiping his hand down his face, his vision cleared just enough for him to assess the rest of her body language: timid, nervous, not in the least bit aroused. Well, fuck.

“Get up.”

“I’m sorry, Sir?”

“I said, ‘get up’, Samantha. You don’t want this right now.” He went to the bathroom and retrieved the plush white robe, returning to hand it to her. “I apologize for scaring you.”

“No, Sir. You didn – ” 

Jayden cut her off with a sharp stare. 

“Well, maybe just a little bit,” she admitted with a shy smile and walked over to the couch to sit down.

The Saki beckoned him, so he poured himself another before joining her. This one he sipped.

“Do you want to talk about it?” 

He wasn’t sure why, but the question put him on edge. Jayden wasn’t prepared for her follow-up. 

“Is it Catherine?”

“What makes you ask that?” he questioned her, and swallowed the rest of his drink down.

“You’ve been different since the day she first called the office,” Samantha offered with a shrug. “And at the airport, you couldn’t take your eyes off of her. I’ve never seen you look at me that way – or anyone for that matter.”

Jayden appraised her. “You can be rather blunt, do you know that?” He didn’t want to hear what she was saying.

Samantha smiled at him and winked. “How’s this for blunt? What the hell are you doing getting drunk on foreign booze? I haven’t seen you drink before.”

“That’s none of your business. I’m a grown man and can have a drink if I want one,” Jayden snapped.

“Sure thing, boss. Though I think the reason is sitting back in Texas with her pretty green eyes.” She stood up and disrobed. “Do you want me to blow you or not? If not, I’d really like to go take a shower and get to bed; we’ve got an early start tomorrow since we’re driving out to the mining site.”

Her words were on repeat in his head as waved Samantha off. “No. I’m sorry I bothered you, this evening. I’ll see you first thing.”

 Jayden watched her pull her shorts and tank back on before he hefted himself off the couch to walk her to the door. “Thank you, Samantha.”

She paused to lift on her toes and kiss his cheek. “Anytime, Sir.”

The loud click of the door settling into place was like a gavel coming down. At that moment, Jayden decided if Catherine could endure the length of his absence with release only through her hand, then so could he. 

Starting now.




~*~




Somehow Jayden found the inner strength to keep his commitment to himself for the duration of his trip. He ordered the Saki removed from his room so that he wouldn’t be tempted again. Jayden was appalled that he’d even turned to the alcohol; what if he had contacted Catherine instead of Samantha in his drunken state?

It would have been a major setback in the amazing progress Catherine had made, and he didn’t want to even consider how the slip would have affected the trust they’d built or the bond they shared. Jayden knew her feelings on alcohol. Without a doubt, if this had happened at home, he would have called Landon first thing the next day and begged to be put on his knees.

The remaining month passed in meetings and negotiations. Jayden altered Catherine’s schedule so that on the weekends she slept during the day and could Skype with him at night. That was helpful to both of them. She continued to perform each task he’d assigned with perfection and when she emailed her journal writings each week, he would read in disgust of Spencer and in awe of Catherine. 

More and more, Jayden was convinced she was an amazing woman, not just a submissive.

It was in his final week in China that Jayden heard from Angelique informing him that Katarina was going to be performing at the Valentine’s Day Demon Night, and he made the decision to get back to business with Catherine with a bang. After giving her instructions to go lingerie shopping for his return, he headed out to find a jeweler.








~~~Chapter 17~~~




Playdate




Master’s business trip ended up taking six long weeks. In that time, Catherine feared that whatever progress they’d made bonding over Christmas had been lost. The tender disposition with which they had parted ways that Monday had given way to a distant and withdrawn Master. He never faltered in seeing to all of Catherine’s needs while he was gone – all except for actual physical contact which was out of his hands. However, any communication they had – while pleasurable in the end for them both – felt like it lacked the undercurrent of unbridled desire she’d learned to feed on in their time together.

Catherine knew she had no reason to complain. Master had been quite generous with her in his absence. However, it didn’t matter how many times Catherine found release in her fingers or toys; it wasn’t the same as being under Master’s hand or his domineering stare. She missed feeling her body erupt with life under his dark gaze.

Desperation was overtaking Catherine in her need to feel something other than mediocre pleasure. The knowledge that Samantha was in China with Master acting in her stead and getting what Catherine craved didn’t help. Nor did the fact that Catherine had finally been introduced to Samantha the morning they’d left. Master had convinced her to stay over with him that Sunday night, and Micah gave her a ride home Monday after dropping Master at the airfield where Master had met Samantha before boarding the corporate plane.

The result was that Catherine could now fill Samantha’s tanned curves, ashen-blonde hair, and naughty blue eyes into the images her mind kept creating to torture her with how Master was thriving just fine without Catherine.

One good thing had come of Catherine’s time alone: she’d journaled. A lot. Master had asked her to document her reactions and feelings about each task he assigned her in his absence. From going panty-less for the day to recording herself masturbating and sending it to him, she wrote about it all. Often Catherine found that her pen kept going while she let the scratch of the ink on paper lull her to a safe place similar to where brush therapy took her.

So she wrote. With vehemence, she dredged up what she hoped were the final darkest memories and purged them into words. The weeks of distance became her time of catharsis. Master would be returning to a woman who had found her self-confidence and had a clear conscience, free of sadness – or at least that was what Catherine was hoping for. She couldn’t be sure until she was in his presence once again, which would be soon.

Catherine sat in the back of the car with her hand on the bag from the Electrique Boutique. Inside the unassuming plastic laid three corsets, purchased at the command of Master. The club was hosting a lover’s-themed demon night in honor of it being Valentine’s Day, and they would be attending.

Master had requested she go pick out and buy the corsets so that he could decide which he wanted her to wear before they went out for the evening. He wanted a private fashion show as part of their reunion.

She’d chosen an angelic sheer-white and fur-lined set, a pink satin and black lace set, and her favorite was the Asian-influenced red set. The corset was strapless with hook-and-eye closures half-way up the front that gave way to crisscrossed leather ties across the bust allowing her to fit the top to her ample chest. Black, leather-wrapped boning kept the corset stiff and tight against her torso and accented against the red satin patterned with black oriental flowers. Instead of a thong and garters, the corset had a matching mini-skirt that ended before her ass was covered in full.

Catherine was sure if Master chose the red set she wouldn’t be wearing panties.




~*~




Two hours later, Catherine was back in the car at Master’s side this time, and wearing the red corset.

All of her concerns that he had been losing interest in her had flown out the window the moment his hands had touched her again. She’d been caught off guard when he’d met her on the porch and shoved his tongue down her throat before they’d even had a chance to say a proper hello.

That hello came in the foyer just before Master ordered her to her knees for a long over-due blow job. Catherine wasn’t sure who enjoyed it more. After she had swallowed and cleaned him with her tongue, Master pulled her to her feet and pushed his hand under her skirt to find her stubbly outer lips. Her pussy itched something awful, but Master had insisted she was to leave it unshaved the last two weeks. His fingers brushing against the stubble made her buck upward seeking more.

Master pulled away with a shake of his head. “Oh no, slut. I’ve not kept your orgasms for the last week to give in so soon after we’ve just reunited. You will wait until I give the word.”

“Aye, Master.” She writhed a bit more, and he smacked her pussy, sending a sharp heat over her skin and making her still at once.

He stepped back, allowing some distance between them. Catherine was thankful for the space for she was having trouble focusing with him so near. The longer she stood close to him, the more she realized just how much she had missed him – and Jayden – and it killed her inside to know she couldn’t tell him.

With the space between them, Catherine was able to appreciate how good looking Master was. His chestnut hair had grown; it was longer and shaggier, but she liked it – could imagine running her hands through it and gripping it. He also had foregone shaving and his jaw was covered in course stubble that she could imagine how amazing it would feel scratching against her inner thighs. Tonight he was looking sharp in tailored, black dress-pants and a chartreuse button-up. He had undone the top few buttons and she could see his chest. The yellow silk was incredible against his skin, and brought out his natural olive tones.

She licked her lips without thinking and noticed Master’s crotch twitch.

“Electrique Boutique – nice choice. Show me.”

She had shown him; saving the red for last and pulling her hair up so that most of it was piled atop her head with a few long scarlet tendrils coiled down over her back.

Master’s, “That one,” had been emphatic and resolute.

Before they left the villa, Master shocked Catherine by replacing her collar. If he’d not greeted her with such obvious happiness to see her, she would have had a melt-down when he reached for the clasp on her pearls. Even so her breathing had hitched the moment she’d realized Master’s intentions.

“Shh, pet. I am not retracting my promise to you. Your servitude is now and always will be surreal, Catherine.”

The familiar words flowing without effort distracted her while the silky pearls slipped away and were replaced by a thick, black leather collar which was cold and stiff around her neck. Master snapped a leash onto one of the many O-rings and let it hang between her breasts.

Spencer had never been one to use a collar, let alone one lined with any kind of soft material to prevent rubbing on her neck. If he used one at all, he’d choose one that was a cheap, five-dollar dog collar from the pet store. He’d always preferred rope, again, the cheap kind, raw and fibrous so that it left splinters in Catherine’s skin.

What enclosed her neck now was soft like suede, and was just tight enough to feel like a snug grip that controlled as opposed to a choke-hold which strangled. She could appreciate the beauty of the hand-tooled leather leash, and allowed herself to picture Master using it to spank her. Either the leash was brand new or Master had taken exceptional care of it. The strong leather odor made her dizzy and excited, and reminded her how she’d missed the flogger. Catherine hoped Master would treat her to a flogging before the evening was over.

Her momentary day-dream was interrupted when Master yanked the leash in satisfaction.

“To serve you will be divine, Master,” Catherine proclaimed, completing their private collaring ritual. She soaked in the way his eyes roamed over her. It was clear that he was pleased with her appearance.

“One more thing before we go: Happy Valentine’s Day and an early Happy birthday to you, Catherine,” Master said in a quiet tone while handing her a small package wrapped in red, and tied with a silver bow. “The twenty-seventh isn’t that far off, right?” He shared a tender smile with her.

She was shocked and in disbelief. Catherine hadn’t been given a birthday present since before she left for college, and never had she been given something just because it was Valentine’s Day – that was a lover’s holiday. With a small giggle it dawned on her that if they were anything, lover’s fit the bill. At least in the physical sense, but still . . .

“Master? This girl doesn’t understand . . .”

“Shh, Jewel. Let me do this. Now open your gift, we need to be going.”
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For the duration of the ride to the club, every time Catherine looked down at her wrist and smiled. She was nervous about the amount of money that adorned her wrist, but couldn’t deny that she found the piece exquisite. The silver cuff looked like twisted vines from which dangled blood-red stones – rubies. The largest stone hung down the center of her hand, applying a light pressure on her skin like Master’s touch.

Just before Micah let them out at the curb Master snapped her leash onto her collar, and then escorted her inside while Warren held the door. Angelique was ecstatic to see the both of them and descended on them before the door closed.

“I knew you two would be a good fit.” Her blue eyes lit up and she smiled while eyeing the leash in Master’s hand. “And you, pretty girl, have you found what you were looking for?”

Catherine looked to Master seeking permission to answer.

He nodded, pride emanating in his smile.

“Aye, Ma’am. This girl has.” Catherine kept her eyes fixed on Master while she said the words, yet she was unable to read the expression that crept onto his face.

After a moment, Master gave his head a light shake and instructed her to, “Follow” as he gripped her leash.

Beyond the inner doors, the club looked much like Catherine remembered from her first time there four months earlier. If there was a difference, it was that the room was actually lighter. They kept the club darker on open nights to help ‘soften’ the experience for newcomers. For the club regulars there was no shame in seeing and being seen, and the brighter the better.

They maneuvered through the common area. Catherine stayed to the left and behind Master, letting the tug and release of the leash guide her. She was quiet while he visited with members and caught up on the latest news or complimented new subs or adornments.

One such example was a Dom who wanted to show off his sub’s new nipple piercings. Catherine listened with interest while Master praised the clean work and how pretty they were. Surprise overtook her when Master mentioned Sir Landon being responsible for the work, and she made a mental note to ask Master later. Catherine recognized the name of Master’s friend and confidante, but she hadn’t known he could do body modification. When she imagined being marked for Master it felt – right.

Certainty sank into her bones that she was ready to wear his mark whenever he wanted to give it to her. Although a good place to start would be to meet Sir Landon before he came at her body with a needle. Master had mentioned on more than one occasion that he wanted them all to get together, but schedules had yet to be accommodating.

They said their farewells to the pair, and Master led her on, soon stopping to visit with someone new.

Catherine tried not to eavesdrop, but Master had pulled her in close while he engaged a woman – a Domme – in conversation. His arm was around Catherine’s waist bringing her back against his side. She had to resist moaning out loud when he drove his thigh between her legs, and began toying with the ties at the front of her corset. She could feel the tension of the lingerie loosening, and knew that if Master didn’t stop soon he’d be exposing her. 

Not that she cared.

“Katarina, so good to see you. It’s been ages.” He leaned toward her and they exchanged air-kisses to each other’s cheeks.

“So true, Jayden. How have you been? Are the rumors true?”

Catherine’s eyes left their place on the floor to look at their mouths – his plump and inviting, hers red and dangerous. The woman had a strong jaw line and flawless skin from what Catherine could see.

“What rumors are those?”

The woman’s laugh was lyrical. “Oh, don’t be coy, Jayden. It doesn’t become you. Is this her? The perfect sub that has managed to meet all of your exacting standards and earn your collar.”

Her tone was playful, but Catherine sensed there was truth to the words. She hadn’t realized that Master had been having trouble finding the right submissive. Learning that he’d chosen her in this new light caused her head to spin. A glimmer of hope for ‘more’ rose within her.

“This is Catherine, my collared submissive. I brought her tonight with the understanding that you were doing a demo?”

Catherine’s ears perked up, but Master stopped speaking just as a waiter went by with small plastic bowls of assorted fruit. He held a finger up signaling to the waiter to stop, and took a bowl of fruit along with a bottle of water, which he handed to Catherine.

“Eat up; you’ll need your strength soon.”

Perplexed, Catherine plucked a grape and popped it in her mouth while she continued to listen to them speak.

The Domme introduced her girl to them – a young thing with black hair, sky-blue eyes, and a fresh face by the name of Kaitlyn. It didn’t take Catherine long to figure out that Miss’s skill was candling, and her heart raced. Was Master going to let her experience wax?

“Are you about done, Catherine?” Master asked regarding her fruit.

She showed him the remaining strawberry and he urged her on. Catherine finished the light snack and drank down the rest of her water.

“Does my slut want to experience hot wax on her body?”

“If it pleases Master, this girl would like that very much.

Unclipping her leash, Master gave instructions to Catherine to follow the young submissive who would prepare her for her scene. Kaitlyn was quiet while they made their way over to a private bathroom. Catherine took care of her business and washed her hands. Exiting the stall, she found Kaitlyn holding a tray with a silver lid.

“Please remove all of your clothing and then Mistress would like you to wash your cunt with this sanitized cloth.”

Doing as she was told, Catherine slipped out of the corset and skirt so that all she wore were her shoes and the beautiful cuff Master had presented her with earlier. Catherine picked up the washcloth that was almost too hot to touch and wiped it across her pussy, finding the heat felt good. She pried her lips apart and wiped the cloth across herself again, and a cool tingling sensation broke through the heat from the sanitizer. Feeling refreshed and grateful for the moment of much needed friction, Catherine put the used cloth back on the tray.

No words were exchanged while Kaitlyn moved around Catherine, rubbing a satiny oil into her skin. By the time she was done, Catherine felt sleepy and aroused, and followed Kaitlyn back into the main room, a bit nervous and a lot excited.

Master was waiting and deftly reattached her leash.

“All set?” Miss asked with a waggle of her brows.

Master looked to Catherine, who nodded that yes, she was ready.

“After you, ladies,” Master offered Miss and Kaitlyn while he took up the rear with Catherine behind him.

While the point of Demon Night was demonstrations, they were never done in the main common room. Those who cared to share their skill with an audience had to reserve a room in advance and be put on the club schedule. Even Dungeons and Dreams had its restrictions. The hardcore elements were not condoned and as such, all ‘acts’ had to be reviewed and approved.

Entering the room, Catherine noticed a pleasant spicy smell – cinnamon. She risked peeking around the room before ducking her eyes back to the ground where they belonged and decided it must be the multiple burning candles causing the odor.

Master tugged on the leash and Catherine was led to a pillow, where she lowered herself to her knees next to Kaitlyn who had already knelt. “Inspection position, and from now until I tell you otherwise, you are to obey Mistress Katarina like you would obey me,” Master commanded while unclipping her leash yet again. 

“Aye, Master.” Catherine kept her knees spread shoulder width apart and wondered why on earth Master hadn’t allowed her to shave herself clean. Deciding it didn't matter because this was what Master had asked for she settled with her arms behind her back, and grasped the opposite elbows. She put her toes against the floor, and rested her bottom against her heels. In this position her breasts were thrust forward while her ass and pussy were exposed and open – ready to be viewed.

Catherine heard the door close followed by the click of heels against the wood floors but kept her eyes down. Master’s polished wing-tips came into view while he walked around her, the scent of his cologne overriding the candles and calming her. He took her cuff off and explained that he would hold it for the duration of the scene so that it didn’t get damaged.

“Beautiful, pet. Enjoy yourself, and come as you like. I’ll be right here watching.”

There was no time to worry about the echo of his retreating shoes thanks to a manicured hand which stroked Catherine’s right breast and gave her nipple a sharp pull. 

She hissed at the sensation but continued looking down.

Miss took a couple of steps – her high-heels clacking on the wood as she approached from behind. Catherine felt Miss’s hand move over her ass and then slide between her legs to cup her sex. After a light smack against her pussy, Miss dragged her nails down over the outer lips. 

Catherine shuddered at the sensation.

Using her ring and pointer fingers, Miss spread the lips and then used her middle finger to stroke Catherine’s clit a few times before plunging her finger inside. Catherine could hear her own wetness while Miss moved her finger. After a few thrusts, Miss added two more fingers.

Catherine found herself whimpering with the need to come. Despite having been given earlier permission from Master to do so, she wanted to fight it. 

Miss laughed. “So soon? Belonging to Jayden, I was sure you had better stamina than that,” she taunted.

A flicker of shame came over Catherine. She’d never been touched by another female and the knowledge that a woman was finger-fucking her in front of an audience along with how incredible it felt when Miss’s nails scraped at her insides had her on the edge. Catherine couldn’t help it.

“This girl is sorry, Miss. It just feels too good.”

Master cleared his throat from the sidelines. “You don’t need to apologize, my jewel. Considering the strains I’ve put you under in preparation for tonight, you’re doing a remarkable job.”

She glowed at his praise.

“You may,” Miss relented, and she gushed onto Miss’s hand while her orgasm wracked her body.

“Very good, girl.” Her voice was pleasant, but her tone was harsh. “Look at me,” she ordered.

Miss had moved back to the space in front of Catherine, who raised her gaze a little at a time to appreciate close-up how enticing Miss was. Her manicured toes were in a pair of red, open-toed stilettos, and her creamy legs went up forever, leading into a curvaceous body wrapped in a black, leather corset. Miss’s shiny sex was exposed, extra-smooth, and framed by garter-belt straps which hung loose since she wasn’t wearing any pantyhose.

Continuing her visual tour of Miss’s body, Catherine found her generous, shiny breasts poking through openings in the bust of the corset. Her dark-brown nipples sloped upward toward the ceiling.

At last, Catherine looked into the face of one of the most beautiful women she’d ever seen. Miss’s jet-black hair was pulled up into a messy bun on her head; except the precise spacing of the curls that hung down around her face suggested it had been styled that way. Her eyes were electric-blue and beyond gorgeous. High and strong, Miss’s cheekbones angled down toward her full, pouty lips which were coated in a deep-red gloss.

Miss placed her hand against Catherine’s lips. “Taste yourself, girl. Clean my hand.”

Catherine took a tentative lick across Miss’s fingertips. Master often made Catherine taste herself just like this, and she had grown to like her flavor – crisp and sweet with a hint of muskiness to it. Urged on by the sound of Master groaning from a few feet away, she began to suck each of Miss’s fingers clean before lapping at Miss’s palm trying to get every drop.

She let out a quiet laugh delighted. “Eager little girl, aren’t you?”

“Aye, Miss.” Catherine sighed.

“Your Master tells me you’ve never been with a woman, but that you would like to have that cherry popped. I am Mistress Katarina, but you may call me Miss K tonight.” She took her hand away and directed Catherine to stand before giving Kaitlyn instructions to go kneel by Master and watch quietly.

Catherine stood and Miss stepped up to her. She slid one hand behind Catherine’s neck and brought their mouths together. She stayed still while Miss K licked and nibbled at her lips for a minute before pushing her tongue into her mouth.

Miss’s lips were soft and supple, and she tasted like the cinnamon that permeated the air. Catherine responded to the kiss by letting Miss’s tongue swirl with hers. It became more heated while their tongues entwined and then pulled apart to bite at each other’s lips before their tongues resumed their stroking. After a few minutes, Miss pulled back, leaving Catherine panting.

“Not bad for a first kiss,” she teased while she cocked her eyebrow.

“Master says this girl is good with her mouth,” Catherine offered with a shy smile.

She barked out a laugh and Master cleared his throat.

“Does he?” She smirked and looked over at Master who had a wide smile on his stubbly face. “Well, girl. Let’s see how good you are. Suck my tits.”

Heading straight toward Miss’s left nipple, Catherine opened her mouth. Just before her tongue touched, Miss K leaned back.

“No. Think of how you like to have your tits worked, girl. You can’t just jump in like a dry fuck. Start with your hands.” Miss pulled Catherine’s hands up and placed them on the underside of her gorgeous boobs.

She obliged Miss by testing their weight in her hands, cupping them, and giving them a gentle squeeze.

Miss let out a soft moan.

Determined, Catherine settled in to make Master proud.








~~~Chapter 18~~~




Catherine Serves Another




Miss’s breasts were slick with oil so Catherine’s hands slid over them with ease when she started massaging the firm flesh.

“Now, let your mouth follow your hands.”

Catherine relaxed into her actions with Miss’s patient guidance. She began placing open-mouthed kisses on the undersides of Miss’s breasts, working her way across both of them. Her tongue lapped across Miss’s skin with laziness, tasting honey and cinnamon, and her hands continued to knead Miss’s breasts while massaging toward Miss’s nipples. 

Closing her lips over the nipple, Catherine flicked her tongue against the hardened peak before starting a slow sucking. When she reached the tip, she grazed it with her teeth and Miss let out a throaty hiss.

“Just like that, girl. Now do the other one.” 

Once Catherine moved over and began repeating her ministrations Miss commanded: “Mm, suck harder.” 

Obeying was easy as she mauled at Miss’s breasts – licking and sucking, biting and pinching on them until Miss tensed up, and started convulsing.

“Damn, girl!” Miss panted and tried to catch her breath. “You just made me come with a tit job. Are you sure you haven’t done this before?” she asked with disbelief in her voice.

“No, Miss K. This girl has not,” Catherine was proud to answer.

Miss walked over to a table in the center of the room where she sat on the edge. Scooting herself back, she raised her knees and placed her heels down on the corners of the table. Then she leaned back on her elbows and scooted forward again until her ass was at the edge of the table. With her legs spread, Catherine could see her arousal glistening on her folds.

“Let’s see what that mouth can do for a hungry cunt. Eat. My. Pussy,” Miss demanded in a greedy snarl.

She knelt before Miss and took a deep breath. Following Miss’s earlier suggestion, she thought about what felt good to her. Placing her hands on Miss’s ankles, she rubbed her palms up the toned calves, and then back down. Catherine repeated the motion a few times, then kept her hands on Miss’s inner thighs, and slowly moved them toward Miss’s center. Running a hand over the smooth skin, Catherine collected what had leaked out and made eye contact while she licked the juices off of her fingers and watched her Miss shudder.

With a smile, Catherine leaned forward and pushed a finger into Miss’s pussy before she licked from her hole up to her clit. She swirled her tongue around the little nerve bundle and sucked while she started twisting her finger inside of her Miss.

Master approached from behind her, and guided Catherine with seductive whispers. Coaching her with the best ways to spread and lick, telling her to increase her rhythm and slam her fingers in and out. She twisted her hand over so her palm faced up, pushed her fingers all the way in, and started curling her fingers toward herself. With Master’s help she sought out Miss’s g-spot, knowing she’d found it when Miss started moaning and demanding Catherine go faster and harder while Master praised her.

“Ooh . . . yes . . . so good, so fucking good, girl! Make me come. Drink my come, Catherine!” Miss’s orgasm poured out, coating Catherine’s hand and mouth.

After she had withdrawn her fingers, Catherine applied languid laps along Miss’s slick pussy while she came down from her orgasm. Placing a final soft kiss on Miss’s clit, she sat back on her heels.

“This girl thanks you for allowing her to pleasure you, Miss K.” 

“Wow. Just wow. That was incredible, Catherine,” Miss breathed out while closing her legs and sitting up. With a slight shake of her head, she stood up. She took a deep breath and gathered her composure.

“On the table, girl. It’s your turn now.”

Miss’s sapphire eyes gleamed at Catherine and she felt a familiar tingle while she crawled onto the table. Trembling in anticipation, Catherine laid back on the table and breathed in the rich odor of cinnamon and sex.

Master pressed his lips to hers, and whispered, “Have fun.” Then he retreated once again.

Miss was at the end of the table pulling old-fashioned doctor’s table stirrups out of hidden spaces. She guided Catherine into place by grabbing her hips and pulling her ass to the edge.

However, unlike at the doctor’s, Catherine could feel her need beginning to build again knowing she was open and exposed for all in the room to see. She knew for certain that Master and Kaitlyn were observing, but was unsure if there were more to her audience.

The not knowing was thrilling.

“Sit up toward your legs, girl.” Pressure was applied to Catherine’s back to force her forward and a large wedge-shaped pillow slid in behind her. “Good. Now lean back,” Miss directed.

Catherine found herself in a reclining position; the wedge supported her weight while the stirrups helped to keep her from slipping forward off the edge. She let her head fall back and found that the edge of the pillow was right at her neck. She could drop backward just a little, but still be supported by the soft edge.

Reaching into a side drawer, Miss lifted up a short, leather belt with a rubber ball in the middle – a ball gag. “Open, girl. Some Masters and Mistresses like to hear their subs scream . . .” 

What the hell is she going to do to me? 

“However, I’m not one of them so I will be gagging you.” Miss fastened the buckles on the side of Catherine’s head, and gave it a tug to make sure it was snug, but not cutting into her cheeks. “I’m also going to blindfold you to help you focus on what I’ll be doing to you. Nod if you understand.” When she’d nodded, with a softened voice Miss added, “Are we green?” 

Once Catherine nodded in the affirmative, Miss continued by placing something cold into Catherine’s right hand. “I’ve just given you a bell. If you need to stop the scene for any reason drop the bell, and we’ll stop to assess the situation.”

The words aided Catherine to settle while darkness surrounded her when Miss slid the blindfold down into place. She took a deep breath to steady herself, and could hear Miss rummaging in the drawer once more.

With her sight gone, Catherine discovered that everything was shifting into a sharper focus. Besides the spice scent of the candles, she could also smell the smoke coming off their burning wicks. The ragged breathing of their watchers – unnoticed by her before – now thundered in her ears. She could even detect where the air vents where by the feel of the draft.

Miss’s hand startled Catherine when it touched her shoulder. Fingers ran down the length of Catherine’s arm reaching her wrist, which Miss lifted up and secured into a leather-lined iron manacle. There was an audible click and the clanking of metal when Miss hooked a chain to the cuff.

The cold chain being laid across her stomach caused her to suck in air. At least she better understood now why Master had taken the ruby cuff from her – the iron shackles would’ve damaged it for sure.

Miss moved around to the other side, her fingers never breaking contact with Catherine’s skin. She linked Catherine’s wrists together, and the chain left her belly while her arms were pulled up. Miss had connected the links to some unknown anchor above and behind her.

“So tempting,” she murmured trailing her fingers back down Catherine’s arms. Miss stopped to pull on Catherine’s nipples before continuing down to her thighs.

Each of Catherine’s thighs was wrapped in leather. The sound of buckles jangling while Miss worked filled the air. Her nails grazed across Catherine’s sex – a teasing caress before she moved down and bound Catherine’s ankles.

When Miss sucked on one of her toes, Catherine couldn’t resist squirming at the odd sensation.

As the last buckle was fastened she envisioned how she must look and wondered if Master was hard and wanting her. Bound, gagged, blindfolded, and spread wide, Catherine hoped he was.

She felt safe and secure knowing Miss had prepared her to endure whatever was planned. Beyond that, Miss’s whispered words of appreciative affection while she strapped Catherine down had made her feel beautiful.

Not too surprising, she delighted in her submission, and was all too aware of her increasing arousal while she waited.

“Drop your bell for me so I can test the restraints.”

Obliging, Catherine’s hand opened with ease. She could hear it bounce on the wooden floor and jingle while it rolled. A moment later Miss returned the bell and closed Catherine’s fingers around it.

“Good girl. Now relax and enjoy.”

There was a whisper of movement before Catherine felt a sharp, hot heat on her wrist. No sooner had the pain appeared than it faded, the sensation traveling down her arm in a zigzag line. It was a continual wave of pain fading into pleasure.

When her skin began to tighten, she realized that Miss had begun the candling. From the divine feeling taking over her body, she recognized the sensation of entering the first stages of a drop, and welcomed it.

The heat moved from her shoulder, across her chest, glancing along the tops of Catherine’s breasts, and then back up her other arm to the opposite wrist. After a moment, she felt the heat again; this time starting on her foot while wax was dripped along her leg. Miss was circling it in curlicues over Catherine’s stomach and back down the other leg.

The heat soaked into Catherine’s skin, and her flesh puckered under the cooling wax. Her breathing was starting to pick up. She dropped further.

The feel of Miss’s touch while she spread Catherine’s pussy lips came next, and something small and cold was pushed up inside of her. A small click sounded, and she could feel a subtle vibration in her center.

“That was an egg vibrator. Don’t worry about it falling out, it won’t. I’ll change the intensity of the setting while we progress.”

To demonstrate the vibration became very intense all of a sudden before leveling back off at an almost non-existent quiver.

The searing heat of the candle wax resumed falling on her skin, and Catherine moaned into the gag. Miss was redoing Catherine’s legs, then arms, letting the wax fall on any still-exposed skin. Her moans turned into pants when the wax dripped across her breasts, circling from the outside in toward the nipple. Prepared to feel the heat splash onto her sensitive nubs, Catherine thrust her breasts toward where she thought Miss was headed, begging with her body.

“Uh-huh, girl. In due time, I’ll get to those pretty little peaks of yours.” She laughed while leaving Catherine yearning.

Instead of on her breasts Catherine felt the hot liquid drip over her belly again, going lower toward the mound of her sex. With the heat hitting her skin, the warmth in her core built, and then soared when the vibrator had been turned up.

Yet again, Miss stopped just shy of where Catherine longed to feel the burn. She wanted it to puddle on her pussy lips so bad that she began to shake with the intensity of the need. Tears gathered in Catherine’s eyes behind the blindfold. Not because she wanted Miss to stop, but because Catherine needed her to continue.

The scent of the candle and smoke became fainter suggesting Miss had moved away. Catherine wanted to plead with Miss to come back and finish her off, but she couldn’t say a word because of the gag.

All she could do was whimper and moan while hoping Miss would interpret her need from the desperate sounds.

What seemed an eternity, but was just ten minutes or so, passed while Catherine focused on the pulsing hum inside of her and willed herself to come. With an ever-so-slight rocking of her hips to distribute the vibration within, her orgasm built, gathering strength and momentum.

Just when Catherine was about to plunge off a cliff into free-fall, the vibration stopped and was followed by Miss’s command, “Be still.”

Obedient, Catherine stilled and stepped back from that mental edge. The first tears fell from her eyes at being denied yet again.

The whimper that had been about to leave Catherine’s lips was sucked back in when she felt a warm mouth close around her taut nipple.

Miss took her time licking, sucking, and biting down with gentle tugs on Catherine’s nipple until it was erect and hard. The warmth of Miss’s mouth was replaced by the cool air of the room when she spoke, “Deep breath, girl.”

The clamp bit into the base of Catherine’s nipple.

While she tightened the screw Miss directed, “Exhale now.”

She repeated the process on Catherine’s other breast while Miss aroused her further by using skilled fingers to make slow circles around Catherine’s clit with an occasional pinch of the little nerve bundle.

When the clamp bit down again, Miss pinched Catherine’s clit and she exploded. 	

Repeatedly.

Catherine had been driven to such a frantic state of want from Miss’s ministrations that once the gate was opened she couldn’t – despite rigorous training with Master – hold back the multiple orgasms that washed over her.

She began crying, not from frustration, but from gratitude.

When Miss spoke again her voice was reverent. “Your Master said you like pain on your nipples. Given the mess you just made on my table and floor, I have to concur.”

There was a splashing sound echoed by the tapping of Miss’s shoe on the wood.

“You should love the next phase of your session. The clamps I’ve just attached to you are connected to a remote. There are electrodes inside the clamps against your skin. Just like with the egg, I can control when and how strong you feel the electricity.” 	

The vibrations were increasing along with light shocks into her nipples while Miss completed each sentence. Unsure how it was possible, her abdomen began coiling again, as the first vestiges of another orgasm began.

Something hot and sticky spread over a section of her pussy followed by Miss’s fingers smoothing it with rough strokes. Understanding dawned, explaining why Master had forbidden her to shave.

The strip was ripped off at the same time Miss triggered a burst of voltage into the clamps and the egg.

The sharp pain almost made her come.

Miss set up the next strip. The egg pulsed inside of Catherine in time with the pulse of electricity into her nipples at the same moment the wax covered cloth was yanked away.

That time, she did come. The ball gag didn’t do much to mute the loud screams.

By the time Catherine was smooth and free of all hair on her sex and ass, she had come three more times. She was amazed that she was still coherent.

Tiny hands began to move over her body and it was easy to imagine she was floating. The soothing ointment being rubbed onto her freshly-waxed nether regions was cool. As the vibrator was pulled from her swollen pussy she was told to take a deep breath and then her nipples were unclamped. Upon release, each one was sucked into a warm mouth and laved with a gentle tongue until the sting had gone.

Next, her ankles and thighs were unbound and a soft kiss was laid against each area when it was exposed. Her arms were lowered and her wrists unshackled. Like with her ankles, gentle kisses landed against her wrists.

The ball gag was removed, and Catherine stretched her jaw.

“Once I remove your blindfold, I want you to keep your eyes closed for a few minutes so that they can adjust.”

“Aye, Miss K,” she answered, and then the blindfold was gone. Catherine could sense the lightness in the room pricking at her eyelids.

Inside Catherine was soaring, and she couldn’t wait to thank Master for the experiences he had bestowed upon her tonight. She was ready to proffer Master her heart along with her submission.

“Okay, Catherine. Open your eyes nice and slow for me.” Miss’s voice was soft.

Blinking into focus, Catherine saw Miss standing in front of her. Her curvaceous body was now covered with a red and black kimono.

“The scene is over, Catherine. You were exceptional. The best I’ve had the privilege of working with in a long time – except for Kaitlyn, of course,” she added while she looked at her sub with fondness. She smiled at Catherine. “You know, if you ever get tired of that fine example of manhood that is your Master, I would be more than happy to take you on. You would be a welcome playmate for my little girl.”

Catherine’s reply was simple and immediate. 

“Thank you, Miss K. For all you have done for this girl today. However, her heart belongs with her Master, and she could never leave him.” 

Tossing her head back, Miss laughed deep. “I thought as much, but I had to ask. It’s been a pleasure, Catherine. Kaitlyn will help you freshen up.” Miss’s heels clicked against the floor while she walked to the door to a chorus of applause from those who had gathered to watch the demo, and with a flourish threw it open and walked out.

Stretching her body caused the wax to crack and flake off in small bits. Feeling the smile on her face, Catherine glanced up when she heard movement to see Master gazing upon her.

“Was it all you had hoped it would be, slut?” Master inquired with a wicked grin while he waved her leash in front of her.








~~~Chapter 19~~~




For the Birthday Boy




The morning of Friday, April twenty-third found Erin waking with naughty intentions. Jayden turned thirty-eight today, and she wanted to help him celebrate. If she’d known about his birthday sooner – instead of the one week notice she’d received – she could have planned something more elaborate for him. Of course, Erin supposed she was lucky to know at all seeing it was because of his demeanor last weekend – and nothing else – that she even knew.

Within an hour of having arrived at Master’s home, Catherine had sensed he was displeased. He seemed unfocused, like his mind was off somewhere else, and Master had never done that to her. The greeting blow job she’d always given him took twice as long to make Master come because he wouldn’t stay hard. When the leather strap he was using on her began losing its mark and leaving her with a hurting pain instead of pleasure, Catherine had yellowed on him, and then she had the gall to question him.

Jayden had snapped out of his grouch mode at her boldness, and swelled with pride at the inner strength he knew it had taken her to act so.

Master had offered her numerous apologies, and explained about his upcoming birthday and how he had thought his parents were flying up from San Antonio to spend the weekend with him.

The trip was canceled when his sister Veronica went into labor two weeks before her due date, and his parents rushed to be with her, promising they would make it up to him soon. Master claimed he understood and had no hard feelings toward his sister or parents. The whole family was on pins and needles to see who the baby looked like.

Veronica and her partner Stephanie Reyes had both harvested eggs to be fertilized with a sperm donor they’d chosen together. All the eggs were then implanted into Veronica so no one knew yet who the baby would take after – Ronnie or Steph.

To Erin, it had been clear that Jayden missed his family, and her thinking was that maybe a carefree day of acting like a kid would help make him happy again. She knew she was restricted in what she could pull off since it wasn’t up to her to plan scenes. However, nothing was forbidding her from arriving tonight with a homemade birthday cake and a special request.

With a spring in her step, Erin took a quick shower, and then threw on some denim shorts and a tank-top before heading to the kitchen. The plan was to bake her Maimeo Caroline’s chocolate mayo cake with a mocha buttercream frosting. She had learned that Jayden had a liking for strong coffee, and she was no stranger to tweaking the frosting recipe to suit her needs. 

She knew both the basic vanilla frosting and cake recipes by heart since Maimeo Caroline had taught them to her when she was a young lass.

Erin measured and mixed, poured and baked – the whole time she tried not to let the happy memories of baking the cake sadden her. Maimeo Caroline had left her handwritten recipe book to Erin when she passed away several years before. When Erin went off to college, she’d left the treasure in the safekeeping of her Da. Hence, making the cake was causing her to miss her Da more than usual.

Did he miss her? Had he looked for her when the postcards had stopped coming?

She slid the two round cake pans into the oven and then looked around her kitchen, laughing when she realized it looked a disaster. Just like it always had after a fun afternoon with Maimeo. Cakes baking, she began pulling out the ingredients for the frosting and let her mind continue to wander.

She’d come so far with her ability to believe in herself. Wasn’t it time to let go of the ghosts from her past? By now she had allowed herself to accept that none of Spencer’s old friends were coming to look for her. With Spencer’s death any interest they’d had in Erin died, too. Didn’t that mean her Da would be safe, too?

Spencer had never believed in getting Erin’s opinion on the matter of sharing. Whenever the mood struck him, she would be passed about like a hot potato with no recourse, but to stay quiet and take it. Erin had learned early on that making noise did nothing but encourage them.

Feeling the memory bubble to the surface, Erin focused on keeping her breathing normal, and went to retrieve her journal. She took deep breaths in through her nose and then parted her lips to let the air slip out. Each exchange of air quelled the nauseous sensation that had begun to churn in her tummy. 

When she was sure she wouldn’t be sick, Erin picked up her pen and began to write.




~*~




The afternoon passed while she turned her nightmares into nothing but ink smudges and kept her appointment at the Silver Spurs Spa. When Catherine arrived at Master’s house her mind was clear, a fresh wax job on her pussy, and a perfect cake slathered with thick, sweet frosting sat in her hands.

Hurrying, she took the cake to the dining room, and after looking through Master’s hutch and finding a cake stand, she set the confection up on the cut crystal stand, and then rushed upstairs to prepare to meet Master in the playroom. After freshening up, and attaching the little green bows with colored balloons on them to her nipples, Catherine descended to begin the birthday festivities.




~*~




Master patted Catherine causing her to purr with contentment. Her cheek rested against his thigh; the expensive cloth of his pants was cool to the touch. She had closed her eyes to concentrate on her breathing.

While she knelt, Master read her journal entries for the week.

Being the observant Dom that he was he detected her unusual nervousness when she presented the leather bound book to him. Rather than read straight away, Master had taken the journal to the table and then gone to the cupboards. Selected items in his pocket, Master returned to where Catherine knelt and offered his cock to be sucked.

Unlike last week, there was no difficulty milking Master’s release from him with her mouth – hands were not allowed. Nor were they needed. Not with how Master thrust into her mouth.

She had enjoyed Miss K’s electric nipple clamps so much that Master had added a pair to their arsenal the same day Catherine had confessed her fondness for them. It was this pair that Master now affixed to her nipples after sucking them hard. To torment her further, he’d teased her with his strong fingers, complimenting her smoothness, and took her to the precipice of her orgasm, then stopped.

In this frazzled condition Catherine was instructed to kneel and rest her head. Rather than worry about what Master would do with the knowledge he was gaining, she had one task to accomplish – not coming.




~oOo~

The Fall of Jayden




The feel of her silky curls beneath his fingers was the sole reason Jayden was maintaining any sense of calm. For an evening that had started off so splendid, he was shocked at how fast his good mood had withered.

His stress earlier in the week over Ronnie had vanished the moment he’d heard the reason for her premature labor. She’d had twins: a boy and a girl. The second baby had managed to elude all medical technology and had shown up as a total surprise to everyone in the room. The kicker to the situation was that the blood tests indicated there was a baby for each momma. DNA tests were being run for their medical records. His mother had laughed at his surprise, and informed Jayden that twins did run in the family. There just hadn’t been any for a couple of generations.

With the happy news, Jayden had stopped worrying about his parents not being there, and waited with anticipation to get to spend his birthday with his girl. He had hoped to introduce Catherine to his parents this weekend, which is why he’d been so bothered the weekend before, though that piece of information Jayden had kept to himself. What mattered now wasn’t that they weren’t here, but that Catherine was.

Jayden had watched Catherine arrive on his security cameras and had seen the cake she carried in. He was pretty sure she had made it herself and grinned like a kid. He still remembered how good her Christmas pies had been.

When he walked into the playroom still dressed from work, Jayden hadn’t been prepared for what he found. His beautiful Catherine was posed with perfection. Her journal lay on the floor in front of her and her tits – which he adored – were tipped with quirky little bows.

His pet had presented herself as a gift. 

And she’d broken a rule.

Clothes or coverings of any kind were not allowed in Jayden’s playroom with the exception of the robe she wore while moving through the house. Even that was discarded within moments of entry.

Jayden concluded that part of her ‘gift’ was giving him a reason to spank her good and thorough – something he’d not done since the belt lashing in the hotel room the night they’d signed their contract. His cock hardened lightning-quick.

He felt confident in Catherine’s progress to step up their play now that she was asking for it. Seemed to make perfect sense to him to begin by fucking her face – so he did, and her wanton body language told him she loved every second of it. After, he asked Catherine to present her journal.

Jayden went on alert the moment her bottom lip trembled while she leaned forward to lift the book. His sigh was internal. He knew what the outward nerves meant: she had dredged up a lingering memory, and that knowledge was a mood-killer.

Thinking on his feet, he revised his plans since he now needed to handle Catherine with a bit more tact. Jayden made a show out of ignoring the journal until he had shown his pet some attention. Oh how tempting it had been to drop to his own knees and play in the copious amount of moisture coming from her.

So there he sat, stroking Catherine’s hair as much for her comfort as his own. The words his eyes scanned across infuriated and sickened him.







i’m not sure why this particular memory was repressed. Maybe because it was the last time i saw him? Spencer, that is. All i know is that i woke up happy this morning. Happy enough to remember my Maimeo and my Da while i worked in the kitchen. One thought led to another and then i was remembering that night.

i think Master will be proud of me. While the panic did start, i controlled it. i willed it to wait until i could get to my journal, and rather than give it another moment to fester or cause me to lose any of the headway i’ve made, i’m going to write it out. When Master reads this, He’ll know. He’ll know how i escaped and why i ran. Maybe in telling it, i can stop running? i’m ready to stop.

i don’t want to be afraid anymore.

It was October and football season. Spencer was at the bar with some of his friends to watch the game and i was enjoying the reprieve and the quiet. If he wasn’t home, then i wouldn’t be made to do more unspeakable things. i think in those final weeks and months with him, i kept my sanity only by remembering Andrew.

Andrew was always good and kind, and had helped me understand what i thought was a sick darkness within me. He’d shown me a way to breathe and find happiness in myself – and acceptance. Remembering him gave me hope that i would get out of the nightmare i’d found myself in. Spencer tried to break me, and while he made a valiant effort, there was always some small part of me that knew what he was doing wasn’t right and it was a mockery of the lifestyle. i just had to stay strong and i would find a way out.

i wish Spencer had let me get a part-time job, but he didn’t trust me to be out of the house without him. i don’t think he trusted me to be in the house either since there was no telephone or Internet. Sometimes i wondered why he never just locked me in a cage like a dog while he was gone, but then his house wouldn’t have been cleaned. Spencer did have a cell phone; he just kept it with him at all times. 

Anyways, i digress. But isn’t that part of writing for therapy? To just let the words come with no regard for consequences. To simply force them maybe a thought or an idea would get overlooked?

Is it digression so much as avoidance? i’m sitting here on the cusp of physical illness while the images from that night flash in horrid Technicolor behind my lids. Here goes nothing.

Spencer decided to bring his friends back to the house to watch the game. The lot of them stomped into the house, falling and tripping over each other, raising quite the ruckus. The moment he began demanding that i bring out the game munchies and get the TV turned on i knew i was in for it.

We had no TV, nor had i been asked to prepare any food beforehand. In fact, the house was quite low on groceries so when i went into the kitchen to attempt to come up with something so that he wouldn’t get mad, there was nothing to fix. i came up empty-handed.

As expected, it went downhill from there. When it sank into their alcohol-induced haze that there was no food and no entertainment, they began to give Spencer a hard time. 

To save face he offered me.

i know it was only hours that they used me, but it felt like days. The word “airtight” was said often followed by crude laughter. i just willed myself to go someplace else in my head and to keep breathing. Not an easy thing to do with a rancid, sweaty cock shoved down your throat. The hygiene of the men was questionable at best. Their odor was gag-inducing.

There were a total of six men. i don’t know if they all participated or not.

By the time they stumbled out of the house in search of more beer, i had been raped repeatedly in every orifice. i kept my eyes closed the whole time trying to hide my tears and cannot be sure cocks were the only thing they pushed into me. i ached everywhere and noticed over the next few days several bite-shaped bruises surface across my body.







Not for the first time, Jayden wished Spencer was still alive so that he could hunt him down and extract a pound of flesh – and then some – on Catherine’s behalf. Jayden didn’t want to read any more, but he felt like he had to. His precious jewel had lived through these horrors; the least he could do was read about them and understand her pain.

Catherine gave a soft whimper from her spot, and Jayden jumped at the excuse to stall.

“How are you doing, Catherine?”

“This girl is good, Master. Thank you,” she replied after a shaky deep breath. She was close.

“Does my little slut want to come?” Jayden cooed at her while winding her hair around his hand. With a gentle tug, he pulled her head back so that she had to turn her forest tinted gaze up at him. He gazed upon her wondering how freckles could be so sexy.

“Aye, Master.” Catherine exhaled then added, “If it would please you.”

Jayden chuckled. “Nice save, slut. Get up here in my lap.”

Catherine stood and turned around with Jayden’s guiding hand leading her. He pulled her down into his lap so that she was straddling a thigh with her back against his chest. His leg warmed with the heat of her sex pressing down on it.

He shifted the journal to his other hand, freeing the one that enclosed her waist.

“Lay your head back against me, pet. Good, now spread for me, give your Master access to that succulent treat between your legs.”

Jayden slid his hand over the soft flesh of her tummy seeking out the area that was calling to him with its heat. Catherine moaned and spread her legs further, making it even easier for his digits to slip over her and gather the wetness. He brought the fingers to his mouth and lapped at them while Catherine watched. By the fire in her eyes, Jayden guessed she was entrapped by the motions his tongue was making.

“Close your eyes and relax. You may come when you like, but I want you to try to hold it.”

Jayden could feel when she relaxed into him, and he proceeded to let his fingers stroke over her with the lightest of pressure while he continued reading. By the time he finished Catherine had soaked his pants. He was thankful he’d kept going. Her closing words spoke volumes to him, and he might have fallen a little more for her because of them. If he’d believed there was a place for romance in the world that is.




i remember laying there. i felt wet and dirty and it hurt to breathe. One of the men enjoyed choking, and i could still feel his thick hands wrapped around my throat.

The house was quiet after they left, but i didn’t move for a while. What if one of them had stayed behind to keep an eye on me? i feared that if i revealed my consciousness it would start all over again. So i wept in silence. Perhaps i dozed. It wasn’t until my bladder ached that i dared to pull myself onto my hands and knees and crawled to the bathroom.

It wasn’t easy standing up and when i did i saw myself in the mirror. Empty eyes stared back at a gray face with cracked and bloodied lips. My hair was limp and tangled with a myriad of body fluids they’d left on me. i might as well have been dead. i wished i was.

With careful movements, i tugged at the remaining tatters of my clothing, much like a molting snake, and climbed into the shower. i set the water as hot as it i could stand it and stood under the spray. While the filth gave way to tender pink skin, i screamed and cried and beat my fists against the old tiles.

Exhausted and wrapped in my towel, i made it to the round dog bed that i was allowed to sleep in and passed out.

The sun was in the wrong part of the sky when i woke up to a loud pounding. i was groggy but more rested than i could remember being for a long time. The pounding came again and i stood up, stiff and achy everywhere. i grabbed Spencer’s robe off the end of his bed, put it on, and made my way to the front room where i realized the sound was knocking at the front door.

i was scared when i put my eye up to the peephole and then speechless when i saw the uniformed officer standing on the other side. He had come to break me from my cage. i had to yell through the door that i couldn’t open it from the inside.

Twenty minutes later a professional was unlocking it from the outside, and i was informed of what had transpired while the medics that had been called looked me over.

Spencer and a couple of the group – i’m not sure where the rest had gone, which is why i have continued to look over my shoulder all this time, had lost control of the car while speeding and ended up crashing into a ravine.

“There were no survivors.” Were the words the police officer said to me.

But he was wrong – i survived.

.








~~~Chapter 20~~~




Days Go By




Being cradled in Master’s arms, she’d discovered, gave Catherine insight to his thoughts. When he held her close and tight, she could tell by his touch what frame his mind was in. If Master was angry or worried about something his touch was firm and hard, but he was always controlled. Should he be in a playful mood, his touch became gentle caresses, feather-light and suggestive of fun times to be had. Lust came through Master’s toys when they set her skin on fire so that Catherine begged for him to put his flesh on hers. She knew of Master’s pride because it showed in his amber eyes every time he looked at her.

While Master held her in his lap the night before and read her words, she had noticed a new level to his touch that was a blend of everything. Everything about their time in the playroom had seemed amplified; from the way he assessed Catherine’s fraught nerves and gave her a method to deal with them, to how he’d held her protectively and his undeniable possessiveness. Her heart had skipped a beat when a single word fluttered through her mind – love.

The crazy notion had triggered her orgasm, and she was pretty sure she heard a contented sigh from Master against her ear. Afterward he’d removed the clamps, and they had sex – it was too gentle to have been fucking – with her on the bed and him moving inside her with slow-paced, gentle thrusts. 	The cuffs that hung from the bedposts supported her arms and thereby her weight while she faced the headboard, yet it was Master’s arms that enclosed her and held her safe and sound.

“Did you bring cake, pet?”

“Hm?” she mumbled still in a post-orgasmic daze.

Master’s lips pressed against her shoulder, and she could feel him shake with his amusement. His sure fingers moved to release her from the cuffs, catching her, and guiding her down to the bed.

Catherine didn’t resist when he slid her bare backside over his toned thighs. She was happy to lie against his chest when Master’s palm cupped her head and pulled her close.

“I saw you on the security cameras earlier. It looked like you had something yummy with you . . .”




She started to giggle, and he responded with soft tickles along her ribs until she began laughing full out. The air left Catherine in a whoosh when he yanked her against him and kissed her with a fierce passion.

It was over before she’d had time to accept it was happening, and then he was retreating from her. He backed off the bed and held his hand out to her.

“I think that’s enough playroom for tonight. Come, Jewel. Let’s eat some cake.”

	

~*~




Catherine shifted in the hard-backed seat, and looked out through the grease-smudged window at the passing scenery. The plug Master had put in was a new size, larger than what she was used to. He had plans to get a fucking machine for the playroom and wanted her ass ready to accommodate double-penetration whenever he felt like it.

“I think we’re going to have fun today, Catherine,” Master surmised. “It’s been years since I’ve been to the zoo, and I can’t remember the last time I rode public transportation,” he added looking around the DART train car.

She looked back to him and smiled. “Aye, Master. This girl hopes we do.”

They had spent the evening before nibbling on cake. Master claimed it was the moistest cake he’d ever had, and they had discussed her journal entry. Because Master had moved them to a free zone – an area of the house where she was allowed to be more relaxed so long as she remained respectful – he’d made it easier for her to make her proposition.

His eyes had sparkled with mischief after she had suggested the zoo be the backdrop for their Saturday play – her treat. Master had raised the stakes by surprising her in the morning when he had Micah drop them at the Lovers Lane train station near Catherine’s apartment rather than drive them all the way in.

Catherine didn’t dare ask, but Master saw the question in her face and answered with a cryptic, “There’s so much I can do to you with a forty-five minute ride. Though, that will be just the beginning of our day, slut.”

Master claimed it was a birthday to remember, and Catherine couldn’t have agreed more.




~oOo~

The Gift of the Magi part II




The zoo day turned out to be such a success for both of them that Jayden started adding ‘field trips’ into their weekends. Museums, sporting events, the aquarium – Catherine was prepared in some deviant way, and then paraded at them all.

With each experience and every outing, Jayden could see how she grew in poise and confidence. Her journal entries showed no further overtones of negativity or sorrow. The broken girl he’d spotted standing alone on a cold, fall evening nine months earlier had turned into his life and he couldn’t tell anyone.

Jayden had continued to stay in touch with Landon, and while he’d not outright told Landon what his true feelings were morphing into, he was pretty sure Landon knew. He wondered if his parents would pick up on it, too.

Denying his feelings was no longer an option for Jayden. Keeping them to himself was an option, though, and the right thing to do. If nothing else Jayden would respect that she’d entrusted her submission to him with the understanding that he would not overstep their precious Dom and sub arrangement.

He couldn’t give her up, but he could love her from afar, and he could continue to dominate her. 

Jayden was flying down to Corpus Christi for the Fourth of July weekend, and he was taking Catherine with him. His parents would be taking the spare room at Steph and Ronnie’s house so he and Catherine would be staying at a nearby hotel which suited Jayden fine. They would have some space and time to themselves for scening.

The weekend would be interesting to see how he managed to balance his secrets. Catherine couldn’t know about his feelings, and he didn’t want his parents knowing about his sexual preferences. It was going to be a fine line to walk.

Call it a hunch, but Jayden was certain Catherine would also appreciate having a place to gain some distance from his family. They could be a little exuberant at times.




~oOo~

Erin Meets the Family




Catherine would never admit it, but she was freaking out on the inside. She had understood having to meet Master’s parents if they’d come to the Villa for his birthday, but flying with him to meet them and his sister’s family seemed a bit above and beyond. If she could figure out what his motive for doing this was, she might be calmer. Without daring to hope that he was beginning to return the feelings she had for him, she’d concluded that he was pushing for her to reach out to her Da.

She would take the trip at face value. It would be a weekend of role play where she’d get to play her dream role: Jayden’s love, instead of just his lover. Catherine was going to trust that Master had his reasons for wanting to put on the act. If the last nine months had taught her anything, she knew he had nothing but her best interests at heart.

She would follow where he led, even if it was to a family reunion. Jayden had asked her to be informal with him around his family, and in the end Erin had a fantastic time.

His sister Ronnie was a riot to be around. She was a female version of Jayden in looks; sharing the silky dark hair, chocolate eyes, and bronze skin. Where Ronnie’s hair was cropped short and stylish near her ears, her partner Steph had long, flaxen strands and a paler complexion. The two of them made a striking, adorable couple, and there were no words to describe just how adorable the twins were – Benny and June, so named apparently because it was the girls’ favorite movie.

Nor could Erin describe how she’d felt each time Jayden had held one of the twins. He’d looked amazing with a babe cradled in his arms. So much so that every time he did Catherine was hard pressed not to imagine him doing the same sometime in the future with a baby of their own, but she always squelched those thoughts at once.

After spending the weekend with his parents Jillian and Malcolm, and his sisters she figured out why Jayden was a natural with the babies – the Masterson’s could be a poster family for happiness. The number of times they completed each other’s sentences was a little eerie. Everyone chipped in on meals and the laundry that piled up despite it only being a four-day weekend. Steph and Ronnie swore they were on vacation with all the help they were getting, but the rest of them were more than happy to do it. The family values were inspirational.

Malcolm was weather-worn with a permanent sparkle in his brown eyes that spoke of his love for his wife and family. Jillian had the weathered tan to match her husband’s – both hard-earned from years of running their ranch out in West Texas – but where Malcolm had accepted his silver hair with grace Jillian’s was almost as red as Erin’s and her eyes just as green.

During the day Jayden and Erin played house and happy family with the Mastersons, and when they reached the hotel room at night, Catherine and Master came out for their turn. It surprised Erin how easy it was to balance both. 	

That knowledge might have even put silly notions in her head.

In saying their farewells, Erin stood by while Jillian insisted that Jayden bring her out to the ranch before the year was out. Jayden didn’t make any promises, but assured her that they would try. 

In the car on the way to the airfield, where the corporate jet waited, Jayden revealed that he was thrilled the weekend had gone so well, and Erin was able to admit that she was sad to leave.

They passed the hour long flight back up to Dallas continuing to talk about the visit since Jayden was obviously bursting at the seams to find out what Erin had thought of his family.

“So, what did you think?” His eyes sparkled with boyish charm.

“About what?” 

“My family, the weekend . . . just being us,” he added the last part almost too low for her to hear.

Erin’s breath stuttered before she recovered enough to answer with some decorum. “Well, Jillian has to be the Mrs. Cleaver of the twenty-first century.”

Jayden beamed at her words. “She is pretty great, isn’t she?”

Erin laughed, and nodded. This was a whole new side to Jayden, and she liked it. He really was meant to be a family man. She sobered a bit when the thought occurred to her that he was going to make some woman very lucky one day. Chances were it wouldn’t be her; she probably couldn't even have babies.

“Dad didn’t scare you, did he? I know he can get a little excited when he gets going on his horses.”

Malcolm Masterson had made his place in the world by breeding and racing thoroughbred stallions. He was quite proud of his charter membership in the Texas Thoroughbred Association and how many of his stallions had made the top five on the state’s Sire List. Jayden was right, his dad did like to talk about them, but he was harmless – he just loved what he did.

“What? No. Malcolm was great. I got to see where you get your good looks and talent for being in control,” she teased Jayden, trying to change the direction her mood was heading after imagining Jayden in a future without her.

“So now you know I’ve got staying power,” Jayden teased right back, throwing in a smirk.

His lips were hovering over her mouth while his eyes bored into hers.

When did he get so close? Erin thought while seeing her wide-eyed reflection in his shiny, brown eyes.

Lowering his voice again, his next words didn’t help the already hazy soup her brain was turning into under the intensity of his gaze.

“And us?”

She didn’t get a chance to answer because the plane hit some turbulence at that moment and bounced them together. The moment their lips smashed together all talk ceased, and she became complacent in his arms. They spent the remainder of the flight making out like teenagers. 

Miraculously, all of their clothes stayed on. When they exited the plane and descended to the tarmac at Love Field, Micah waited with the car. His presence reminded them of the intricate dynamics of the relationship they had and there was an unspoken agreement that while Jayden and Erin could keep the memory of the weekend, they wouldn’t speak of what had transpired on the plane just then. It was too raw, too risky.




~*~




The rest of the summer days passed in a blur while they were caught up in everyday life. Jayden was busy with work. He’d explained to her that contract reviews and purchase orders in finalizing the China steel arrangement had to be done in addition to gearing up for the inevitable holiday orders that would put his craftsmen into overtime. Erin had also caught him mumbling a few times about a side project that was also coming along, and how Jayden was almost ready to take the next step on it.

Erin found herself working five days a week. The summer was when most people took time off for vacations with their kids thereby increasing the need for temps. By the time she had done her work shift, exercised, and journaled each day, she fell into bed. Maintaining the six hours of sleep a night minimum that Master required of her hadn’t been a problem.

With their busier schedules, playroom scenes took on a certain intensity. Erin believed her weekends with Master were the reason she survived the weeks. Monday never looked too bad after a good flogging. Jayden concurred. 

The playroom became their secret retreat.

Climbing Texas temperatures had limited their field trip options, but the trips along with visits to Dungeons and Dreams seemed to have taken a backseat. They had come to an unspoken agreement that they’d had enough of large crowds during the week and their limited time together should be reserved for just the two of them. 

It was how they coped and got by until life began to calm down in the early days of September.








~~~Chapter 21~~~




Demon Night Introductions




Over the last couple of months since returning from his sister’s, Jayden had been returning the canes to their spot on the playroom wall. To date, three now hung out of the ten that he owned – all of various materials and sizes. If Catherine had noticed them, then she’d accepted them with no noticeable reaction.

Great was the magnitude with which this pleased Jayden. He felt that she was ready to take another step toward accepting. Since the whip and the cane could leave the same kind of sting – and even marks if done with care – Jayden planned to test the waters to see if he could use the whip as an entry point into her mental wall of canes.

A long-time friend was coming into town – one who specialized in whips. Dallas was the next stop on Jonathan Walter’s traveling instruction course. He would be here for the next year or so. Jonathan had called Jayden to let him know he’d booked a night at D & D to announce that he was in town with a demo, and to see if the rumors that he’d heard were true – that Jayden Masterson had finally collared a sub.

Jonathan had been after Jayden for years to take his course so that Jayden could add to the skills he had to offer a submissive. Jayden had never been too keen to learn the whip, afraid it would be too addicting, too easy to get lost in. He was afraid of hurting the person who had trusted him not to do permanent damage to their body so Jayden had never pursued the skill.

Jayden was curious to see how Catherine would react to the whip. She didn’t have it listed as a hard-limit, but she did have it marked as ‘hesitant to try’ under her soft-limits. If the night went well, he would be signing up for Jonathan’s class.

His phone vibrated with a notification of the front gate being opened so he shut down his laptop and moved to meet Catherine in the foyer. They didn’t have time to do the playroom greeting tonight if they were going to make the demo on schedule. He had chosen a special outfit for her for tonight, and she still needed to get ready.

Catherine entered the house moments later flushed from the hot September afternoon and unaware that Jayden stood to the side. He hid his smile behind his hand while he watched her mumbling to herself while closing the door. A twinge in his chest caught him off guard when she stopped, closed her eyes, and took a deep cleansing breath. He didn’t think there was anything more beautiful than his jewel at peace.

When Catherine turned to head up the stairs, Jayden spoke. 

“A moment, Catherine.”

Her surprise at his presence showed in the small jerk of her body when his voice filled the foyer, yet in perfect form, she turned around and melted to her knees, where she assumed a waiting position. 

“Of course, Master.”

“You were waxed today, yes?” He waited for her confirmation nod. “Good. I’ve decided we’re going to the club tonight. It’s been too long and an old friend of mine is in from out of town with a special demo I’d like you to watch.”

“Anything you wish, Master. What is this girl to wear?”

“Your outfit is on your bed. I’d like your hair up so that I can see your neck tonight. We don’t have a lot of time so please hurry.”

“Aye, Master.”




~*~




Thirty minutes later Jayden was waiting for Catherine in the foyer once again. He’d used the time to get in a call to his mom so that she wouldn’t bother him this weekend. She had also needed to be updated on where he was in the planning stages for their visit in October at the ranch.

The visit was to be a surprise for Catherine in celebration of their upcoming one-year collaring anniversary.

Her heels echoed on the wood floor. Glancing up, the breath was knocked out of him when Catherine came into view, and the blood raced to his cock. She was a stunning vision of fire and creamy exposed flesh. 

The dress Jayden had chosen was a stretchy, slinky red number that sparkled. It molded around her hips and ass like a second skin while the top half of the dress was held to her body by a strap around her neck. The fabric gathered and draped over her tits, sitting to the outer sides of them, just covering her nipples and baring a long line of skin from her neck to right above her pubic mound. It would take but a flick of his hand to have her tits bared for his pleasure.

“You are gorgeous, Catherine. Come kneel before me, I must adorn you before we leave.”




~oOo~

Catherine Witnesses True Beauty




Until Master had told her they were going to the club, she hadn’t realized how much she’d missed it. Her spirit continued to lift when she arrived at her room and saw the outfit Master had provided for her. 

While there wasn’t much to the dress, it was sexy and alluring to her, and the feel of the material was sinful. With the dress on, she knew she was covered, but it fit so well and moved with her body such that she could have been wearing nothing. Catherine loved it.

It didn’t take her long to get ready. She’d worn her hair down, but it was a simple matter to style it in a sexy pile of crimson curls on top of her head. Her accessories were black – austere yet elegant – a satin thong and strappy shoes that buckled around her ankle with thick bands. 

The shoes reminded Catherine of her leather play collar. She had a feeling Master would be trading her pearls out for them before they left.

Her hunch turned out correct. They exchanged the words, and her pearls were replaced by leather, but Master took it one step further. Once the collar had been seen to, he pushed her dress back so he could get at her nipples to decorate them. The jewelry had interlocking clasps that encircled and squeezed her nipple with a delicious low pain that thrummed through Catherine and excited her. Hanging from each loop was a crude stamped piece of metal – much like military dog tags – embedded with the word ‘SLUT’.

Catherine had almost been disappointed when he pulled the dress back over her breasts thus hiding the trinkets. When Master clipped the leash to her collar, led her to the car, and proceeded to keep his hand inside her dress plucking on her for the duration of the ride, her disappointment dissolved, though.

Master edged her in the car with his touch and his lewd words, and then left her lingering on another dimensional plane where craving and horniness ruled once they arrived at Dungeons and Dreams and they had to exit the vehicle to go inside.

Catherine behaved like the good girl she was while Master led her inside by her leash. They checked-in with Angelique, who looked ravishing in burgundy. Master reserved a room for later while they made small talk about the club Halloween party being planned for next month. Soon enough, Master tugged on her leash and guided her into the club’s belly.

She was expecting to be led to the back where the larger conference rooms. They were often used for meetings or special occasions where a larger audience was expected. Master didn’t do what Catherine had expected, however. Since her eyes had been on the ground while they walked, Catherine wasn’t paying attention to where they were going; she just knew when it got dark.

Master had dragged her into a dark room. After the latch clicked, a dim light came on and she flooded her panties at the command he issued.

“On your knees right now, slut.”

Oh, yes.

By the time Catherine was where he told her to be, Master had pulled his cock out of his pants. It was hard and turning a reddish-purple color when he gripped it and rubbed it along her cheek. 

He dropped her leash and his hand snaked out and pushed her dress back.

“Hold your tits up for me and open your mouth. You’re a naughty slut getting your Master so worked up that he can’t control his own dick. Give me some relief now.”

Catherine moaned at the sensation of her cool hands on her breasts. She squeezed while she proffered them to him. The SLUT tags dug into her nipples tighter. When she relaxed so did the sharp pinch. Her mouth dropped open and Master’s cock slid home without preamble.

They both knew he wasn’t seeking a long, drawn out, sensual blow job. Master wanted to get off and get back to the business of why they’d come here tonight. He wanted to fuck her mouth — simple as that.

She was more than happy to indulge him. In addition to the usual flicking and swirling of her tongue around his shaft, Catherine made sure to keep her breasts held high while Master jerked on the tags which evoked loud moans from her. 

Master’s length slid in and out of her mouth becoming slicker with drool the faster and deeper he pushed. The sounds of pleasure he was emitting under her attentions were almost enough to make Catherine giggle with happiness, and she might have, if the sounds hadn’t been so damn sexy, too. 

Not to mention that it also would have been rude for her to laugh with her mouth full of Master’s cock. So she sucked for everything she was worth and five minutes later, Catherine was swallowing Master’s come, and gloating on the inside for a job well done.

He collapsed against the wall behind him, his cock pulling out of her mouth with a wet sound. Before he righted her dress and grabbed her leash to take her to see the mysterious demo, he did up his pants and kissed her followed by a whispered, “Good girl” that made her heart sing.

The demo turned out to be a whipping and they were late. The demonstration had already begun while they took their little detour. Master led her around the outer edge of the room toward the front to where a recliner sat with a reserved sign on top of the small table next to it. He dropped into the seat. With a snap of his fingers and a tug of the leash, he had Catherine straddle his thigh.

While he stroked the bare skin of her back, Catherine turned her attention to the scene taking place.

A submissive was suspended by her wrists with chains hanging from the ceiling. Likewise, a spreader bar between her ankles, which were chained to the floor, forced her legs wide. Her eyes were closed and her head was thrown back in rapture. Red lines crisscrossed her nude body giving the appearance that she was wearing a fish-net bodysuit.

With a resounding crack, Catherine watched the long tail of braided leather wrap around from behind the sub, the tip landing on the woman’s nipple with a snap.

The sub shuddered and whispered, “Thank you, Master.”

It was obvious by her demeanor and the perfect diamond pattern over her skin that the man wielding the whip was in complete control and quite good at what he did.

Catherine held her breath when the whipping Master came around the dangling woman, raising his arm preparing to lash her again. The leather snaked out and made contact with the submissive’s bare pussy, and Catherine couldn’t hold back the moan that escaped her lips simultaneous with the bound woman.

She couldn’t look away from the scene while Master whispered in her ear, “Do you want to be her? Do you want to feel the bite of Sir Jonathan’s whip, slut?”

Entranced, Catherine had said the one thing she could say: “Aye, Master.”

The deep voice of Sir Jonathan began explaining how the whip could be, “A pleasure tool in addition to punishment for some submissives, especially if they’re pain sluts.”

Sir Jonathan had approached without Catherine realizing it and now stood in front of her while he finished talking.

Master chuckled against her ear and commented, “Interesting,” while she dared a brief glance up into the angular face of Sir Jonathan with his cropped blond hair and piercing blue eyes – then Master was nudging her off his lap so that he could stand.




~oOo~

Jayden’s Wake-Up Call

 

Guiding her away, Jayden knew there was no question he and Jonathan would be speaking. Catherine’s visual response had both excited and saddened him. His jewel wanted to be whipped. Her bright eyes, parted lips, and flushed chest had said it clearer than any words would have, and he couldn’t do it for her – yet.

“Master?”

“Yes, Jewel?”

“This girl needs to use the ladies room, please.”

Jayden escorted her down the hall a few feet to where the first set of bathrooms were. He leaned against the wall across from the door while Catherine disappeared into it. She had instructions to relieve herself, wash up, and then return to the stall and rub herself through the satin of her thong for five minutes. If she could come under those conditions, she had his permission to do so, but she would lose the undergarment. She was to present the saturated satin to him when she came out. If she wanted to keep her panties – for now – she just had to not come.

“That little filly of yours sure had wide eyes on her just now,” Jonathan joked announcing his presence.

Jayden looked up and extended his hand to shake Jonathan’s. “Indeed she did. Whipping has been a hard limit for her. I had hopes that seeing it used for pleasure instead of torture might help her rethink that. Though, if she ever decides she is ready, I would have to call on someone else. It’s not a talent I’ve honed as you know,” he explained, his brows drawing together in discontent

“Tell me, Jayden, has the girl been abused?”

“Yes, and bad at that. Setting that aside, she is a pain slut. She escapes in it when the play is not something that could slice or break skin,” Jayden replied, letting the words linger between them.

Before either of them could say more the door opened, and Catherine joined them in the hallway. Her cheeks were colored and a small smile pulled at the corner of her mouth. Her wrist ended with a curled up fist and a hint of black peeking between her fingers.

Jayden’s cock hardened when she knelt in front of him – graceful and silent – and waited to be acknowledged rather than interrupt. He put his hand out in front of her face with his palm up, and curled his fingers in and out – a silent order to hand over the thong. Fisting the material once she’d passed it over, he could feel how warm and damp they were and his cock thickened further.

“Go to room three. Warren should be there and will let you in. Wait for me as usual.”

“Aye, Master,” she purred rising to her feet and backing down the hallway. 

 Both men fixated on her breasts, which threatened to sway out from behind the slinky fabric of her dress with each retreating step she took.

Jayden narrowed his eyes in warning for Catherine to behave when she slowed her gate and put more sway into her hips with each step. His brows shot up in surprise at her antics when she winked at them; his little slut had just earned herself a spanking. At Jayden’s terse nod, she turned and walked away.

Jayden’s attention was brought back around to his friend when Jonathan’s laughter bounced off the narrow walls.

“She’s something else. Feisty. I’d love to have a go at her. Any chance of you sharing your new pet? I could help you break her in while I teach you how to whip her.”

Jayden’s stomach curdled at the suggestion, which was odd because he’d never had a problem sharing in the past. Landon and Paige were a prime example since he’d played with them a few times a year at least.

Except Jayden realized, he hadn’t been there of late. Micah had been left all but neglected. With Samantha, Jayden had become half-hearted at best. As for Landon and Paige, he couldn’t recall the last time he’d played with them. His best guess was at least a year — almost as long as he’d been with Catherine. With a wary blink, he looked up at Jonathan and smiled.

“I’ll let you know on the dual-training. I do want to take your course this time around so I’ll have Samantha get that set up. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I’ve got a wet pussy that needs my attention,” Jayden said in parting while they both laughed and shook hands.

As Jonathan started to walk away, Jayden called after him: “I’ll be calling you, Jonathan.”

Jonathan’s reply was short, “You do that, Jayden; you do that.”

He proceeded toward room three while his mind spun in a whirlwind. Jayden felt the walls closing in on him. Sharing had never been a problem, why was it now? Did Catherine want to be shared? Should he let her know others were interested in sampling her? Landon was waiting with patience for a chance at her, Katarina had contacted him a couple of times about a repeat session, and now even Jonathan wanted her. Could he risk losing Catherine? Would he lose her?

Jayden had promised to guide his jewel to the farthest edge of all her limits that she wanted to go. To deny her anything would be failure on his part. There was also a foreign emotion swirling around his psyche, which he was just beginning to get a grip on. To take it head on, he had to fulfill his promise first.

Reaching for the handle of the private playroom, Jayden resolved to call a meeting amongst his closest Dominant friends and make them a proposition.








~~~Epilogue~~~




The Proposition




Jayden looked around his boardroom table taking in the faces of his friends. He was unsure if the next time they were face to face they still would be. What if what he was about to ask of them was going too far for all involved parties? But he had to know her answer was true and sure, there was no room for doubts or regrets.

Catherine had come so far in her time with him. She was like a well-cared for orchid, continuing to bloom and emit a light fragrance when Jayden was around. It was much like the orchid plants he now kept around his house. Their presence helped to calm him when she wasn't there. The night he’d accepted this fact had helped pushed Jayden to call the meeting.

The anniversary of Catherine’s collaring was fast approaching. Jayden wanted to amend their contract and make it permanent with a new collar. After much careful thought, he had custom ordered the item just this morning, along with some other custom work from a close friend of his mom’s in the fashion industry. He didn’t bat an eye at the five digit figure required to place a rush order on the job and for the discretion he requested.

In two weeks Jayden planned to push the last of Catherine’s limits, except for the cane. He wasn’t sure if she would ever be ready for that, though she’d made great strides, and he’d found peace with that.

Jayden stood and placed his fingertips against the tabletop while he leaned forward to take in each of his guests with a nod and a greeting.

“Jonathan, Shawn, Landon, and Paige.” At the mention of her name, the pretty blonde dipped her head lower from her kneeling position at Landon’s side, her eyes remaining fixed on the floor. Elegant and obedient, she would be beautiful entwined with Catherine – if they agreed. “Ryan,” Jayden resumed, “Thank you all for coming. I have a request to ask of you as a huge favor to myself,” he paused to swallow and wet his lips with a swipe of his tongue, “and to Catherine.”

Five sets of eyes shot to Jayden at the last part. So much for obedience, he thought with a half laugh while he shrugged his shoulders at them, pushed off the table, and reclaimed his seat. He knew there would be questions.

“Has your lass agreed to be my filly for a session?” Jonathan asked with a playful smile, his eyes alight with anticipation. He’d approached Jayden on multiple occasions since the last Demon Night, requesting such a thing.

“In a way, yes,” Jayden answered and all laughter silenced in the room.

“You’re serious?” Jonathan said quietly, and Jayden nodded.

“There will be conditions and rules. If you each agree to what I’m asking of you, I’ll get you a copy of her checklist. I’m extending her precious hard-won trust in me to each of you. To hurt her will be a direct stab into my flesh.”

Jayden’s eyes swept the group judging their reactions. What he saw was understanding and acceptance.

“Each scene will be recorded and emailed to me within ten minutes of ending. In addition, each scene will be timed and pre-planned in detail with me. There will be no vaginal penetration by anything other than fingers or toys.”

Still they all listened; but no one spoke while he laid out all the strict conditions Jayden would insist upon. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. The last thing he had to say was the part that could backfire on him, but he wouldn’t proceed with his final plan without it.

“I invite you to offer your domination to her if you so wish.” Saying the words out loud tore at Jayden’s heart, making his gut ache, but she would have freedom of choice.

The murmurs began at once questioning his purpose and what he hoped to accomplish with this.

Holding his hands up, Jayden leaned forward and began explaining. He went around the table, asking each of them to bring their special skill to the task; Jonathan’s whip and love of pony play, Shawn’s skill with artistic mediums, Landon’s ranch skills. Paige would be an erotic enticement to Catherine, Jayden explained, for Catherine had admitted her one previous experience with Katarina had left a longing for more whenever he wished it of her.

He offered Paige the privilege that was being denied the rest in exchange for her acting as Catherine’s guide for the day – for being a friend should she need it. Given what he was planning, she would need the shoulder of a fellow submissive to lean on during the day. Jayden wished that in the past year he had been able to arrange time with Landon and Paige, so that the two girls would have had the chance to become friends, but it was never in the cards or the schedules. With any luck, after this was over, Catherine would have gained a new friend in the community.

Jayden couldn’t stress enough that he expected each of his friends to halt the scene and contact him at once if they sensed any distress from her. Knowing her as he now did, Jayden expected she would remain strong in their presence. There was a chance she might be more open to sharing her true reactions with Paige if they hit it off like he expected.

Jayden was asking each of these people to take his place to fulfill Catherine’s wishes because they were the best at what they did. He was risking it all, and respecting her with feelings deep enough now to know she would never truly be his without the knowledge he sought out for her.

There would be close monitoring with the help of friends. Jayden would leave clues within Catherine’s scenes. 

And he would come to her at the end of the day with his final offer – his heart.

“Why am I here, Jayden?” Ryan Bishop broke into his thoughts. “I’m honored you asked me to sit in and learn how special your Catherine is, but you have asked nothing of me.”

Jayden grinned. This part of his plan brought him nothing but happiness. 

“You have a very important role, my friend. So do you, Shawn, for I must ask more of you.”

Throwing back his untamed, black curls, Shawn Carpenter’s blue eyes glimmered with lust. “With how much you’re going to have me hopping, are you going to offer up that pretty ass of yours to me at long last?” he teased and blew a kiss at Jayden. 	

Jayden laughed. “I don’t bottom anymore, Shawn. Sorry.” He cut his eyes to Landon whose indiscreet nod said, “Our secret.”

“However, have you met my chauffeur Micah?” Jayden asked with his own knowing sparkle in his eyes.

“Don’t tell me that pretty thing is a submissive?” Shawn practically drooled.

“Curious and dabbling with definite natural tendencies. For the last year, I’ve thrown him the occasional bone, and I cannot in good conscience do that anymore. He needs a Dom for real – one that is a lover of male flesh full time. I am offering to introduce the two of you to see if there is something there,” Jayden explained with a wink before turning to Ryan.

“Ryan, I understand you’re in the market for a submissive?” 

Ryan nodded, his brow furrowing in curiosity. 

“I also understand you’re more of a sensory Dom, not so much for impact, but mutual pleasure?” Jayden asked wanting to clarify before he made his suggestion.

Again, Ryan nodded.

“Then I have a proposition for you. Much as I need to see to Micah, I must see to Samantha, my secretary. I intend to cut all ties with the exception of Catherine.” There was a collective gasp from the assembled motley crew. 

“I’d like to have the morning we plan the day with her to say goodbye, but then, I hope you’d like to meet us at my office for a test scene with her to see if you’re amenable to each other.”

Landon spoke once the murmurings in the room quieted down. 

“You’re sure about this, Jayden?”

His question was loaded. He understood as much as Jayden what was riding on the outcome of the day he wanted to plan.

Jayden went around the table looking each person in the eye, and judging their honor one last time.

“I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life.” Jayden swallowed thickly, and added, “Or more terrified.”
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~~~ Excerpt from Chapter 1~~~

Catherine’s Anticipation




“Stop, Catherine. Assume your ready position.” Master’s voice didn’t waiver; in fact it seemed almost indifferent.

She let Master’s thick cock fall from her mouth and returned to her kneeling stance – worried that she was now in trouble. He reached forward and pinched her nipples between his thumb and forefingers, and began to pull. Catherine offered herself to him by not fighting against the pull; instead delighting in the sting that radiated up into her breasts by his tight pinch so much that she arched her back. 

“I don’t want any hesitation from you, slut. Tomorrow is all about pushing your limits. I’ve gone to great lengths to set up this anniversary day for you. You will experience humiliation and pain, but most of all, I promise you’ll experience great pleasure.” 

Catherine couldn’t suppress the shudder that ran through her body at Master’s words which caused him to pull harder on her nipples. 

“Your attendants have been given permission to play with your body in any way they want – with regards to your limits of course — and with the exception that the males cannot put their cocks in my pussy. You will follow their instructions, and you will thank them properly for their sessions with you. Everyone has been asked to record their session with you and email it to me at my office afterward. Do you understand my requirements for tomorrow, Catherine? You may speak.” 

She nodded her head and whispered, “Aye, Master.”

“Very good, now finish sucking me off, and swallow all I give you. Then you need to get to bed – you’ve got a busy day tomorrow.” 

It didn’t take long until Catherine felt the warm jets of his come splashing across her tongue and down her throat while she swallowed with greed.




~*~




Hurrying to finish her shower, Catherine shaved and then hopped out. Once she was toweled off, she did her hair and makeup. Last was getting dressed – if you could call nothing but a coat and shoes being dressed.

Stopping in the kitchen, she drank her required glass of water, and then washed up her breakfast dishes. A glance at the clock told her it was time to go. She used the bathroom one last time, tidied up, and then checked that her coat sash was tied to ensure that she wasn’t displaying anything that would be construed as indecent to the neighbors.

With a final cleansing breath Catherine made her way down to the curb holding her head up high and her shoulders back at 8:29 a.m. Micah was just pulling up to the curb where she waited when a gust of wind blew one side of Catherine’s coat back, giving him a peek at what she was missing underneath. 

He came around to open the door for her, and she didn’t miss the adjustment Micah made to his crotch.

“G’morning, Catherine. Ready for an exciting day?” he asked with a shy smile.

“Yes, Micah, I am. Thank you.” Catherine shot him a wink and climbed in while he closed the door behind her.




~oOo~

Parting Is Such Sweet Sorrow




The door closed behind her, and Jayden watched her beautiful green-eyes blink while they adjusted to the dim interior of the car. He chuckled at her quiet gasp when she saw him.

“Master, you startled me,” she whispered.

“Good morning, Catherine. I trust you followed all of my instructions this morning?”

She nodded her assent. 

“Very good, Jewel. I have a gift for you, but first I want to play.” 

Her breath hitched, and Jayden delighted in Catherine’s reaction. The privacy window began to rise, but Jayden was quick to halt its progress. 

“Micah, leave it down today, please.”

Over the last two years that Micah had been Jayden’s driver and errand boy, Micah’s submissive tendencies had come to the surface and he’d become Jayden’s pretty frosted-hair, blue-eyed boy toy in addition to Catherine and his secretary Samantha. Micah was aware of Jayden’s lifestyle – his kinks as it were – and that loyalty would be hard to replace. 

However, Jayden knew that letting Micah go was the best thing to do for everyone involved, even if that meant he’d be giving up a dedicated employee. Jayden had already spoken with his friend Shawn Carpenter about the possibility of him taking Micah on as his own submissive. Shawn was looking forward to the meeting. 

“Micah, did you enjoy Catherine’s little peep show just now?” Jayden held eye contact with Micah in the rearview mirror, but he could see Catherine out of the corner of his eye while she squirmed in her seat at his verbal acknowledgement of having seen her wardrobe malfunction for himself.

“Yes, Sir,” he answered with no shame.

“Thank you for your honesty, Micah.” Jayden moved to the seat by the divider window which placed his back to Micah. “Unzip your pants, take your cock out, and stroke it,” Jayden ordered. 

When Jayden heard Catherine’s sharp intake of breath next to him, he knew this was going to be fun. 

“Thank you, Sir.” The sound of his zipper going down filled the car, followed by a low moan while Micah began stroking himself.

“Do you need some lube, Micah?” Jayden asked. 

It was time to put his plan into action, and let the chips fall where they may. 

One way or another, his and Catherine’s relationship was going to change today. He knew what he was setting out to do was going to surprise Catherine. However, that’s what today was all about – surprising her and pushing her. 

Jayden had decided to ease her into the intense day by being present for her first push. 

“Please, Sir,” Micah answered.

Turning his head to watch Catherine, Jayden gave his next command. “Put your hand through the window, Micah. Catherine, moisten his hand.”

When she hesitated, Jayden grabbed her and pulled her over his lap. He pushed the trench coat up to her waist revealing her glorious naked ass. Smack. “When I tell you to do something, slut . . .” Smack “You are not . . .” Smack “To hesitate!” Smack smack.

“I’m sorry, Master,” she whimper-moaned. 

Catherine was so desperate for the release that Jayden had denied her for the last week that he knew her pussy would be wet from the small spanking. This was one reason why Catherine was his favorite, and collared submissive – because she was a pain slut. He liked to be rough with his girls – as long as they were getting off on it – and there was no denying that she got off on it. Jayden had never come across a wetter cunt than he’d find after cracking his toys over Catherine’s delicate flesh and clamping those perfect, pain-loving nipples.

When he shoved two fingers into Catherine, Jayden found a wet pussy like he’d expected. He wiggled his fingers around for a minute while her breathing picked up. When her thighs parted allowing him better access, Jayden pulled away and slipped his index finger into his mouth. 

“Delicious,” he taunted while sucking his finger clean. Jayden ordered Micah to “Open” while he pushed his coated middle finger into Micah’s mouth. “Isn’t she?” he asked while Micah’s lips closed on his finger. While Micah cleaned it off, Jayden pushed the finger in and out of his mouth.

“Mm, mmhmm,” Micah agreed.

“Micah, I’d like you to join us back here.” 

When Micah started to zip up his pants, Jayden stopped him. 

“No. You need to remove your clothes before you step out of the car.” 
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