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This trilogy ranks in the top five BDSM books I have ever read. While it is a fictional erotic romance, it is accurate in all things related to the BDSM lifestyle, from friendships and relationships, to scenes and equipment. The understanding and presentation of the delicate balance in blending and separating the vanilla and kinky segments of our lives, both the situations and the people, is handled extremely well. On top of that, this is one hot love story. It is difficult to express how much I enjoyed all the sexy and psychological intricacies in the unfolding of this series of books. This series is beautifully written, engrossing, mesmerizing, and sexy as all get out. The Divine Trilogy is not to be missed. 

~ Lea, Amazon reviewer
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The Divine Trilogy was an emotional journey for not only these characters, but for me as a reader. I could not have asked for any more from Ms. Hargrave than what she did – write a beautiful story about intriguing characters that entertained me and touched my heart. And in doing so, she has earned not only my admiration and respect, but gratitude. The dictionary defines the word divine as being supremely good or superb; in that case, The Divine Trilogy was appropriately titled because that’s exactly how good this series was. This is a must read series.

~Robin, Sizzling Hot Books Blog
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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. It was hard to believe the temperature that day had peaked in the nineties. Since then, it had dropped into the sixties so 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. 

Her 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 shuffled 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 had soon realized there were too many reminders to continue existing with any sense of normality and 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. She opened a 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 and left without a trace, Dallas bound. 

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 out here 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, just in time 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 speak with the bouncer, and she couldn’t resist hoping that he would turn around so she could get a gander at his face. 

In that moment he looked her way. 

A mere fifteen feet separated them but it felt like everyone and everything disappeared. The man was either tanned or had a darker complexion 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. 

Now Erin contemplated whether it’d been a bad choice to forego her panties. Arousal built inside her, uncurling and stretching like a cat waking from a nap. The electricity which 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 and gestured for her to pass to a cacophony of dissatisfied groans from the women whom she’d been escorted ahead of. 

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

At his compliment, Erin found herself standing up even straighter, a little of the weight she’d carried for so long rolling off her back. She took a tentative step forward into the dim entryway, stopping to let her eyes adjust and appreciate the warmth 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 & 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’s polite reply came 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 Hendrix. 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?” 

With a nod Erin 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?” 

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

“First thing, Erin, I need a current STI 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 this 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: 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’s 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 Erin slipped onto her wrist. “This will let the people beyond those doors know that you are an experienced guest who is here looking to participate. 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. “No, ma’am. I think you’ve 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 the woman 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 now throbbed, reminding her of their presence once again. When she entered the club’s inner sanctum, it was with a slow sureness while the door closed behind her, 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 these 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 orally pleasuring her Master 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 as she moved through the room, 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 then 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, surprised by how easy, how right, the old habits felt. 

“No worries, beautiful.” He leered at her for several breaths, making her uncomfortable. “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. 

Noticing the yellow band, she wondered if he’d be invited back anytime soon. 

“Thank you for the offer, Sir,” her gaze returned to the floor, “but this girl wishes to decline.” Erin 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, a length of chain descending from her neck which was tethered to one of the rings. 

“Too bad employees aren’t allowed to date the clientele.” The bartender sighed and leaned into her hand while 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 in Erin’s opinion. 

“Welcome to D & D. I’m Natalie Brown—Natty to the regulars. What can I getcha tonight?” 

“A glass of ice wine, please,” Erin requested after some thought. “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 to take 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 in leather and finished with bold rivet work. 

Human-sized birdcages hung from the ceiling. The one nearest to Erin was occupied with a blindfolded man strapped in by steel manacles. His humiliation was 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 Enigma’s Sadeness was just fading to a close over the speakers. Wanting to simply feel the room and the atmosphere, Erin closed her eyes. She wanted to soak it in and get high off the arousal tainting the air around her. 

Erin began swaying side-to-side listening to the primal grunts that trickled out of the dark recesses of the room. Another song came on, the tempo changing 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 to anyone who might look. 

About a year had passed 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.”
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Jayden Masterson almost hadn’t come tonight, considering he hadn’t had any luck in the last three months. The class of women 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, cream-colored Henley with the sleeves pushed up to his elbows. The cream 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. 

Nearing the doors, Jayden felt the air buzzing and he glanced around trying to find what was calling to him. Nothing seemed out of the ordinary except for 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. “Has she been in line long?” 

Jayden resumed his stride to the front of the line, blocking out the whispering, but 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 to watch the girl for a while before approaching 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. The Dom 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.” Jayden whispered the name and found that it rested on his tongue with ease, making 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 so that he could see 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 since they sat high despite her braless 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. 

At the possibility that this woman had clamped herself Jayden’s cock hardened. A sweep of his eyes over her wrists had him grinning. 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’ ability to return to the club. He was on the selection board, and he knew, without a doubt, that he’d be voting against Mr. Poles being granted membership. 

Again, he had to fight the impulse to step in on her behalf. Jayden 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. Amused, he watched 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—there, 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 was rewarded with her breathy, “As you wish, Sir.” 

Those first words from her mouth hit Jayden like a wrecking ball and caused 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 with its straight and sure posture. The width of her stance and placement of her hands were exact, and 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 the dress off one at a time. The straps catching on her upper arms prevented the dress from freeing her tits and placed 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 when 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 through 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 jawline 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; 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. Certainly she wore them with regularity to have that 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 got 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 is 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 is it about this girl, this gorgeous woman submitting before me that is unveiling a softer side? 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, but somehow Jayden didn’t think this was the case. 

“Shh, 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’ve 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.
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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. 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 also 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. Soon 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 expert fingers. “Your coloring is alarming. I much prefer a pleasant, deep pink to such 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 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 was 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 repeated tenacity. 

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, Catherine bucked then 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 the last. 

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. 

A pressure was 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. Unsure if he wanted her to answer, 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 backward for it would be rude to turn your back on me unless directed. 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 gold 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 to choose 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 which 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. 

“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. It was easy to 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.
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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, 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. 

However, he was turned on for the same reason. 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 maybe even a collar, as soon as possible. 

The cane was his favorite impact toy and would be perfect for this game. Given that she’d stated the cane was a hard limit Jayden wasn’t expecting her to even consider it, though. 

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 gold balls slipping around inside while they crawled and stretched to reach more 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 “Atta girl.” 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.” 

Her eyes 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
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