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Crave (Power Games BDSM Dark Romance Series, #3)

I slept fitfully, because a part of me knew that Master wouldn’t be pleased. It seemed like I’d only closed my eyes for five minutes before my alarm woke me up at six a.m.

For once, I didn’t hit the snooze button. I was wide awake, and I threw the sheets off of myself and picked up my phone.

I’d sent a text to Master last night. We normally didn’t text. So when I saw that he’d actually responded a few hours ago, I was both thrilled and apprehensive.

Well, apprehensive wasn’t exactly the right word.

I was petrified.

With my heart slamming hard deep inside of my chest, I opened Master’s text, only to see that he’d written a single line:

Check your email.

Seeing those words made my heart stop.

Last night, I’d texted Master that I didn’t want things to continue the way they had been going. Not until I knew some basic info about him, like his name or where he lived. Not until, at least, I’d seen his face. I thought it was only fair, because this man I knew nothing about was dominating me from behind a computer screen.

It was the first time I’d stood up for myself, and I had a gut feeling he wouldn’t like it.

I didn’t expect that he’d email his response to my text, though. The only reason I could think of why he’d do that was if he had so much to say, it wouldn’t fit in a single text message.

It didn’t seem like a very good sign.

My mouth was dry, and my hands were shaking from nerves. Slowly, I got out of bed and sat down at my desk to turn on my laptop.

Master’s email sat three messages down in my inbox. The subject read simply, Your punishment.

I opened it and began reading.

Slave,

I am extremely disappointed in you. You have made very little progress in your training. I’m a very busy man, and I don’t have time to constantly correct your bratty behavior. But I’m also an understanding dom. I understand that you are still traumatized from your last relationship, and that’s why you’ve been acting out.

I’m willing to give you one last chance, slave. But I can’t overlook your bad behavior. You absolutely must punish yourself for what you did.

The punishment I’m about to give you is very important. It will show me that you are truly dedicated to your training, that you have the ability to be completely obedient and the potential to be the perfect slave.

You are to edge yourself for 2 hours. That means you must masturbate and bring yourself close to orgasm (to the “edge,” if you will), but you are not allowed to come until the full 2 hours have passed. Of course, you will need to record yourself the entire time. You have lost my trust, so I must demand comprehensive proof to make certain that you are obeying my orders.

Until I receive this proof, you will not hear from me again. I am the master, and I make the rules. No exceptions. If you truly think this arrangement isn’t “working out,” as you put it, then you are free to ignore this email and continue with your life. I will leave the final decision to you.

-M.

I read the email over and over. It left me bewildered. Master truly was a great writer. He was cool and soothing with his encouragement, but his criticisms snapped like a whip. I was both ashamed and motivated to improve myself.

With that thought, I suddenly realized it was how Master was able to control me so quickly. His coldness left me wanting more, and his kindness was my reward. I’d been through this same cycle before with my ex, Jason.

“No,” I whispered to myself. I pushed my chair back from my desk and stood up.

I wouldn’t put myself through that again. I wouldn’t try so hard to please a man when I got nothing in return. I wanted soft kisses and affection, not punishments.

Right then and there, I decided I wouldn’t follow Master’s orders, even if it meant I was being a brat...

Even if it meant I’d never hear from him again.

* * *

My first three days of freedom were almost bearable.

My fourth day was agony.

The day started like any ordinary Monday. I arrived at the office five minutes early, coffee in hand, and got straight to work. The morning was slow, but productive.

So far, so good...or so I thought.

About thirty minutes before his meeting with clients, Robert Hodge, one of my bosses, asked me to get him some coffee. I ran down to the little coffee shop in the lobby of our building and took the elevator back up. The whole trip took less than twenty minutes, but when I arrived, Robert pointed out that I’d forgotten to ask the barista for almond milk rather than whole milk.

I realized my mistake when he took his first sip and grimaced.

“What is this?” he asked sharply.

“It’s...it’s coffee with whole milk,” I said.

Robert sighed, clearly exasperated, and handed the cup back to me. “I can’t have cow’s milk with this diet I’m on. I don’t have time for this. Get rid of that for me.”

My entire body flinched as I held the coffee, but to my surprise, Robert simply turned around and disappeared into the conference room without giving me a punishment.

Of course he didn’t punish you, idiot, a tiny voice whispered in the back of my mind. Of course he didn’t, because bosses don’t punish their employees in the real world.

My heart was racing, and my breathing became short and choppy. I walked back to my desk in the reception area, the coffee rattling in my shaking hand. Although I knew in my mind that I wouldn’t be punished, it appeared that my body expected a punishment.

In fact, it craved punishment.

My pencil skirt strained around my thighs as I sat down in my chair, and suddenly all I could think about was getting spanked. My skin tingled. I wanted to be touched.

I wanted to be punished.

Unfortunately, adult women didn’t get punished in the real world. However, there was only one man who would be willing to do it to me. And he was the one man I wanted to have punishing me.

He must’ve known, I thought to myself. He knew I’d come back to him eventually.

Slowly, I drew the coffee to my own lips and took a sip, reflecting on how difficult it was for slaves to escape their masters.

* * *

That night, I knew what I had to do.

When I got home, I read Master’s email once more to make sure that I was about to follow his orders down to the very last letter.

You are to edge yourself for 2 hours...

I read that same line over and over. It was his word choice that I was studying, specifically. He never said “masturbate” or “touch yourself until you get close.” He said “edge.” By now, I knew that everything Master said and wrote to me was deliberate and literal, so that meant that I was to edge myself...for two whole hours.

I had to get myself close and pull back for the entire two hours I’d be devoting to this punishment.

Suddenly, I realized exactly why Master had chosen this punishment for me. It required me to tease and torture myself, and if I chose to do it, it would show just how committed I was to our master-slave dynamic.

So now, I had to ask myself just how badly I wanted to have Master back in my life.

And deep down, I knew that the answer was yes, I wanted him back that badly. In fact, just thinking about him watching a two-hour video of me pleasuring myself made me instantly turned on and wet. I would have begun touching myself right then and there, even without Master having ordered it.

Might as well start now, I thought to myself.

I started by placing my sex toy on the bed near my pillow. I’d bought it recently on Master’s orders. It was made of blue silicone and shaped roughly like a letter “Y.” One prong was shaped exactly like an erect penis and rotated if I pressed a certain button. The other prong was shorter, intended to stimulate the clit with its vibrations, and it was shaped like a dolphin.

After placing my toy on the bed, I slipped out of my jacket and began unbuttoning my blouse. I watched my fingers pushing the tiny pearl buttons out of their holes, imagining that it was Master’s fingers instead of my own undressing me. After the blouse fluttered to the floor, I unzipped my skirt and pushed it down my hips.

Now in just my bra and panties, I tiptoed to my desk, turned on my webcam, and let it start recording. When I backed away, I could see myself framed in the laptop screen.

The atmosphere seemed to change now that I knew I was being recorded. Slowly, I backed away from the desk, reaching behind me for the edge of the bed. Once my hand sank into my soft comforter, I shed the last of my underwear.

I sat on the edge of the bed and scooted backward, watching myself on the screen of my computer. I couldn’t see myself anymore once I lay back, but I kept imagining how my body might’ve looked to Master onscreen as I spread my legs open. The camera was pointing right at my pussy, and he’d be able to see everything.

I hoped he’d like it.

I took one last glance at my alarm clock, which told me it was 6:55. So, I’d be done just before nine o’clock. Keeping that in mind, I finally began touching myself.

I rubbed my clit using only my fingers, just until I started getting wet. I hadn’t forgotten what Master expected
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