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Resist (Power Games BDSM Dark Romance Series, #2)

I took a few deep breaths as I stared at the sex shop across the street. I’d never set foot inside of one before. Today was to be my first time. No matter how nervous I was, I had to see this visit to the end.

Master had ordered it.

It was a season of firsts for me. My first serious breakup. My first online dating website. My first online relationship.

And of course, my first master.

I didn’t know very much about him just yet. We’d only had one session so far, which he’d watched live from my laptop’s webcam. It was during that session that Master discovered I’d never owned a sex toy. It was the reason behind his most recent email.

I’d read it so many times, I knew it by heart:

After work, you are to drive straight to the closest sex shop and buy yourself a toy. I’ll let you pick one out on your own, but it must satisfy certain conditions...

The subsequent list had made me gasp out loud the first time I read it. All of that in one toy? I thought in awe.

Now, as I mentally recited Master’s orders to myself, I continued to stare at the sex shop, trying to collect the nerve to take the first step toward obedience.

I imagined what he might have said if he were here.

Still just a naughty little slut, I see. Don’t you want to be a good little girl for Master?

I did want to be a good girl for Master, so badly. The trouble was that Master was so demanding, yet he wasn’t here to push me himself.

It was all up to me.

I clenched my eyes shut. “Just do it,” I whispered to myself. After breaking up with Jason, I swore I would try new things. I swore I wouldn’t be the same Flora, the pathetic doormat, the victim. Master was helping me shape the new me, and the first step was to take the actual first step toward that sex shop.

I was finally able to lift my foot, encased in its patent leather shoe, and stepped off the curb. I crossed the rest of the street in several quick, hurried strides. By the time I reached the shop entrance, I was panting.

I craned my neck to stare at the neon sign. Aphrodite’s Boudoir, it read in glowing pink letters. It wasn’t necessarily the closest sex shop, as Master had ordered, but out of all the ones I had looked up, this one had seemed the least sleazy, and the most female-friendly.

The windows were painted over, so I couldn’t see inside.

Here goes nothing, I thought. With Master’s demands still scrolling through my mind, I grabbed the door and pulled it open.

A tongue of cool, berry-scented air wafted out at me as I stepped inside. My very first impression was that this was exactly what Aphrodite’s personal boudoir would have looked like. The walls were painted seashell pink, and racks of soft lingerie greeted guests at the front of the store. I wove through them toward the back, brushing past cold satin and delicate lace, edged with fluffy marabou trim.

A brunette sales girl stepped out from behind a display of flavored condoms. The name badge pinned to her navy blue polo shirt said she was called Nadine. She couldn’t have been older than nineteen. “Hi, welcome! Can I help you find something?”

Immediately, I felt a rush of blood creeping up my neck and knew that my face was about to turn an unflattering shade of tomato red. I coughed into my fist to clear my throat, which was tight with nerves, and tried to smile.

“I’m here to buy a toy,” I said, cheeks burning. “I’ve never bought one before.”

For some reason, Nadine’s eyes lit up. “Our toys are in the back. Follow me.”

She led me to the back of the shop, where there was a doorway covered by a heavy, black velvet curtain. Nadine whisked through to the other side, while I had to stand and pause. I glanced over my shoulder at the mostly empty store. Except for an old, skinny biker and his curvy Latina girlfriend browsing through a bin of DVDs, Aphrodite’s Boudoir was entirely empty.

There was nobody here to recognize me, or judge me, or anything. I was completely anonymous, and that made me feel suddenly powerful.

I swept the curtain aside and stepped through. This step was much easier than the first step I’d taken to cross the street.

Nadine was standing close to the opposite wall, which was lined with shelves and shelves of silicone phalluses in a variety of colors. She plucked one off the wall and examined it in her hands as if she were scrutinizing an apple for bruises before taking a bite.

“So what kind of toy are you looking for?” she asked.

I stared at the wall of toys, already overwhelmed by all the choices. I could barely keep myself from thinking about how each one of them would feel inside of me. It took a couple tries for me to recall everything Master had said regarding my first toy. I kept my eyes trained on the toy in Nadine’s hands so I wouldn’t have to look her in the face.

“I need something that stimulates my...my G-spot and my...” I paused to gulp down a lump in my throat. “My clit. At the same time. And it has to be waterproof, but cordless. And not too, too big.” That last stipulation was my own. I didn’t want to hurt myself with my very first toy.

Nadine sighed, and at first I took it as a bad sign. But then, she said, “Finally, someone who knows what they want! I know exactly what to show you.”

I followed Nadine down the wall to a section that was reserved for toys that stimulated both the G-spot and clit, many of them shaped like rabbit ears. Nadine pointed out three that fit my criteria. One by one, she handed each toy to me, explaining the features of each as she turned them on to vibrate in my hands.

“I think I like this one,” I said, pointing at the second one she’d shown me. It was blue, with two different buttons. One of them controlled the part that stimulated the clit, which vibrated and was shaped like a dolphin. The other button rotated the longer, thicker part, which was shaped exactly like a man’s erection.

“Good choice. It’s one of our bestsellers,” Nadine said.

That made me feel slightly better.

Nadine pulled open a drawer set into the wall and retrieved the exact toy I wanted in its brand new box. Then, she led me back through the curtain and across the store so she could ring me up.

“Wait a minute,” I said, digging around in my purse. “This might seem weird, but can you take a picture of me with it?”

Nadine laughed. “Trust me, working here, I’ve had much weirder requests than that.”

I handed her my phone, and she snapped a picture of me standing in front of the register, posing with the bright blue toy in my hands as if it were a trophy I’d won for having the cleanest shoes at Bible study.

The smile on my face was genuine.

After I paid, Nadine wrapped up my box and placed it in a discreet, plain black bag.

“Thanks for coming. Enjoy your new purchase,” she said with a wink.

I left the shop beaming, swinging my bag as I crossed the street to get back to my car. Certainly, I was a different girl than the one who first walked in.

* * *

Dear Master,

Earlier today, I got myself a new toy just like you said. A very nice sales girl helped me pick it out. I can’t believe I’ve gone so long without visiting a sex shop! It was actually a lot of fun, and not as scary as I thought it would be. Thank you for pushing me to try something new.

I have something to admit, though. I know you said you wanted to watch me use my toy for the first time. But when I got home, I was so excited about my new toy that I had to try it then and there. So I’ve already used it. And I liked it a lot. But you should know that when you watch me with my new toy, it won’t be my first time anymore.

Still, I’m attaching the photo proof of me buying my toy, just like you asked. I’m still new to all of this, and I’m trying hard to please you.

I’m very sorry, Master. I hope you will forgive me.

Your obedient slave, Flora.

I didn’t know how Master would take my disobedience. It didn’t seem like such a big deal on the surface. I’d used the toy before Master got to watch me. So what?

The truth was, I started getting wet on the short drive home as I kept glancing at the black shopping bag in my passenger seat. I could barely get up the stairs to my apartment door fast enough. There was no way I could have waited for Master to use it, anyway. 

Little did I know, when Master gave an order, he expected it to be carried out to the letter. I was about to learn a valuable lesson about what it really took to be a perfectly good slave.

Slave,

I’m extremely disappointed in you. I explicitly told you that I would get to watch you use your toy for the first time. My command was emailed to you, too, so you had a permanent copy of exactly what I wanted. Not only did you disobey me, but you disobeyed me knowingly. That’s a very grave act of insubordination indeed. It’ll take me a while to think of a suitable punishment, but for now, I’m cancelling tonight’s session. Instead of that, you are to lie completely still on your bed, naked, arms and legs spread open, for thirty minutes. You
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