

CHALLENGE ME
A Club Masque Short



RILEY JAMES



Contents



Also by Riley James
ARIEL
CONNOR
ARIEL
CONNOR
ARIEL
CONNOR
ARIEL
CONNOR
ARIEL
CONNOR
About the Author
Coming soon from Riley James



Also by Riley James



Club Masque Series

Use Me (Book #1)

Erotic Short Stories

Night Out

Just One Taste


Copyright [image: copyright]2017 by Riley James

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

Cover Design by Charlee Hoffman

[image: Vellum flower icon]
Formatted with Vellum



ARIEL



I can’t decide whether or not to have a drink.

Club Masque is busy tonight. People are dancing, and the scene areas are crowded by both players and watchers. Music vibrates through the walls—punctuated occasionally by the sounds of sex—and around me, my friends have decided to drink. But I’m torn. If I drink, I can’t play. I had my heart set on playing tonight, even if the one person I really want to play with…won’t.

My eyes drift back to Master Connor. He’s been the bartender here as long as I can remember, and I’ve been coming to this club for awhile. He’s gorgeous, and I don’t know a sub in here who wouldn’t kill to do a scene with him.

“Oh my word, Ariel. Just go get a drink, stop staring at the bar like it’s your long lost lover.” That’s Lyssa, working on what I think is her third glass.

Mercedes laughs on my right. “I don’t think it’s the bar she’s staring at, Lyss.”

“Ohhh.”

“Shut up, guys,” I say, looking around the rest of the sub lounge to see who’s listening. I don’t want it to somehow get back to Master Connor that I’m…I don’t know, pining?

Megan leans forward, toasting her glass to me. “Nothing wrong with it, girl. If I had the chance to scene with him, I would.”

“Do you know why he doesn’t play?” I ask.

“Oh, he plays,” Kara says, “Just not often.”

“Why?”

“I heard he prefers private scenes. He’s not an exhibitionist. So he could be playing a lot, and we’d never know.”

Mercedes almost chokes on her drink. “Not an exhibitionist. Sure he is. If he’s not, he wouldn’t have the challenges.”

I shake my head, “What challenges?”

“Oh. My. God,” Lyssa practically shouts, drawing eyes from the other subs around us, “You don’t know?”

“Apparently not.”

Megan starts to giggle, “You’re in for it now.”

“He has these ‘challenges,’ right? Anyone can ask for one. It’s his choice whether he says yes or no. They’re always a little different but the same kind of concept—some sort of…sexual endurance.” Lyssa comes over and flops on the couch beside me. I’m amazed that she doesn’t spill her drink. “Basically, he’ll tell you what the prize and punishment are. It’s up to you to decide if it’s worth it.”

“I don’t understand,” I say, “What’s the point?”

“Because he’s the prize,” Mercedes whispers in my ear, “at least for the night.”

Chills go down my spine. He’s the prize.

“Yeah,” Megan says, rolling her eyes, “He’s the prize, but no one ever wins. Do you remember Lana?”

“Oh my god, yes! Her challenge was to ride the sybian at full speed through a particular song without coming.” Kara laughs, “She never stood a chance.”

No, she wouldn’t have. At full speed? I shudder. No one would have lasted that long. “What was her punishment?”

“He bound her in Shibari—the kind that stimulates your clit when you walk—and made her serve drinks for the rest of the night.”

“Kara.” A deep voice comes from behind me, and all of our gazes lower instinctively.

Kara’s eyes go wide, and she puts her aside while sinking to her knees. “Yes, Sir.”

It’s Rhett. A few weeks ago they started playing together. They’re not officially exclusive, but they’re certainly heading in that direction. I don’t think Kara has played with anyone else since.

“You’ve been drinking?” He asks. No judgment, merely curiosity.

“Yes, Sir. I didn’t know you’d be here tonight. Otherwise, I wouldn’t have. I’m sorry.”

He raises an eyebrow. “Why are you apologizing. I’m not angry with you. Besides, you drinking doesn’t mean I can’t tease you at the bar. Come with me. Bring your drink.” He walks away, knowing that she’ll follow.

“Yes, Sir.” She stands, giving the rest of us a wink as she hurries off. From what I can tell of Rhett, he’s a decent man, and he’s good for Kara. I watch them until they reach the bar, where Rhett pulls Kara against him and takes her mouth in a kiss. It seems too intimate for me to watch, and I have to look away.

“How many of these challenges have there been?” I ask, trying to spin the conversation back.

Mercedes shakes her head, “I’m not sure. But I do know that no one’s ever won. Probably why there hasn’t been one in a while.”

“Wow.”

“You’ve never noticed the little sign that’s at the bar?” Megan asks.

I squint towards the bar, but I don’t see a sign. “Sign?”

“It’s near the vodka. It says ‘Ask me about the Challenge.’ Like one of those cheesy t-shirts or something.”

I laugh, “No, I never noticed.”

“I’d totally do it,” Lyssa says, resting her head on my shoulder, “But I’m a chicken.”

“It can’t be that bad.”

She shrugs. “Probably not. But I’d rather just do a scene. Not a competition.”

I look back towards the bar again, towards Connor. She has a point. Normal scenes are good. Fine. Controllable. But I can’t get those words out of my head: He’s the prize.


CONNOR



I fill the order for a vodka soda with a sigh. I’m not sure what it is about tonight, but I don’t want to be here. I think that’s the first time I can say that about Club Masque in years. This place has always been my sanctuary, but it’s feeling less and less like that these days.

That’s because you haven’t had sex in way too long, my brain tells me. And it’s true. It’s been awhile. I haven’t had a permanent sub since last year, and I haven’t been approached for any scenes in a couple of months. It’s my own damn fault. I spend too much time behind the bar to put myself out there in any real way, and I’m not the biggest fan of public scenes. Most of the subs that play here prefer that, and I get it—it’s an extra layer of safety.

But there’s nothing like being alone, just you and the sub, not worrying about who’s getting off watching you fuck. My private room upstairs is probably gathering dust. Or not. Matthew probably has a cleaning service that keeps everything pristine. He would do that, even for pricks like me.

The upper floors of Club Masque have many rooms available to members for private play, to stay the night if they can’t get home, or if they need a place to play during the week. And for those of us with higher level memberships, a private room that’s always available. All the rooms are monitored by live video and the club’s security, but I still like that better than being on display.

But putting a sub on display…that’s another thing entirely.

Rhett comes to the bar and sits down, followed closely by the pretty sub he snagged a few weeks ago. He takes her drink and places it on the bar before winding his hand through her hair and kissing her. Damn. The way she relaxes into his control immediately is a gorgeous sight. Something I haven’t felt in a long time. Even my most recent scenes haven’t felt like that. They’ve been—hell they’ve felt almost vanilla. I don’t know if that’s because the chemistry wasn’t there or because I’m becoming less creative, but that’s something I need to fix immediately.

When the kiss is over, I approach Rhett, “What can I get you, man?”

“Whiskey, I think. Kara, would you like a refill?”

She blushes, and I see the way her hands grab onto the fabric of his t-shirt. A stab of jealousy goes through me, not for her, but for that. That simple gesture of trust and need. “Yes, Sir,” she says, “if we’re not playing.”

“We’re not scening,” Rhett says mildly, “playing is an entirely different thing.” He pulls Kara in between his legs, pinning her back against the bar, so she’s trapped.

I chuckle as I pour his whiskey, and refill her vodka cranberry. “Clean up after yourself if you do body shots.”

Rhett raises an eyebrow. “That’s an interesting thought.” He runs a hand over Kara’s breasts, and I watch her shudder. “Would you like me to lick my whiskey off these?”

“Whatever you want, Sir.”

“Good answer.” He says, pulling down the neckline of her lingerie until her breasts spill out. “Let’s try it.”

I walk down the bar to serve some newcomers, fighting that jealous surge in my gut. It’s not like me. I’m happy for Rhett—he deserves it, and since he’s been playing with Kara, he’s the happiest I’ve ever seen him. I wouldn’t be surprised if he collared her. Hell, it’s only been a few weeks, and I wouldn’t be surprised if he married her.

My problem is more immediate. If I want that—the kind of fun and intimacy that those two share—I have to open myself up to it. I have to get over my dislike of the public eye and do the scenes in the club. If I’m lucky enough to actually find a sub, the transition to a more private setting should happen naturally. At least that’s what I hope. I finish serving the drinks at the end of the bar, and come to a decision: I’m going to do a scene tonight. I have no idea what kind, but there’s still plenty of time before the club closes for me to find someone and decide.

Yeah. I have to do this.

I look around for Matthew or Nick because they’re mother hens and will probably jump at the chance to help me find a sub for the night. I see Nick doing a scene at the St. Andrew’s Cross, and Matthew is nowhere. They’ll turn up eventually. I glance across from the bar towards the sub-lounge. There are plenty of unattached submissives milling around that area, though I see a good number of them have drinks in their hands.

The jealousy I’ve been feeling fades with my newfound determination. I don’t know what I’ve been thinking. Being pro-active is the only way to do this. I head down to the other end of the bar where a sub is waiting to be served. She’s pretty—white blonde hair along with white lingerie making her look ethereal. White’s a little odd for a club like this, but it works on her. Subs come to the bar all the time. I’m an idiot for not looking at them as anything more than customers, just stewing in my own shit.

“White?” I ask, “A little odd for a sex club.” She looks…nervous? I’m not sure why. I’ve seen her before, but I don’t think we’ve ever spoken. I can’t seem to remember her name. Smiling, I ask, “What can I get you, little one?”


ARIEL



This is so stupid. I can’t believe that I’m even considering it after what everyone told me. No one has ever beaten a challenge that Connor has given them, so why would I think that I’d be able to? All I know is that I’ve wanted him for way too long not to try this. Even if I fail, I’ll gladly be his for the night. Whatever he wants, I’ll do it gladly just for the chance to be under his command.

He’s at the other end of the bar serving some people, so I wait. I rise up on my toes and back down, the flexing helping the way my nerves are fluttering. I told the girls that I’d finally decided to get a drink. I lied.

The sign is right where Megan said it was, a little red plaque below the vodka shelf. ‘Ask me about the challenge’ in block letters. He’s heading back this way, and I swear my entire body is tingling with anxiety and anticipation. That sensation when you’re about to do something that could totally backfire, and it either goes great or you throw up and there’s no in-between.

He stops in front of me, and I’ve somehow forgotten how tall he is. He’s taller than most people, and I’m on the short side. Looking at us is probably hilarious. I realize I don’t know what Connor does for a living, but whatever it is keeps him in damn good shape. He’s not wearing a shirt tonight, and my eyes trace the lines of his body down to where that trail of hair disappears into his leathers.

Rhett’s been doing shots off of Kara’s chest and looking at him here; I wouldn’t mind taking a few shots off Connor’s abs. He smiles at me, transforming his face from that of an intimidating Dom into something else entirely. Something that makes my breath fall short. “White? A little odd for a sex club.” He sounds amused. “What can I get you, little one?” he asks, and I look down, embarrassed by how much I like that he called me that.

“I didn’t realize that the color black had a monopoly on sex.” He laughs, and it gives me the confidence to keep going. I clear my throat. “I’m not here for a drink, Master Connor.”

He huffs a laugh, “Not many people call me Master.”

“I’m sorry, Sir.”

“I didn’t say I minded.” His voice is amused. “What’s your name?”

“Ariel, Sir.”

He reaches out, tilting my chin up to look at him. “Ariel. That’s pretty. What are you here for if you don’t want a drink?”

Taking a deep breath, I meet his gaze head on. “I’m here to ask you about your challenge.”

Connor goes deathly still, and I watch his eyes go dark. I drop my gaze, unsure of what he’s thinking. “What made you ask about this?” He’s using Dom voice, and I don’t know what to tell him. How much should I tell him? Connor leans forward on his forearms so that he’s level with my gaze. “Don’t lie to me.”

I sigh. “I’ve been…interested in you. But I don’t ever remember seeing you scene, and I didn’t know how to ask. Then I heard about the challenges, saw the sign.” I point it out. “I’m sorry if I wasn’t supposed to know.”

“Don’t apologize. I wanted to make sure. More than one sub has been sent my way not knowing what they’re asking for because someone thought it would be funny. Believe it or not, I forgot that sign was still up,” he says. But then he pins me with a stare that makes me tremble. “You didn’t know how to ask for what you wanted? With me?”

I shake my head, and he touches one of my hands which pressed against the bar so hard my fingers are white. “Relax, little one. I don’t bite unless you ask me to.” That draws a smile from me. “Since you were honest with me, I’ll be honest with you. You’re right. I don’t often scene in public. Being watched makes me…uncomfortable. But I’ve decided that I need to put that aside because it’s getting in the way of meeting new people.” He gives me a pointed glance.

“I guess I came at a good time then.”

“Yes, you did.” A slow smile slips across his face, “You asked for a challenge.”

Those butterflies are back. “Yeah.”

He nods, pulling a bottle of water from below the bar and passing it to me. “All right. I haven’t done one of those in a while. Could be fun.”

“How does it work?”

“Drink that, and I’ll tell you. You haven’t had any alcohol tonight?”

I open the bottle and take a sip, “No, Sir.”

“Good. It’s pretty simple, I give you a challenge. If you beat it, you win the prize, and if you don’t, you take the punishment.”

Taking another sip of the water, I nod.

“If you accept the challenge, I’m going to restrain you. Bind you to a chair so tightly you won’t be able to move.” He points to a scene area in the middle of the club, “I’m going to put you there so that people can watch. And then I’m going to strap a vibrator to you. If you make it fifteen minutes without coming, then you win.”

The words he says form images in my head and a little shudder goes through me along with a shock of arousal. “What’s the prize?” I ask.

He grins, “If you win, I’ll take you to my private room upstairs and make sure that you come more in one night than you ever have in your life.”

My stomach drops, and I’m suddenly wetter than I can remember being in a long time. I don’t need to say anything to that. I’m sure it’s pretty fucking clear on my face how badly I want that. Instead, I take another sip of the water in an attempt to cool my body down.

“But, if you fail,” he says, “if you come before the fifteen minutes are up, then you’re mine for the night, and that’s the only orgasm you get. I can fuck you any way I like. Maybe I’ll strap you to the top of the bar and tease you until you’re screaming, maybe you’ll just be a decoration, but I swear that you won’t come again.”

He laughs, and I realize that I’m staring at him, mouth open. There’s something unbelievably hot about that, and I shift my legs closer together, pressing against the arousal that’s growing in my core. “If I fail, you’re the only one who touches me?”

“Not necessarily,” he says, “but I’m particular about who touches my subs. I’m not going to strap you to the bar and let anyone do what they want to you.”

The knot of tension eases in my shoulders. “And safe words?”

“Of course. You can always use those. But these challenges are about fun and sex, not about pushing your boundaries.”

“Okay.”

Connor leans back down onto the bar, and that position gives me a straight view down his chest to his hips and the sight of an enormous erection beneath his pants. “So, what do you say?” His grin is all mischief and the promise of exquisite sex.

“If I just asked you for a scene, what would you say?”

He considers for a moment, “I’d say I’m interested. But it won’t be tonight.”

“But if I take the challenge⁠—”

“Tonight. And who knows, in less than half an hour you could be having that scene that you wanted.”

I make a face at him, “You’re making it hard to say no. On purpose.”

“Yes.”

That nervous anxiety is back in my stomach, but I can’t pretend that I haven’t already made my decision. That I didn’t make my decision back when he told me what the prize was. “Okay,” I say. “I accept.”


CONNOR



A challenge was the last thing that I thought was going to happen tonight. But now that it is, I can’t wait. I can only imagine all the things I can do to the little subbie between now and closing time. She’s going to beg me to come for hours, and I’m going to fucking love saying no Every. Single. Time. And then, another night, I’ll reward her for being such a good sport. No one has ever won a challenge. I’m proud of being undefeated.

“Stay there,” I tell her. “I need to get things ready.”

“Yes, Sir.”

Fucking pretty words if I’ve ever heard them. “Rhett,” I say, coming down the bar. I’m interrupting him licking the last of whiskey from Kara’s skin. He looks up at me, annoyed. “Can you watch the bar for a bit? I’ve been challenged.” I can’t keep the smile off my face.

“Shit, really?” He asks, “Sure, I’ll watch the bar—Just make sure I can see the show from here.”

“Will do,” I say, heading towards the locker room.

I hear him speaking to Kara as I walk away. “I can’t wait to see this.”

I hope I can make it worth their while. Opening my locker, I grab my bag and the countdown clock I keep just for this purpose. Back when a lot of people were doing these challenges, I had several of them planned out. This is one that I never got to do, along with a toy that’s never been used. A curved vibrator that hits the G-spot and the clit. Plus, I’ll be manning the remote. I go hard thinking about how quickly Ariel is going to come. She has no idea what she’s in for.

Back out in the main room, I take over the center staging area. I find the heavy, metal bondage chair among the equipment and screw it to the floor. I don’t want her falling over—she’ll be having a hard enough time as it is. Glancing over at the bar, I see that she’s watching. Good. I want her nervous. I want her second guessing the wisdom of saying yes to the challenge. Every bit of anxiety and excitement that she has put her body more on edge. I can work with that.

Finally, when the chair is secure, I wave her over, and I notice something that I didn’t before. “Where are your cuffs?”

Ariel looks down. “I didn’t have any that were white.”

I hold back a laugh. Given how sexy she looks in the white lace I’m not surprised, but it was still a risk. “It’s a good thing that Master Matthew didn’t see you in the club without cuffs,” I say, holding my hands out for her wrists. “I’m sure he’d have some creative punishments for it.”

Her already white skin goes pale, “Are you going to tell him?”

“I think,” I say, buckling my own dark leather cuffs around her wrists, “That you’re going to have enough punishment tonight already.” I purposely left my thumb on her pulse while I spoke, and I feel her heart rate rise. Good. “Strip. I like my subs naked.”

Seeing me set up, there’s a group of people gathering around the edges of the scene area. I see Ariel notice them as she strips down and note the blush on her cheeks. Not much of an exhibitionist either then. She undresses slowly and deliberately, keeping her eyes cast down once she’s naked.

“Come here, Ariel.” I try to make my voice sound warm, to give her some measure of ease. I want her anxious, not terrified. Placing my hand on her lower back, I guide her up into the scene area and sit her down in the chair. I love this chair. There are a hundred different ways to use it, almost every inch of it punctured with holes and rings and anchor points to use. And I do.

I attach Ariel’s cuffs to the arms of the chair, a clip on either side so that there’s no give. Watching her, I see her chest start to rise and fall more quickly as the initial fear of not being able to move hits. Her fingers push against the chair, and she starts to squirm. “Ariel,” I say, “breathe. Are you in pain?”

“No sir.” She says, and her body suddenly relaxes. Very nice.

I kneel down in front of her—a rare sight that she should cherish—and buckle cuffs onto her ankles. She has fucking gorgeous legs, and I’ll be glad to explore them later. I pull her right leg up and back, draping it over both her arm and the arm of the chair before attaching binding it in place. I do the same with her left leg and fuck she looks amazing spread open like that. Her pussy is already wet, glistening under the lights, and her eyes are glazed with arousal. I’ll have to remember just how much she likes bondage. For the final touch, I collar her neck to the chair. Not tight—she’ll be able to breathe just fine, but enough to keep her from thrashing around.

The group of people keeps growing as I set up the countdown clock where Ariel can see it. “Connor,” a voice comes from the crowd, and I look to find Matthew, the owner of Club Masque, standing at the edge of the area. “It’s been a while since you did a scene.”

“Not a scene,” I say, raising my voice so the people watching can hear. “A challenge.”

A small smile appears on Matthew’s face. “It’s been a while since one of those as well. What is it?”

“The challenge is this:” I make a dramatic gesture towards Ariel, and hold up the vibrator. “Ariel has agreed to be restrained, and she’ll be wearing this. I will control it. If she manages to last for fifteen minutes without coming, we’ll excuse ourselves upstairs, and you all can listen for the screams.” Laughter ripples through the gathered crowd, “If not, that’s the only orgasm she gets, and she’s mine for the rest of the night.”

There’s murmuring and a couple of whistles. Matthew smiles, “Have fun.”

I turn back to Ariel, whose face is bright red now. I don’t think she likes being the center of attention like this. Too bad. I lean over her. “Are you ready for this, little one?”

“I have no idea,” she whispers.

“I guess we’re about to find out.” Leaning down, I run my tongue over her pussy. Fuck, she tastes good. Her hips jerk, and she moans, unable to do more because of the way she’s bound. Just where I want her.

Gently, I work the toy inside of her pausing to adjust it to what I think is the best angle. I make sure it’s resting directly over her clit—otherwise, this challenge might be easier for her. But I have no plans to lose.

I hold up the remote so that she can see it. “Fifteen minutes.” I push the button on the clock, “Time starts now.”


ARIEL



I’ve made a huge mistake.

The vibrator roars to life inside me, and I know immediately that he’s going to win. I’m too warmed up, too wet. There’s absolutely no way in hell that I’ll last fifteen minutes with this kind of stimulation. Damn my body and loving what he did to it so much. While he was restraining me, all I could think was yes! And finally! By the time he was finished I was dripping wet, and it felt like my body was thrumming. And then when he put his mouth on me…

Oh god. I should not think about his mouth on me while I have a vibrator inside me. It’s too good, and I want it again too much.

My eyes are closed. I force them open, looking around. If I look around I can be distracted. If I look around I can focus on something that’s not the vibrations echoing back and forth between my G-spot and my clit, feeling so fucking amazing. The clock is right in my line of sight, and damn it all to hell. It’s barely been two minutes.

I listen for the music of the club, grab onto the bass beat in my head, try to listen to the words, but I can’t. I can hear voices murmuring, and somewhere someone calls out, “You can do it, Ariel!”

Master Connor laughs, “No rules against cheering. Either for or against.”

Immediately more voices reach out. Some are telling me to hold on, others telling me to give in. Oh god, I had forgotten for just a second that people are watching me. They’re going to see me succeed or fail. It firms up my resolve, and I push back against the pleasure. I can do this. I will do it. Five minutes have passed.

The vibrations change, no longer a low and steady thrum, they’re a wave, flowing back and forth from one end of the vibrator to the other, trading intensities like the tide. It’s harder to resist the feeling when it’s so rhythmic, pulsing back and forth, teasing me. Connor is looking at me, and his gaze so filled with heat and lust that it sends a burst of arousal through me. I pull against the restraints, arching, trying to get back some measure of control, but there’s nothing. There’s no give.

I hear the voices of my friends from the edge of the scene area, cheering for me, telling me to hold on. I wish I believed them. Seven minutes. Oh god, the vibrations morph from steady waves into short staccato bursts. Just like never ending Morse-code dashes. It rockets up the intensity in my clit, and I swear I think I’m going to go over the edge. No. No. I grit my teeth against the feeling, and I break out into a sweat. I’ve never fought an orgasm this hard in my life. Everything in my body is screaming at me just to give in because it’s going to feel so good, but I can’t.

Keep your shit together just a little longer, Ariel. It will feel better if you don’t come, I swear. Nine minutes.

Connor comes and stands in front of me, arms crossed, eyes focused on mine. I’m trapped, pinned by his gaze, and I can feel myself start to lose it. The way he’s looking at me like I’m the only thing in the world that matters. And the way he’s towering over me, perfect body on display, completely in control. Fuck, it’s everything I’ve wanted. The pleasure in my pussy and clit is too much. I’m riding that line of pleasure just before the storm, and my legs fight against the restraints begging to move. The intensity of the vibrations go up a notch, and I moan. Suddenly the cheers are that much louder, and I know I must look like I’m about to come. Eleven minutes. Shit.

The intensity goes up again. And again. And again. I scream out my frustration. I’m no longer in control of my body, hips thrusting against the vibrator, hands in fists pulling at my cuffs. Connor smiles at me. It’s not a comforting smile. Shit. The intensity goes up one more time.

Oh god, no.

My body locks down, muscles freezing and releasing as I come, crying out. Pleasure crashes over me in a wave, and I feel like I can’t breathe. I feel the flood of my orgasm dripping out of me, the release sending shudders up my spine. The vibrator is still going and I twist against it, every extra jolt giving me one more second of this exquisite bliss. Every nerve is sizzling with it, and I think this might be the best orgasm I’ve ever had. It keeps going, another wave washing up and over me, leaving me limp in the restraints as it subsides.

I hear the voices then. Cheering and clapping. Some are still for me and some are consoling me. I try to bring my mind back from that place of pleasure, feeling dazed. The vibrator isn’t going anymore, but Connor is still standing in front of me. Connor. The challenge. Fuck. Fuck.

I look at the clock. It’s frozen now, eleven minutes, forty-five seconds. I look back at him, mouth going dry. He’s grinning like a school boy. “Was it a good orgasm?” he asks.

“Yes, Sir.” I refrain from telling him it was the best I’ve ever had. He already has enough satisfaction from beating me in this challenge.

He pulls the toy out of me, and I groan, now overly sensitive. “I hope it was worth it.”

“Me too.”

Connor laughs while he puts the toy away, coming back to stand with me. The crowd is dispersing a little, though there are still some waiting to see what happens next. To see what he’s going to do with me. I think he’s going to undo my restraints, but he doesn’t. He reaches down, finger toying with my clit, drifting across my pussy. It makes me jump. “What are you doing?” I ask, and when he looks up at me sharply, quickly adding, “Sir.”

“Whatever I want,” he says simply. “You’re mine for the night, remember?”

I do remember.

“And I like the way your pussy looks like this, spread open for me.” The smirk on his face is wicked, “I might as well take advantage while I have you here.” He reaches down and opens his pants, allowing his cock to spring free. It’s fully hard, and even though I’ve never seen Master Connor naked, I knew it would be big. I’ve heard the stories. And big he is. Thick and straight. He pulls a condom out of his pocket watching him roll it on is mesmerizing. Arousing. I’ve waited a long time for this, and now that I finally have it he’s not going to let me come.

But I agreed to do it. No turning back on the bargain now.

He touches me again, and I jump. “Hmm, still a little sensitive,” he says. “I’ll have to be careful.”

Grabbing the arms of the chair he leans over me, fitting himself to me. Then he slips in slowly. He’s so big he takes my breath away. It’s coming in short gasps, matching in time with the little thrusts Connor is doing to work himself into me. When he’s finally in, he smiles. “You feel good, little one.”

The way I’m restrained, unable to move, with his cock deep inside me, I don’t remember when I’ve felt so vulnerable. There’s nothing I can do. My body eases and I feel a sinking sensation as I let go, falling into a place of submission. “There you go,” Connor says. “You’re mine tonight, Ariel. That means I can do whatever I want. But it also means you’re safe. You can just be.”

“Yes, Sir.” I do feel safe. I feel good. Relaxed. I don’t have any control. He can have it all.

“If you feel like you are going to come, you tell me immediately. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Sir.”

He smiles. “Good. Hold on.”

Funny. Hold on. I can’t hold on. I can’t even move. And then I can’t breathe. Because Master Connor has started to fuck me.


CONNOR



Fucking Ariel feels like coming home. I can’t believe I’ve gone this long without any kind of sex. How stupid can you be to get so caught up in your own shit that you’d deprive yourself of this? Her pussy is so tight and wet, made even tighter by the position I’ve tied her in, and she feels like heaven.

Seeing her fall into subspace, I didn’t think my cock could get any harder than it was after seeing her come. But it did, right inside her. Watching a sub accept your control is the biggest high there is. I’m convinced of it.

But even without that, she’s amazing. I didn’t think she would last so long. There was a moment—just a moment—where I thought about letting her succeed. Thought about allowing her to make it to fifteen minutes and taking her upstairs where I could make her mine in any way I wished. But no. That can happen another night. Tonight, I want to tease her. I want her to be so out of her mind with desire that she begs me for it. She told me she’s wanted me this whole time but didn’t know how to ask. So I’m going to make sure that she knows how to ask.

Ariel’s eyes are closed, lips parted as I slam into her. She’s accepted that I have all the power. In fact, she’s given it all up. Otherwise, she wouldn’t be so relaxed. I roll my hips against hers, pleasure building in the base of my spine. Her pussy clamps down on my cock, and I groan. This is going to feel so good. Her eyes fly open, cheeks suddenly flushed, “Sir.” Her voice is desperate.

I stop dead, buried to the hilt, even though it kills me. “Were you going to come?”

“Yes, Sir.”

I lean down drawing her mouth into a kiss. It’s the first time that we’ve kissed, and her lips are sweeter than I imagined. “Good girl.” Ariel tries to move, wiggling her hips, she can’t help it. I place a hand on her stomach, gently pressing until she stills. “No.”

“Please,” she says, her voice small.

The corner of my mouth curls up. “Little one, you’re going to be begging me much more than that by the time I’m through with you tonight.”

She closes her eyes, a little moan escaping her throat.

I understand her problem. Sympathize. But this was the deal. “How close are you now?”

“Nowhere close.” Her voice is miserable. I try very, very hard not to smile as I pull back and plunge into her again. My cock is aching with the need to come, and I close my eyes, letting the image of Ariel coming play over in my head. Her head thrown back, neck straining against the collar, breasts heaving as she almost screamed. Fingers spread wide, reaching for something to hold on to while her hips convulsed, pussy gushing. Fuck.

I increase my speed, pounding into her with everything I’ve got, and I let go with a groan. I bury myself in her so deep I don’t know if I’ll ever come out. My vision goes white, heat and pleasure barreling through my body and out through my cock. I grind into her, enjoying the feeling of her squirming under me. Opening my eyes, I find her staring at me, eyes glassy. I recognize that look—pleasure, and acceptance. The perfect combination.

I kiss her again, thrusting into her until the last drop of pleasure drains from my body. She kisses me back so sweetly, giving me everything even though tonight I’m going to do nothing but take. I wonder how it is I’ve never noticed her before now. Pulling back, I ease myself out of her, clean up. She needs water and to stretch before the next part of the evening.

Slowly, I release her from the restraints. Neck first, one leg at a time, and both arms. She sags in the chair, and I lift her up into my arms. Kara sees what I’m doing and hands me a blanket with a water bottle. I nod my thanks and take Ariel over to a couch, where I tuck the blanket around her on my lap. Nothing like a well-satisfied subbie on your lap, even if they’re soon going to be less than satisfied. I arrange her so that her head is resting against my shoulder, and I like the way her skin feels on mine: warm and soft.

Ariel isn’t too deep—it doesn’t take her too long to come back to the surface. I see it when the light hits her eyes again. “Back, little one?”

She looks at me and registers how and where we’re sitting. “I think so.”

“Good.” I place the water bottle in her hands, “Drink some of that.” She does, and I watch her, making sure she’s back to full speed. “How do you feel?”

Her cheeks flush red, and she drops her gaze. “Embarrassed.”

“Why?” That wasn’t what I was expecting.

“Because I thought I could do it.”

I smile, “You’re embarrassed because you came?”

“A little, yeah.”

“You shouldn’t be,” I say, tilting her chin up to mine and kissing her, “Seeing you come was fucking hot.”

“But—” she looks like she’s going to argue, and changes her mind. “What happens now?”

“That’s a good question,” I say, thinking about all the ways I can tease her now that she’s mine for the night. My cock hardens just imagining the possibilities. Ariel feels that and squirms on my lap, which only makes me harder. I laugh, “The short answer is: ‘whatever I want.’”

“What’s the long answer?”

I raise an eyebrow at her. “You’ll find out soon enough. And now that you’re back, I think it’s time you remembered your manners.”

“Yes, Sir.”

I tug the blanket off us and stand, lifting her with me. Her arms come up to hold onto my neck, and I smile. I like the little gestures subs use to show you that they trust, even if they’re anxious. I sit her on the bar. “Lie down.”

Ariel’s eyes go wide. “When you said you would strap me to the bar…”

“Yes?”

“I never bluff, Ariel.”

She meets my eyes, and I don’t back down. I see her throat move as she swallows. She’s nervous. More now than for the challenge. Maybe because of what she tried to negotiate. She thinks I’m going to let anyone who likes touch her, even though I said I wouldn’t. I need to be careful with that—I don’t want to push her too far.

Slowly, she lays back. I help her, arrange her the way I want. Lengthwise on the bar, wrists and ankle cuffs clipped to anchor points on either side. It’s been awhile since I’ve had anyone at my disposal on the bar, and I can’t help the grin that’s on my face. I duck under the bar, nodding to Rhett to let him know he can stop tending. He nods back, and I see him smirk at how I’ve restrained Ariel.

“What are your safe words?” I ask her, not making any attempt to hide how much I’m enjoying this.

“Mermaid and Red.”

“Mermaid?” I ask.

She rolls her eyes, “My name is Ariel, it’s easy to remember.”

I run a hand down her body, starting at her neck and ending at her clit. She gasps as I circle it with my thumb. “I’m a pretty easy-going Dom, little one. But you’ll be sorry if you roll your eyes at me again. I think tonight is already going to be hard enough.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“All right, then.”

She tries to lift her hand, and I see the moment she realizes just how immobile she is—how until now it just felt like she was lying down. I see her realize just how real this bargain she made is.


ARIEL



I’m trapped. I can’t move my arms, can’t move my legs. I know I was just strapped to a chair, but this feels different. More vulnerable. Here on top of a bar where the whole club can come close and touch. My heart rate speeds up, and I try to swallow my rising panic. It doesn’t work. I pull against the cuffs, arms and legs moving no more than a few inches and I feel like I can’t breathe.

There’s a hand on my chest right between my breasts. Oh god, it’s already started. The touching.

“Ariel,” the deep voice cuts through my thoughts like a knife, “Look at me.”

I focus on the face above me. Master Connor. His eyes are a rich brown, and they’re focused on me with concern. “Breathe.” His tone is laced with that dark, intangible sound of command, and I find myself heaving a breath in. “Again.” I do.

I can hear the music in the club again, hear the sounds of people moving around, nowhere near me. The hand that’s touching me is Connor’s and not a stranger. “Breathe through it.” He says, his hand moving slowly down my body. It’s a motion that’s both soothing and arousing. “Do you trust me, Ariel?”

I can’t answer. My tongue is still tied with barely bound panic. All the things that my brain thinks I should have thought about before I said yes to this. He’s a new partner. You don’t know him very well. He tied you to the bar.

“You are safe with me,” he says. “When I said you were mine for the night, I meant it. And while I’m going to enjoy teasing you, I protect what’s mine. No one comes near me without my permission. And if they do, it’s because I trust them.” His hand makes another stroke down my body, pausing to caress my breasts and then drag his fingers down my stomach. His words sink in, and I feel my body relax. He doesn’t bluff. I’ve never seen him do anything that would make me not trust him.

I let out a shaky breath, and he smiles. “There you are. Do you want to use your safe word?”

“A minute ago I might have said yes, Sir.”

He nods, “And now?” I hesitate, and he leans down, taking a kiss from me. His lips are unyielding, and I open for him, body arching off the bar to meet his, and held down by my restraints.

“Can I ask?”

“Sure.” He’s got a smirk on his face and a sparkle in his eye as his hand strokes lower, fingers drawing patterns on my hipbones.

My heart is still beating too quickly, and I’m nervous what he’ll say, that he won’t like that I’m asking again. “What happens now? I know I already asked, and I’m sorry.”

Connor shakes his head. “Don’t apologize, little one. I should have noticed how anxious you were. We’re going to play,” he says. “I’ll keep you close for the rest of the night, and I might tease you, I might take you, I might display you. My choice. If you trust me enough to let me keep you for the rest of the night.” Leaning down so that his mouth is right by my ear, his voice sends goosebumps across my skin. “And even though you’re not allowed to come, I don’t think you’ll find it entirely unenjoyable.”

There’s a lingering promise in those words that makes me shudder. “Okay.”

He grins, “Thank you for the trust, little one. I think you deserve a little bit of a reward for that.”

His fingers drift from my hips right to the center of me, dragging through my pussy, which is still swollen and sensitive. Given his plans, I don’t think that’s going to change anytime soon. The way he’s touching me is slow and languorous, causing my muscles to tighten and legs to shift. I try to open then wider, to invite him in further, but my legs stay where they are. Dammit.

Slipping a finger inside me, Connor caresses that rough spot inside my pussy that makes me jump while he grinds the base of his palm down onto my clit. It’s nothing but sweet, deep pleasure. I know that I might as well enjoy this since he’s not going to let it go any further, but I can’t help wanting more. His hand speeds up, steadily working my body into a frenzy, spears of pleasure exploding from where he’s touching. I move as much as I can, grinding into him, and he chuckles at my effort. The way he’s thrusting against my G-spot has my breath going short, and I feel so good, so close. I moan, and I think he might let me come again. Just once.

I’m wrong.

His hands disappear, and I cry out at the loss, my body trying to fight towards that orgasm and failing. I wilt against the bar as I feel it fade into nothing. Connor is smiling over me again, “I said that you wouldn’t find it entirely unenjoyable, but I think you’ll find it more than a little frustrating.”

“You’re evil.” I say, and correcting myself when I see his sharp look, “Sir.”

“Just a Dom, sweetheart.” I bite my lip to keep from spilling out some snide remark that’s only going to get me in more trouble. “I’m going to serve drinks for a bit. Don’t speak to anyone. I’m never more than a few steps away. I’ll be back to play more in a little bit. Can’t let your body get too excited, now can I?” He winks and walks away.

I swear under my breath, arousal cascading through me at his words. I really am his for the night. I let that same sinking sensation roll over me. Acceptance. Submission. I never thought it would be like this, but it’s not my job to choose what happens. I breathe out a long and steady breath, letting my body settle. I can feel the remnants of pleasure pulsing in my lower body—a sweet ache.

“Ariel.” A voice hisses, and I look to see Kara a few steps away from the bar. Her eyes are wide, “Are you okay?”

Connor told me not to speak to anyone, so I don’t. I just nod. She looks like she’s going to say something else when Master Rhett appears behind her. “Interrupting a scene?”

Her eyes drop. “No, Sir.”

Rhett turns her towards him and grins, while he roams a hand over her ass. “I’d hate to have to spank you. I still might.”

Kara throws a look over her shoulder at me, still concerned, but not about to contradict her Dom. I didn’t tell any of my friends that I was going over to the bar to challenge Connor. They must think I’m crazy.

Looking back towards Connor, he’s chatting with someone at the other end of the bar. A tattoo climbs up his back, spinning up along his spine and out across his shoulder blades. I want to touch it—to see what it is up close. If I ever get him to take me alone, I’ll ask for permission to explore him. Another burst of heat flows through me. I want him in a way I’ve never wanted anyone, and even the way he took me earlier isn’t enough. I feel all lingering anxiety fall away. If this is all I get of him, I’ll take it.

A few minutes later he appears over me again, looking me over, and I feel his fingers touching my cuffs lightly, checking my circulation. “You look hot, little one. Maybe you need something to cool you down.”

“Yes, Sir.”

He drops his lips to cover my breast, and I cry out because there’s ice in his mouth. My nipple hardens under the cold, both my breasts tightening. Connor pushes the ice cube with his tongue, guiding it in circles around the sensitive peak. “Ohh.”

Connor’s mouth moves to my other nipple, the ice growing smaller but still managing to raise goosebumps on my skin. The contrast between the heat of his mouth and the cold makes me shiver. Dragging what’s left of the ice cube across what’s left of my skin, he moves across my collarbones and up my neck just below my ear. And then the ice is gone, and it’s just his lips teasing my skin. “Ariel, if you think you’re going to come, I want you to ask permission.”

Permission? Why do I need to ask permission if I’m not allowed to come?

He must see the confusion on my face because he keeps going. “You told me that you’ve wanted to scene with me but didn’t know how to ask. Consider this a lesson in how to ask for what you want, even when you know that answer will be no.”

Bastard. I open my mouth to call him so many names, but the only thing that comes out of my mouth is a small scream. Connor’s fingers are in my pussy again, an ice cube lazily circling my clit. “Oh god oh god oh god.” It’s a chant that comes from my lips, and I can’t stop. The ice is so cold it almost hurts, but the way he’s moving against me has me squirming, trying to feel more. I’m suddenly wetter than I’ve been all night, dripping all over his hand. Heat and cold heat and cold. Chills and pleasure run up my spine in alternating waves, and I’m fighting against the restraints, my body unsure if it wants to be closer or run away.

Pressure builds in my stomach, and as the ice melts it gives way to that relentless heat and pleasure. Connor places his other hand on my stomach, pressing low while he continues the movement of his fingers, and my world explodes. Pleasure, pleasure, pleasure. I’m drowning in it. Swimming in a sea that’s about to go over a waterfall. “Please,” I beg him, “Please, Sir, can I come.”

“No.”

He doesn’t stop, pushing me further towards the edge, towards that point of no return. “Please please please.” I think I might be shouting it, fighting to get just a fraction closer to him, anything to send me over that cliff into endless bliss.

“No, Ariel.” His hands slow, and my body sags, tension draining, body shuddering and spasming, furious that it’s been brought to the edge again without release. I groan, though it’s closer to a sob. “Though,” he adds mildly, “You look sexy as fuck when you beg.”

I glare at him, not trusting my mouth to get me into more trouble, and he laughs. “I’ll be back soon.”

Fuck fuck fuck. I don’t know how I’m going to last the whole night.

It feels like forever until he comes back to me, gives me some water from a bottle. “Still mad at me?” He asks, smirking.

“Yes, sir.”

“Thought so.” He doesn’t seem bothered by it though. In fact, in all the time I’ve been watching him, I don’t think I’ve ever seen Connor smile this much.

A female voice cuts across the bar, “Evening, Connor.”

I turn my head and see a tall woman dressed in latex, leading a young man on a leash. “Sam,” Connor says. Mistress Samantha. She looks at me with a smile, “I’ve always enjoyed watching what happens after your games. Never quite know what they’re getting in for, do they?”

“No,” he says, and I swear I can hear him trying to stifle a laugh.

“I thought I’d come and see if she was available?”

My whole body goes rigid, and I feel Connor look down at me. “What did you have in mind?”

The Domme tugs on the leash, and the young man steps forward. “This is Andrew. My newest.”

“Congrats.”

She runs a finger down Andrew’s arm, and he shudders, leaning closer to her. “I’m very much enjoying his training,” she says almost to herself. Then she looks at Connor and lifts a suggestive eyebrow. “He’s very good at teasing.”

Connor grins, running a hand down me in that same soothing stroke he used earlier. “Fine. Mouth only.” He leans down murmurs to me, “Remember you need to ask.”

Andrew climbs up onto the bar and has his head between my legs before I can even blink. My body flares to life like a bonfire. It hasn’t been nearly long enough for it to forget just how close it was. Andrew’s tongue explores me, swirling up and around my clit and down, darting into my pussy before coming back and repeating the circuit. Connor looks on with an amused smile, and I don’t know how to feel. Don’t know why it’s so fucking hot that he’s watching someone else taste me.

Andrew sucks deeply on my clit, and I moan. No wonder Mistress Samantha likes him. He’s very good at this. I can already feel the pleasure sizzling behind my clit, ready to explode. He seals his mouth over me, sucking deep, and my hips arch off the table as far as I can. He nips my clit with his teeth, and I know it’s coming. Coming too fast. I don’t know if I’ll be able to stop it. What happens if I can’t stop it? “Please, Sir.” My voice is ragged.

“What?” He asks too sweetly.

“Please, can I come?”

“No.”

Andrew’s mouth keeps moving, every lap of his tongue taking me closer to that peak. I’m blind with the pleasure, barely finding my words. “Sir. Please, I can’t⁠—”

“That’s enough, Andrew.” A woman’s voice.

He doesn’t stop, tongue circling my clit in frantic strokes. Close. I’m so close. Yes yes yes. No. Andrew’s head disappears suddenly and my scream is one of frustration as my pleasure coils inward and down, retreating deep inside instead of exploding outward. So close. I feel the restraints on my arms and legs loosen, feel myself set upright on the inside of the bar, pressed from behind by Connor.

I blink my eyes open, dazed, and see Mistress Samantha has Andrew by the hair. Not hard, but enough to keep him from moving. “You disobeyed. Why?” Her voice is flat.

“I thought she deserved to come, mistress.”

“That’s not your choice, is it?” She says, smiling in a way that makes me shiver. “Apologies, Connor. I have to go punish my sub.” Samantha leads him away, and I’m left, panting, pinned in place by the hardness that is Connor’s body.

“And how about you?” He asks softly, “You were going to come?”

“Yes, Sir.”


CONNOR



“Yes, Sir,” she says in a breathy voice. “I couldn’t—I couldn’t stop it.”

Ariel is still catching her breath, and the way she’s moving, her ass pushing into me, is doing nothing for the state of my cock. Its been rock hard since she accepted being on the bar. Watching her fight her own release because I’ve told her she can’t come is the best thing I’ve seen in months, and I’m not finished.

“I’m very glad you didn’t,” I say, pulling back and looking down at her naked ass. Working a hand into her hair, I pull her back against me. I bring my hand down on her ass and she yelps, squirming but still caught in my grip. I spank her again, and again. Five times. “That’s a little reminder,” I say softly.

“Yes, Sir.”

“What’s my name?” I ask her.

“Connor, Sir.”

I snake my arm around her waist, below her breasts, holding us together. I want her to be overwhelmed, reminded that I’m in control. “What’s my name to you, little one? What’s my title?”

She stills in my arms, her breath finally slowing. “Master Connor.” She says it hesitantly.

Earlier I didn’t lie to her when I said that not many people call me Master. But I like the way she says it. “Good girl,” I say, “And since you had such a good time with Andrew’s mouth, I’m going to see what we can do with yours.” I spin her around to face me. “Kneel.”

I take her arms as she does, attaching both of them to an anchor point on the bar above her head. I glance around the bar. There’s a few people watching us play, and a growing crowd of people who need drinks. Thankfully, some of the waitresses have stepped in to help, but it’s still my job. Ariel or no. “As much as I’d like to just play with you, I still have a bar to tend. So I’m going to work, and you’ll be here.” I unzip my pants and almost groan with the relief of releasing my cock. Its been bordering on painful. I make sure Ariel’s eyes are on mine. “Whenever my cock is within reach, I expect your mouth to be on it.” I have the satisfaction of watching her eyes go wide, dropping to what’s right in front of her.

“Yes, Master,” she breathes. Hell, I should have had her calling me that earlier.

“Including right now.”

She doesn’t waste any time, sealing her mouth over me. Holy fuck. I grip the bar hard enough that I think I feel the wood give. With her hands restrained, Ariel has to work to keep me close, to keep my cock where she wants it. And work she does. She sucks me hard, pulling me towards her, and bobbing her head up and down. I could die right now, and heaven wouldn’t come close to this feeling. Shit.

I force my eyes open and try to focus. Drinks, Connor. Serve some drinks. I pull myself free and walk away, only sparing a tiny backward glance at Ariel. Little captive angel. I love the way it looks—hands pinned above her head, tits arched forward, knees fallen open so she can keep her balance. I can see a tempting glimpse of her pussy between those knees. But more than all of that, that she’s there for me. At my disposal.

I serve the drinks, chatting up a few customers before wandering down the bar again. I make a point not to look at her as I come close enough for her to touch me. She doesn’t disappoint, mouth sinking onto my cock as soon as she can reach it. Tongue and lips drag across my skin, working their way up and down, up and down from the base to the sensitive tip and back. Ariel swallows me, plunging deep onto my cock and making me curse. There’s a vibration that buzzes through me from her mouth, and I think she might be laughing. I don’t let her see me smile too. Sassy little sub.

Matthew appears in front of me at the bar, immediately noticing Ariel’s fingers, the only thing visible to him. “Have your prize back there?”

“I do.”

He smirks, “How’s it going?”

“Good,” I say, reaching down and tangling a hand in Ariel’s hair. I guide her deeper onto my cock as I smile at Matthew. “I’m enjoying it.”

“I’m glad.”

Ariel pulls back for air, and I give her only a second before I push her back down, feeling my cock slide all the way into her throat. Fuck. Her throat contracts around me and I almost come right then. “It’s your turn,” I tell Matthew. “You’ve been single longer I have.”

He frowns. “Not yet.”

Under the bar I release Ariel. For the moment. She leans against my hip, panting into my skin. I size up Matthew. “We should talk,” I say. “When you’re ready.”

Pushing away from the bar, he smiles at me, though it’s a sad smile. “Thank you for the offer. And enjoy your prize while you have her.”

“Oh, I will,” I say, pulling Ariel back onto me. Her eyes lock with mine, and I see a sparkle in them. I leave her gasping as I go to wait on some other customers.

I let her tease me over and over again, reveling in the feeling of wet and heat and suction. But I don’t ever let her take me all the way. Not yet. When I pull her up off the floor an hour later, there’s a wet spot where she was kneeling. “You enjoyed that,” I say to her. It’s not a question.

A bright flush blooms across her cheeks, and she looks down, again embarrassed. “Yes, Master.”

I like this dichotomy. The girl that will laugh with a cock in her throat and also be embarrassed by her enjoyment. So contradictory. She’ll be more embarrassed by the time the night is over. I make sure of it.

I perch her on the bar and lick her clean, enjoying the taste of her and almost wishing I could drink in more of her if I let her come. Her voice, begging me, rings across the bar, drawing every eye in the club. I make her face the club, legs wide, touching herself while anyone who wanted to watch could, her face so red she looked sunburned. I tease her with my fingers and my cock, watching her shudder with desire, aching for the release I refuse to give her.

And finally, the club almost empty and closing time near, I fuck her again. Ariel is bent so far over the bar she’s on her toes, her tits in my hands as I pound into her relentlessly. I’ve been waiting to come again almost as long as she has, and it’s ecstasy. Her pussy contracts on my cock, desperately trying to hold on. And I feel her breathing pick up that ragged rhythm I’ve come to know so well in the last few hours. Even though it nearly kills me, I slow my pace, letting her body settle under mine. Tiny muscles in her skin spasm, and I know she’s close to the breaking point. “Please,” she begs, voice rough with use, “just once.”

“No.” There’s part of me that feels bad about denying her so long. I want to see her come explosively. But the other part of me is celebrating the fact that even after all this, she’s putting my will above hers. Truly, gorgeously, submissive.

I thrust deep into her, my climax close and ready. It sizzles down my spine, blasting through me like pure white fire as I bury myself in her, spending myself and bathing in that glorious pleasure that I won’t let her feel. The power of it kicks through me, making my release last that much longer. Fuck that was good. I needed this.

She’s trembling when I pull out of her, and I carry her back over to the couch where we started the evening. She jumps at every touch, body strung so high that even the little things feel magnified. “You did very well,” I tell her, and she leans into me.

“Thank you, Master.”

I’m not sure what she’s thanking me for, the compliment, or the experience. Either way, the words warm me up. “You’re welcome, little one.” I kiss her, thoroughly enjoying the way her body blossoms with hope, arms curling around my neck. No. Not like that. I pull away. “Your clothes are in the locker room,” I say. “I had them moved.”

She nods, and I can already see her wheels spinning. As soon as she makes it to the locker room, she’s going to make herself come. Or so she thinks. “One more thing,” I say, and she looks at me. “You aren’t allowed to touch yourself until morning.”

Her mouth falls open, “What?”

“You’ve waited this long,” I say, the corner of my mouth pulling up, “You can wait a little longer.”

“But the club is closing, Master.”

I shift her in my lap. “Yes, it is, but the bargain you made was for the night. So you either agree to this, or I take you upstairs to one of the overnight rooms, and I’ll make sure you follow my command.”

Her eyes widen, and I see her translate: I’ll take her upstairs and tease her for the rest of the night. “I can do it.” She says quietly.

“Good girl,” I say before I put a mock pout on my face, “Though I was hoping you’d say no. I’m hard just thinking about you in a chastity belt.” She stops breathing. Interesting. I’ll have to keep that in mind if we play again. I set her on her feet, giving her one last kiss. “Have a good night, little one.”

“You too. Master.”


ARIEL



This week as I step into Club Masque I feel different. Confident. I know exactly what my plan is, and I have every intention of carrying it out. No embarrassment, no fear.

Last week as soon as I woke up, I could barely keep my hands off myself. My body was so ready that I came in less than a minute. My orgasm was so hard and so long, I don’t think I’ve ever felt anything like it. And then there was another orgasm. And another, and another. I had to change my sheets.

Did that make last week worth it? I don’t know. Being under Connor’s command was like a dream. My body responded to him in a way it never has with anyone else. But the whole night without coming was…exquisite torture.

But this week I trained. Every morning and night, using my vibrator ruthlessly on myself, stretching out the time between my orgasms longer and longer. I can do it this time. And this time I came dressed for battle. No white tonight. My outfit is red through and through. Well, through what little of it there is. Panties held on by ribbons tied on either side of my hips, and a red satin harness that’s more skin than fabric. The thin strips create designs across my skin, just barely covering the nipples. The highest red heels I own, and my cuffs. I have matching red ones this time.

Lyssa sees me on the way in and whistles. “Damn, girl. Who’s the target?”

I smirk, “You know.”

“Payback?” She grins, a drink already in her hand. “I’m always down for that.”

“Wish me luck. Tell the others?”

“Will do.” She toasts me as she runs off.

I stop behind a pillar, hiding from view but still able to see the bar. Connor is doing his usual thing—pouring drinks and chatting—though he seems more upbeat than he has in some time. I’d like to think that had something to do with me, but I also don’t want to kid myself. I’m going to get what I came for, and then that will be that. This week he’s not shirtless. Instead, his black t-shirt is so tight that I can still see his abs. It’s sexy in a different way, but he’s still mind-blowingly hot. I wait until there’s a lull in the crowd before I make my approach. I stand at the same end of the bar where I challenged him last weekend. No sense in changing what worked. “Master Connor.”

I say it quietly, but he hears and looks instantly. Watching him take me and the outfit in, watching lust fill his face, I’m suddenly wet, and he hasn’t even spoken.

“Ariel.” He walks towards me, and he smirks. That same little smile that reminds me of everything he did to me. My body shudders in response. “Quite an outfit.”

“You didn’t like the white one.”

He raises an eyebrow. “In the white you looked like an angel. In that, you look like sin.”

I smile, “Is that a compliment?”

“Absolutely.” He laughs, “Can I get you something?”

I swallow, fighting against the nerves in my stomach. All the confidence in the world can’t block out the fear of him saying no. “Yes.”

“What can I get you?”

“I want to challenge you again.” I push the words out before I can second guess myself.

His face goes slack for a second. I’ve surprised him. He blinks, “Really?”

“Yes.”

“Most subs won’t even talk to me after losing a challenge.”

I shrug, “I’m not most subs.”

“No you’re not,” he whispers. Then he looks at me again, assessing. “Why?”

“Does it matter?”

“Maybe.”

I sigh, “Because I don’t like losing. Because the prize of having you to myself for a night is worth the risk. Because even though last week was somewhere between heaven and hell, I’ve never felt any like that. Never been able to…let go like that. With anyone.”

Connor nods his head. “I’ll take those reasons.”

“So you accept?”

His grin is wicked. “I do. But it won’t be the same.”

My stomach sinks, “No?”

“The prize, yes. But the punishment…I think this time I might take you upstairs anyway. I’ll tie you down and fuck you until you’re screaming my name. Of course, you won’t be allowed to come.”

A pulse of arousal rolls through me. The thought of being at his mercy while he takes his pleasure from me sends wetness rushing to my pussy, and I think I may have already soaked through the flimsy panties. “Okay,” I say.

“Oh, and one more thing,” Connor says, leaning over the bar. “No one has ever come back for seconds. So it has to be harder this time.”

I take a breath to keep from fidgeting, from showing my nerves. Connor lets his gaze drag up and down my body. “Instead of fifteen minutes, this time it will be thirty.”
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I’m strapped to the chair again, an even bigger crowd gathering around the scene area. Lyssa and Kara are staring at me, and I’m pretty sure the thing that Lyssa’s mouthing at me is ‘are you crazy?’ One thing that’s different: Connor lets me keep the harness. In his words it’s ‘sexy as fuck.’

He doesn’t waste any time, setting up the clock, and repeating the ritual of licking across my pussy before he inserts the vibrator. “Good luck,” he says, smirking.

“Thank you, Master.”

“Thirty minutes, your time starts now.”

The vibrator buzzes to life, and the clock starts counting down. But this is what I’ve been training for all week. I shut my mind down. I don’t allow myself any sexy thoughts. I think about the weather and my grocery list and what time I want to go to my yoga class on Tuesday. Before I know it, five minutes have elapsed.

Connor pulls up a chair and sits across from me, watching like a hawk. I see the remote in his hand, see his fingers move as he clicks it into a new pattern—nothing I can’t handle. I don’t smile. I don’t make a smug face. I don’t want to give him any clues about how I’m feeling. No excuse to try to make me come sooner. Ten minutes elapsed. He slowly unbuttons his pants, never taking his eyes off me. He takes his cock in his hand, lazily stroking it as if I’m his personal show to watch. I guess I am.

Fifteen minutes gone, and I take a deep breath. I’m already further than I got in the last challenge. For the first time, I notice the people around us. The cheering. I tune them out again. Listening to them won’t help. I know that the last ten minutes will be the hardest. I trained myself up to twenty. Never thirty. I know I can do it, but I can’t lose focus even for a second.

The vibrator clicks up to a higher setting, and I relax into it. The less tension, the better. I look at Connor, his face incredulous that I’ve lasted this long. There’s a slight bit of worry there too. No one’s ever beaten him. There’s nothing I want more than to be the first, except for maybe him. Twenty minutes. The vibrator clicks up in intensity, switching into that rolling rhythm that’s so hard to resist. I try to relax, try to breathe through it, but it’s getting harder now.

Connor smirks at me, stroking his cock faster, forcing me to imagine him using that cock on me. It’s just what he wants. I close my eyes, grit my teeth. I didn’t come this far of lose. No. He switches to the staccato pattern. I resist, though the pleasure is building unbearably now. But it’s nothing compared to what he made me go through last week. If I can go for six hours without coming and being constantly teased, I can make it five more minutes with a vibrator on my G-spot.

Holy shit, I look at the clock again. Five minutes left.

Connor forces the vibrator up to the highest speed, and I nearly scream, sensation splintering through me and breaking my concentration. He has me on the edge now, but I can do it. I will fucking do it. I dig my fingers into the arm of the chair, locking down my muscles and resisting as he rotates through the patterns, trying to surprise my body into coming. I do scream now, watching the clock, I scream out my frustration, the sound letting me hold on just a little longer.

One minute. Holy shit. I hold my breath, not even thinking as I watch the clock. Nothing can touch me now. I won’t let it. Even though I’m looking over the edge, my body humming with pleasure and the sheer need to let go, I hold on. I watch the numbers on the clock fall. Thirty seconds. Twenty. Ten. Three. Two. One.

The club erupts with cheers, and the vibrator cuts off. I sag against the restraints, letting out the breath I took just a minute ago. Connor is gaping at me, still not believing what happened. I did it.

I won.


CONNOR



Holy fuck.

There’s nothing but noise and cheers around me as the timer tells us that thirty minutes came and went, and Ariel did not come. I didn’t go easy on her either. Simultaneous disappointment and awe fill me up. I guess her lessons last week helped. I never thought that this would happen. I can’t even be upset that she’s the first to beat me. I’m too impressed.

I put my cock away. There’s no point in me standing around gaping at Ariel like a fish. I was trying to taunt her with it, make her relive the pleasure I would give her and send her over the edge. Clearly, it didn’t work.

Ariel is sagging against the restraints, exhausted. She didn’t come, but she was close. She has a hard time focusing on me as I stand in front of her. “Congratulations.”

She smiles, still breathing hard. “Do I get my prize?”

“You do,” I say, fighting against a smile of my own. “But right now, I think you might spontaneously combust if you don’t come.” The small moan she makes lets me know that I was right—she was damn close. I drop to my knees in front of her, and her eyes go wide. “Consider this part of your prize,” I say, pulling out the vibrator. God, she’s so wet I can’t help myself. I put my mouth on her, drinking her in. Ariel’s body goes rigid, and it won’t take long to give her that release she’s looking for.

I drag my tongue across her in long, slow strokes from her pussy to her clit and back again. She’s trembling under my mouth, and I know that I could keep her here, let her hang on the edge of orgasm as long as I like. But she’s already waited long enough, and I’ll have plenty of time to tease her later. Circling my tongue up and around her clit, I lick her faster. Ariel’s breath comes in little gasps, her eyes closed and head thrown back against the chair. I suck her deep into my mouth at the same time I slide a finger into her pussy. I feel her shatter, a scream that’s pure pleasure coming from her throat. Her pussy floods and I drink it in, reveling in the deep, sweet taste of her. If I didn’t know how fucking good it felt to be inside her, this is how I’d spend the night—making her come over and over on my tongue.

I don’t move my mouth from her, don’t stop feasting on her until the tremors running through her subside. I scrape my teeth over her clit just for the satisfaction of watching her jump. “I guess tonight will be different then,” I say, smirking. I’m going to enjoy this. I’m going to tie her down and fuck her until she’s louder than the sound proof walls.

She doesn’t speak. I’m not sure if she can yet. I carefully release her from the restraints, gathering her up into my arms in a deja vu of last week. This time though, I have a different destination. Matthew appears in front of me as I carry Ariel towards the stairs. I manage to take the key he holds out. “Room seven,” he says, “I’ve found someone to cover the bar.”

“Thanks, Matt.”

He gives me a knowing smile, “Have fun.”

Room seven is my private room. Monitored, which means we can use it as long as we like—until morning if we want. That’s an interesting idea. I wonder if Matthew somehow knew that I was going to need it.

I carry Ariel up the stairs and open the door to room seven, which features a giant canopy bed. The entire room is shades of blue, and there’s equipment subtly worked into the design. Plenty of anchor points on the bed and the molding on the wall looks a lot like a St. Andrew’s cross. I think I’d like to see Ariel there, helpless while I fuck her against the wall. My cock is aching in my pants, and I know that if I don’t get inside her soon that I’m going to go mad.

“Ariel,” I say, and she opens her eyes, looking up at me while leaning on my shoulder. “Are you able to stand?”

“I think so.”

I set her on her feet, holding her against me and tangling a hand in her hair. I pull her face back to look at me. “How did you do it?”

She smiles faintly. “I trained all week. Every day with a vibrator until I could last twenty minutes. The last ten were just willpower.”

“Well, you impressed me.” I take her mouth in a kiss, and she opens for me. I run my hand down her spine and grab a healthy handful of her ass, enjoying the softness that’s there. “But I want you to understand this: You won some pleasure tonight, nothing more. You wanted a scene with me, and you’ll get it.” I smile as I feel her breath speed up. “All the choices are still mine.”

“Yes, Master.”

Fuck I like the way that sounds. I lead her over to the bed. “In the center.” She follows my instructions, but I don’t let go of her hand, attaching that sexy red cuff to the waiting chain. She watches me as I secure her other wrist, and stand at the end of the bed. “Open them.”

Ariel spreads her legs, and that sight will live with me forever—perfect legs slipping open to reveal a pussy that’s so wet it’s glistening. Her ankles are chained next and she’s spread open for me, nothing stopping me from taking her every way I choose.

I can’t get inside her fast enough. Stripping off my clothes and putting on a condom have never felt slower. But then I’m sinking into that perfect heat, Ariel groaning as I fill her up. “You feel so good, little one.”

“Thank you, Master,” though her words are more moan than speech. Later can be slower. Right now neither of us can wait. I slam into her, holding her hips still as I purge as deep as I can, close my eyes and feel the pleasure building at the base of my spine. Ariel’s busy contracts around me, tiny sounds of need coming from her lips, and I know that she’s close. That she’s going to be close all night and that I’m going to send her over. I’m going to make her come so much she’s going to wish she’d lost the challenge. I slow my pace, grinding my hips into hers, “Don’t come,” I tell her.

Her eyes fly open. “What? But I thought⁠—”

“You still have to ask permission,” I tell her. “The difference is that tonight, if you beg me enough, I’ll say yes.” I punctuate my words with a thrust of my hips, and her eyes roll back. She’s shaking with pleasure, and I don’t know if she’s even capable of asking me.

“Please, Master, may I come?”

“Yes.”

I pull back, burying myself deep inside her and not stopping. She comes, body arching into mine and her cries echoing off the walls. Her pussy locks down on my cock, and it overloads my own pleasure. Lighting barrels through my nerves, and I fuck her through this exquisite sensation, my own voice joining hers in the echo. It leaves me as quickly as I came, and I lower myself down onto her, kissing her. “Don’t expect me to be that nice all night,” I say. “Next time, and every time from now on, I’m going to make you beg.”

Her grin is both joyful and wicked as she squeezes down on my already hardening cock. “Is that a challenge, Master?”

“You bet your ass it is.” Only this time I’m not sure it’s one that I’ll win.


About the Author



Riley James writes steamy romances for your untamed side.

She lives in New York City with her husband and a grumpy tabby cat. When Riley’s not writing, she takes walks in her local park, continues her quest to find the best hot chocolate in the city, and buys way too many art supplies. Riley also loves spending time with her husband, finding inspiration for everything she writes.

She’s currently working on bringing you more filthy short stories. The dirtier, the better!

For updates about Riley's latest books, scorching bonus content and the occasional drink recipe, sign up Riley's newsletter here.

To connect with Riley

www.rileyjamesromance.com

[image: Facebook icon] [image: X (Twitter) icon]


Coming soon from Riley James


OWN ME


[image: Book cover]


Lyssa

I feel restless. I’m not sure what’s wrong, but this feeling has been growing for months: that I’m…missing something. But I don’t have a clue what it is.

Everything in my life is good—I like my job, and I love being with my friends at Club Masque. Or I thought I did, until submitting to someone in a scene no longer felt like enough. Until I stopped playing all together, afraid of the fact that I was craving more.

Then I see the poster—a charity auction hosted by the club, and a call for submissives to offer themselves for a good cause. Before I know it, I’ve signed myself up. Whoever wins me owns me for a week.

I don’t know if this is the answer, but I’m about to find out just how much more I can take.

Matthew

I know I’ve been hiding for the last year. Grieving, refusing to participate. It’s easier this way. But a wager has been made, and if I don’t find a submissive soon, my ass is going to be handed to me by my friends. I know they’re trying to help, but moving on isn’t easy.

The auction I’m holding at the club is the perfect place to dip my feet in again. No strings attached, nothing messy, just money and fun for a good cause. Sounds easy enough. But then Lyssa walks into my office.

She’s the last person I expected to sign up for the auction, and when I see what she’s offering, my jaw nearly hits the floor: one week of full submission.

I’ve never seen the sweet little sub do anything more than a short scene, and I’ve never heard her speak about a desire for something deeper. But she tells me this is what she needs, and I believe her. I’m starting to think that this might be exactly what I need too.
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