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Pulse (Power Games BDSM Dark Romance Series, #4)

He said that he wanted to meet.

Jason.

When my phone went off as I cried numbly in bed, Jason had been the last person I expected to hear from. And to be honest, he was the last person I wanted to hear from.

I’d been hoping to hear from my master, Kyle Andrews, who decided he didn’t want me to be his slave after all.

So when I picked up my phone in the darkness to see that my no-good cheating ex had texted me, my disappointment left me feeling bitter, to say the least. I wanted nothing to do with him.

But I was also hurting. I’d just been rejected. I wanted validation, which was why I agreed to meet him when he asked me out for coffee.

* * *

The Scorpio Café was pretty busy for a Tuesday afternoon. I walked in at three o’clock on the dot, even though I knew that Jason had a habit of being ten to twenty minutes late to everything. To my surprise, though, I noticed him right away, sitting at one of the tables near the window with a half-drunk cup of coffee in front of him.

When he rose from the table, I couldn’t help but feel a little pang in my heart. He was, after all, the man I had loved for three years. And he was also the man who caused me more emotional pain than I could ever imagine.

Well, until now, I thought, with Master in mind. The moment I caught myself thinking it, I immediately banished Master from my mind. I couldn’t risk crying in front of Jason on a day like this.

Keeping my chin high, I walked across the café to Jason and let him greet me with a hug. I didn’t hug him back, letting my arms hang heavily at my sides instead. He gave me a squeeze that lasted about two seconds too long.

“It’s so nice to see you,” he said, smiling. “You look good.”

I knew Jason was lying, because I’d been crying all night. I looked like hell. He looked good, however, which wasn’t fair. His blue eyes sparkled with clarity, he had a healthy tan, and his navy blue polo shirt was pressed and wrinkle-free.

Did Elizabeth iron that shirt for you? I almost said, before biting my tongue. Attacking him from the get-go wouldn’t lead to a very productive meeting, so I just kept my mouth shut.

“Do you want anything? Coffee? Tea?” Jason asked as we both lowered ourselves into our seats.

I shook my head. “Why did you want to meet me?” I asked coldly. I wouldn’t give him the courtesy of pleasant banter. Not after what he did.

Jason’s mouth remained stretched into an eager smile, but the light flickered out of his eyes. He was starting to get nervous. Deep inside, I felt a cruel twist of satisfaction, knowing I was making him nervous.

“Okay. I guess that’s fair,” he mumbled. “Flora, I want to apologize. I made a mistake.”

My eyebrows rose. It was the only change in my otherwise stone-cold expression. “You’re just realizing that now?”

Jason paled. “No, of course not!” He began fidgeting in his seat. “I loved you, Flora. I still love you. I screwed up the best thing that’s ever happened to me. I know that. But I still love you with all my heart, Flora. And I promise that I’ll spend the rest of my life making it up to you.”

I cast my gaze down to my lap, staring at my clenched hands under the table.

“Please, Flora. I’m just asking you for one more chance. Don’t you agree that we owe it to ourselves to see where this can go?”

My ears rang as my mind replayed what Jason said over and over. I had to admit that it felt good to hear those words. Secretly, though, I wished it weren’t Jason saying those words to me. My heart ached with the emptiness of losing Master. I was empty and hungry, and here was Jason, ready and waiting to fill me back up again.

“Flora?” Jason said.

I bit my lip, on the verge of saying something, although I had no idea what I should say.

Jason shifted in his seat to check the time on his phone. “Look. I have to be back at work in five minutes. How about we continue this conversation over dinner? Meet me at my place. I’ll cook.”

My eyes flicked up to look at his face. A small, hesitant smile tugged at the corners of his lips.

“Just say yes. All you have to do is show up.”

I sighed. “Fine.”

Jason’s smile widened. “Great. Eight o’clock?”

I nodded mutely.

“Then, I’ll see you tonight.”

Jason drained what remained of his coffee and pushed his chair back from the table. “Bye, Flora.”

He rose and came to my side. I felt a brief touch on my shoulder and stiffened. He placed a kiss on my cheek, and then he walked out.

My skin tingling, I remained seated there for a while. Half of me regretted the fact that I’d agreed to meet Jason for dinner. The other half was curious to see what would happen...

Because no matter how much my soul craved Master’s discipline, I had to realize that he’d never even kissed me on the cheek, the way Jason so lovingly did.

* * *

How did I end up here? I had to ask myself.

I’d arrived at Jason’s condo at eight o’clock, as planned. It was only supposed to be dinner, and it was only supposed to be one bottle of wine shared between us. But that one bottle had led to a second, and then a third, and then some shots. After that, he’d placed his hand on my knee and boldly kissed my shoulder.

Somehow, in my drunken haze, I’d let him kiss me on the lips.

And now, I was in his bedroom.

“Flora, I knew it. I knew I’d see you again,” he murmured as he lowered the zipper at the back of my dress.

I felt his kisses trailing down the skin of my back, his fingers falling down my sides as he smoothed the dress down my hips. I shivered as he unhooked my bra and pulled it off of me, undressing me like a doll.

“Just relax,” he whispered. He put his hands on my shoulders, guiding me through the darkness to his bed. “Just relax, let me do all the work...”

I lay down across the bed, surrounded by the familiar scent of his sheets. Although I couldn’t’ see anything, I could hear him moving in the darkness. The mattress creaked as he got on, settling down between my legs. Then, his breath was on the skin of my thighs.

There was a tingle on my slit, a very slight touch. I gasped slightly as I felt him gently prying my folds apart. He rubbed my clit with his index finger, slowly and carefully, until I finally started getting turned on.

“Oh,” I couldn’t help but moan.

Jason caressed me slowly and delicately, making sure I was receiving as much pleasure as I wanted. I opened my legs wider, welcoming more of it, because although it was Jason doing all the work, I imagined that it was Master giving it to me instead.

It was almost too easy. With the darkness pressing on my eyes, I was completely blind. Instead of Jason’s fingers on my clit, it was Master’s. It was Master’s gasping mouth breathing on my pussy, his tongue teasing my entrance while he groped my breasts with his strong hands. 

Holding that image in my mind, I finally started getting wet...for Master.

I bit my lip as Jason began eating me out. His mouth worked on my pussy enthusiastically. He concentrated most of his attention on my clit, which was exactly how I liked it. My wetness dripped out of me, allowing his fingers to easily slip inside.

When Jason began stroking the inside of my pussy, I really began moaning in earnest. I arched my back, pushing my breasts into his hands. While his tongue flicked my clit over and over, his thumbs played with my nipples, teasing them into tight little points.

My hand fell down my stomach until I touched his head, and I tangled my fingers in his hair. Master, I thought, my eyes shut tight. I bucked my hips, shoving my pussy into his mouth. And all the while, I was thinking about the intense gaze and firm brow of Kyle Andrews—my master.

As I writhed on the bed with my fist in Jason’s hair, I suddenly felt him gripping my waist, trying to hold me still. He pried his sticky mouth off of my dripping wet sex.

“Is it okay if I fuck you, Flora?” he whispered.

My eyes flew open. At that point, I was completely turned off. It wasn’t just the sound of Jason’s voice, which ruined the fantasy for me. It was the fact that he asked permission.

Master would never ask if it was okay, I thought. Master would just take me whenever he wanted.

Still, my body craved a man. I needed to be fucked, so I just said yes.

Jason rose eagerly from the bed. When he began climbing on top of me, I stopped him with a hand on his chest.

“Wear a condom,” I said.

I felt the fine muscles of his chest stiffening under my fingers as he prepared to argue. And then, he caught himself. I could feel the exact moment he realized why I was making him wear one.

He’d cheated on me with his ex-girlfriend; I wouldn’t forgive him that easily.

Without protest, Jason briefly left the bed to rummage around in his drawers. When he came back, I wrapped my hand around his cock to make sure he’d put on some protection. Then, I guided his shaft to my pussy.

“Flora,” he kept whispering. My hand around his dick was limp as a corpse, but he was acting like I was giving him the best handjob of his life. I shushed
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