

USE ME
A Club Masque Short



RILEY JAMES



Contents



Also by Riley James
RHETT
KARA
RHETT
KARA
RHETT
KARA
About the Author
Coming soon from Riley James



Also by Riley James



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



RHETT



Walking through the doors of Club Masque is a homecoming that’s long overdue. After being overseas for three months, I’ve missed this place more than I’m willing to admit. It feels like I’ve never left.

The familiar sights and smells overwhelm me. The atmosphere of the club is rich and dark, dance music punctuated with the sounds of sex and the occasional scream. It’s early tonight, but already the dance floor is filled, and most of the scene areas occupied. I may have missed the familiarity of the club, but there’s no question that I missed the reason for this place even more. It’s been way too long since I took a sub, used her the way I want to, with absolute control. These long-term overseas contracts kill me. It’s not the easiest to get plugged into the lifestyle internationally, and if you do, there can be entanglements that are better avoided. So instead I opt for the lonely pleasure of my hand and look forward to coming back here.

I head to the bar, the man behind it catching my eye and raising his hand in greeting. Connor Jacobs is a giant. He’s taller than I am, which is rare. Ever an intimidating force, he’s the perfect choice to have behind the bar at a kink club. No one wants to fuck with him, and if they do they get thrown out on their—usually naked—ass.

He holds out a hand, and I shake it. “Connor.”

He gives me his trademark grin. “Rhett, man. Been a while this time.”

“Tell me about it. Remind me of that next time I agree to spend three months in Colombia in the dead of Summer.”

“I’ll do my best, though we both know you’ll be back out there soon enough.” He grabs a fresh glass, “drink?”

“Maybe later.”

He gives me a conspiratorial smile. “Going to play tonight then?”

“You better believe it. I’m starting to feel like my dick’s going to fall off.”

“Man, I don’t need to know about your dick.” He says, laughing, and handing me a glass of water. “But you came on a good night.”

“Why?”

He points across the room to a dimly lit corner. It’s filled with comfortable couches, tables with finger food, and people. The sub lounge. I don’t think it started out that way, but that section of the club has evolved into the place where the unattached submissives gather. Sitting in that section not only lets the subs socialize, but also usually lets the Doms know that they’re looking for a scene partner.

The little area is cluttered with subs waiting to be spotted. “I see what you mean.”

Connor nods. “There are some regulars over there, but we also had a beginners’ class maybe six weeks ago? There’s a whole crop of newbies for you to play with.”

I make a face. “I’m not sure a newbie can handle what I have in mind tonight.”

Connor laughs, drawing the attention of some people down the bar. He steps away to supply them with drinks, and I observe the subs in the corner. I vaguely recognize some of the faces there, but most of them draw a blank. Have I been gone that long?

I look over all the submissives, every shape and size, men and women both. I see a male sub that I know my friend Bryant might like, though I haven’t seen him yet tonight. But my eyes are drawn to a sub on the edge of the group.

A beautiful brunette, I can see from here that she has curves that most men would kill to touch. She’s wearing a flimsy lace nightie that’s light blue and leaves little to the imagination. I can imagine pulling up that nightie from behind and pounding into her. The thought makes my dick stiffen and press against my zipper.

The little sub is listening to the conversation going on around her, but she’s not participating. Her eyes are on the club, looking at every Dom who walks near the lounge with a longing that I can see from here. I don’t know if I’ve ever seen a sub that eager to find a top.

A certainty settles in my gut, and I know that I’m going to take her tonight. I’m going to use her. It’s going to feel good, and it’s certainly going to be a night she’ll never forget.

“See one you like?” Connor asks from behind me.

“What?”

He raises an eyebrow. “You’ve got that look.”

“I have a look?”

“Yep,” he says. “Target acquired.”

I chuckle and take a sip of the water. “You’re not wrong.”

“Good luck,” Connor says, and I push off the bar, ready to get my sub.


KARA



I’m cold. In a club that’s filled with sex and sweat and heat, I’m freezing. Not in some existential way either, I’m just cold. This babydoll probably wasn’t the best choice in lingerie, but I wanted to scene tonight. I thought—perhaps mistakenly—that showing some extra skin was the way to go, but so far as I can tell no one has even looked in my direction. Given how many people are at Masque tonight, I suppose it’s not surprising. But I’ve only done one scene here, and that was a few weeks ago. I want more. The scene itself was adequate, and the Dom is nice enough. I can see him across the room dancing with another sub. It wasn’t what I’m craving—a scene like the ones I used to have, the ones that send me deep into subspace, so in tune with the Dom that we’re both beyond satisfied.

I’m new to the club, but not to the scene. When I moved from Chicago to Houston, I was hoping there would be a decent club, and so far, Masque has been great as far as atmosphere and people. Scenes…we’ll see.

I’m so lost in my thoughts that it takes a second for me to realize that there’s a pair of boots standing in front of me.

I look up, and I keep looking up. A man is standing in front of me, and he seems impossibly tall and broad from where I’m sitting. I don’t recognize him from the few weeks I’ve been here, and with his face and body I know I would remember him.

He’s one of those men that you just want to look at—undeniably hot, but you know there’s something more there. He’s seen some things. He may be dangerous. His body says the same thing—dangerous, precise, strong. His hands alone look like they could crush rocks. I think for a moment about those hands on me, and I shudder, looking down instinctively.

“What’s your name?” His voice is deep and jagged like the rest of him. It travels roughly through me, unsettling me, waking me up.

I look up into his face, noticing that his eyes are dark, though it’s so dim in here that I can’t tell what color. “Kara.”

“Kara.” I like the way my name sounds in his voice—like it’s something new. “You’re looking for a scene tonight.” He doesn’t phrase it like a question.

“Yes.”

“Yes?”

I swallow, looking down again. “Yes, Sir.”

“Come talk to me for a bit.” He reaches a hand down, holding it out for mine. I give it to him, and let him pull me up, let him lead me across the club to a more secluded area. He sits on one end of a love seat and gestures for me to take the other. We’re close enough to touch, even though we’re not. Yet.

“So, Kara,” he says, his voice a pleasant rumble, “My name is Rhett. I’m going to check your limits, and then I’m going to tell you what I want. If you agree to my terms, I’ll scene with you. Sound fair?”

“Yes, Sir.” My breath feels lodged in my chest, and I find myself hoping that my limits won’t be a problem for him. I want him to touch me. I want to feel what it’s like to be under the command of that voice.

He finds the iPad stationed in this seating area and holds out his hand again. I put my hand in his, letting him scan my club wristband. I see my limit list pop up on the screen, and watch as he scrolls through.

I feel like I have pretty reasonable limits—I’m willing to try most things that don’t involve anything that would…permanently affect my body. I’m just not into that kind of stuff.

Rhett nods. “These are fine.” He smiles at me, just a small one, but I feel the warmth of his approval, and it fills me up. “I just have a few questions. Are you new to BDSM?”

“No, Sir. I’m just new in Houston.”

He exits out of my file on the iPad and puts it away. “Your personal safe word is?”

“Bubbles.”

“And the club?”

“Red.”

“Excellent,” he smiles again, holding out his hand. I take it, and he pulls me to him, turning me so that I’m sitting in his lap, moving me as if I weigh nothing. Heat streaks through my body straight to my core with the way he handles me. I’m not cold anymore.

One of his hands holds me in place, and the other teases the hemline of my nightie. Beneath me, I can feel that he’s hard, his cock pressing into my ass with sinful promise. I’m tempted to move, to rub against it, but I don’t know Rhett’s rule yet. I don’t want to earn myself a punishment before we even start a scene.

“Kara,” he says, “look at me.”

I look into his eyes, startled to realize that I’ve been looking down, waiting for his instruction.

“I’ve been out of town for work for several months, and I haven’t had a sub in that time.” His fingers trace up my thigh, drawing up the lace fabric. “I need someone who will be mine for the night, to do what I ask without question. There will be bondage, there will be some pain, and there will be fucking of every kind.”

My pussy goes liquid at his words, my mouth suddenly dry as I imagine him fucking me senseless. I suck in a breath as his hand reaches my thong, pushing aside the fabric to feel the wetness there.

“Make no mistake. I will take care of you. But I need someone who’s willing to be used by me, regardless of her own pleasure. Can you do that, Kara?”

I shudder, and my pussy clenches in response. Yes. Yes, I can do that. An image forms in my mind of being bound before him, waiting as he watches, knowing that every choice is his. A wave of heat rolls down my body, and I jerk as he slips a finger inside me. “Kara?”

“Yes, Sir. I can do that.”

His finger strokes inside me, and it makes my whole body shiver. “I want to be sure we’re on exactly the same page,” he says. “If you say yes, you’re mine until I finish with you. Your pleasure is mine to give. You may not come without permission. You may answer direct questions and use your safe words. Otherwise, the only words I want to hear from your mouth are ‘yes, Sir.’ Your limits shouldn’t be a problem, but if you’re worried about something, you may say ‘yellow.’ Do you understand?”

His fingers—two now—haven’t stopped moving inside me, and I’m arching into his hands. He leans forward and captures my mouth in a powerful kiss, stroking me with his tongue in the same way his fingers tease. There’s no hesitation in his touch, totally in control. This is what I wanted, someone to give me a scene that I wouldn’t forget. Rhett breaks our kiss, looking at me expectantly.

I open my mouth to speak, and he chooses that moment to brush his thumb over my clit. My back arches and I let out a moan. “Yes, Sir,” I manage to say. “Use me.”

His fingers disappear, and I’m startled by the loss. Lifting me off his lap, he sets me back on the other side of the love seat. “Meet me in the dungeon room in ten minutes. I expect you to be kneeling, and I expect you to be naked.”


RHETT



I watch Kara from the doorway of the locker room. I’m headed to get my bag so I can meet her, but I want to see what she’ll do. For a moment, she doesn’t move. I watch her hand move to her mouth, fingers running over her lips, and I know she’s remembering the kiss.

She damn well better. Fuck. The way she responded to my touch has me craving more of her. That kiss told me a lot about her as a sub—the way her body yielded has me itching to tie her down and fuck her. But I’m not going to do that. No, I want to take this slower. After this long, I need more than that. She’s going to give me everything.

Kara shakes her head like she’s just remembered where she is. Standing, she rubs her hands together like she’s nervous. But she’s smiling too. Perfect. I want her to be just a little anxious, but not afraid. A good Dom knows how to ride that line.

She walks off in the direction of the theme rooms, and I let my eyes follow her until she disappears. The dungeon room is dark, rock walls and chains everywhere. I expect it will ratchet up her anxiety a little more while she waits for me, not knowing exactly what is coming next.

Pulling in a breath, I push open the door to the locker room. Everything is as I left it, and I do a quick mental checklist of what’s in my bag and what I’d like to use for the scene.

Kara’s limits are just fine for me. No knives or blood, nothing permanent—fine with me. That shit can get messy fast, and I’ve seen too much blood for it to turn me on. I was happy to see that she won’t mind a little pain. I’m not a sadist, but thinking about the perfect, curvy ass that just walked away from me, I have the urge to see just how pink her skin will turn under my flogger.

Now that I have everything I need, I take the same path Kara did towards the back of the club. There’s adrenaline rising in my bloodstream, the anticipation of what lies ahead. I pause at the door to the dungeon, entering my Club ID into the screen beside the door. I request privacy in the room. Most times I don’t mind playing alongside other people, but tonight I need to be alone with my sub. People can still watch, and even enter, but they won’t play.

I look for Kara and smile. She’s kneeling in the center of the room, stark naked, palms facing up on her thighs. Her eyes are lowered in respect, the image of patient submission. Even though I’ve been hard since I saw her, I feel my cock stiffen further with the knowledge that she’s waiting for me. For my command. Her hair flows around her shoulders, nearly covering a pair of the most tempting breasts I’ve ever seen. I can’t wait to touch them—to touch her.

I walk into the room, making sure that she hears my footsteps. I retrieve my cuffs from my bag before I drop it to the floor. Kara doesn’t move, doesn’t look up, but I see her shoulders rise and fall a little faster. She’s waiting. I like that she’s kept her eyes down, waiting for instruction. It shows me she understands why we’re both here. But now that she’s had some time alone, time where my fingers weren’t inside her, I want to make sure.

“Kara, look at me,” I say, standing in front of her. She does, and I love the sight of her on her knees in front of me. “I want to ask you again, now that you’ve had time to think. You’re willing to submit to me completely?”

“Yes, Sir.” No hesitation.

I hold out my hand, and she puts hers into it. I buckle on the leather cuffs one at a time, and I watch her. I see the way her breathing speeds up as I finish with the buckles, and I see the way her gaze darts up to me and quickly away again. Excited, anxious.

“Unless I tell you otherwise, you have permission to look at me,” I say. Some Doms like their subs’ eyes to always be on the floor out of respect. I like them to be on me so I can see what’s going on inside—exactly what I’m doing to them. Her eyes flick to mine, and I hold her gaze as I clip her cuffs together, pulling her hands towards me so she’s just a touch off balance. “Do you remember your safe words?”

“Yes, Sir.” Her voice is breathy, and I like the longing I see in them.

“Good girl,” I say, releasing her hands. I reach out and run my hand through her hair. It’s silky to the touch, and I wouldn’t mind feeling that draped over my body. Over my cock. Maybe I will later. She leans in to my touch, and I can’t stop the small smile that comes to my lips. “I plan on taking my time with you,” I tell her softly, “but my body is feeling a little eager.”

Peeling my shirt over my head, I watch as she takes in the sight of my body. A smirk makes its way to my mouth. I’ve seen that look on sub’s faces before—lust and desire and the knowledge of what’s to come. Even if it has been forever, I can tell that this is going to be worth the wait. I unbutton my jeans, opening them just enough to release my cock. Kara’s gaze is instantly drawn to it, and I note the widening of her eyes. A smug satisfaction rolls through me that I’m bigger than she expected. There’s a lot of me that is going to be more than she expected.

“You have five minutes,” I say, drawing her eyes back to my face, “to get me off, and after that, I’m going to have my way with you.”

She rubs her hands together, and her tongue darts out to wet her lips. “Yes, Sir.”

“Good girl,” I say again, rewarding her with a smile. “Now open your mouth."


KARA



“Good girl,” Rhett says, his hand stroking through my hair. I lean in to his touch, loving the heat I feel from his skin, and the strength I feel in his hands. There’s nothing I want more at this moment than to have those hands on me. Rhett’s dark eyes study me, and I’m grateful that he’s letting me look at him. I want to drink him in, see every change of expression and see every command fall from his lips.

“I plan on taking my time with you, but my body is feeling a little eager.” Rhett’s voice is soft but firm, and I shudder with anticipation. He pulls his hands away, my body longing to follow him, but I hold myself still.

His fingers grasp the hem of his shirt and pull it up and over his head. I barely keep myself from gasping aloud. Rhett’s body is, for lack of a better word, perfect. Muscles line every inch of him, and I know that my original instinct was right. He could be dangerous. You don’t get a body like that lifting weights in a gym—it takes something far more grueling. My pulse picks up, and my body is torn, at once wanting to touch him and run away. I’m distracted by the tattoos on his arms when I hear the sound of his zipper.

My eyes fall to his cock, and I have to take a breath. He’s bigger than I thought, thick and long, the tip of him hovering just inches from my face. I want him. I want whatever he chooses to give me. I meant what I said—I want him to use me however he sees fit. I have no doubt that he’s going to do just that, and the thought sends a new burst of arousal through me. Rhett smirks at me, absolutely aware of the effect he’s having.

His voice this time is one of command. “You have five minutes to get me off, and after that I’m going to have my way with you.”

My stomach drops like I’m rushing down a rollercoaster. It’s exhilarating. I feel myself falling into that perfect place of submission. I press my hands together trying to force out any remaining nervousness, and even so, I can’t help licking my lips. “Yes, Sir.”

“Good girl.” He smiles, and I feel warmth in my chest. “Now open your mouth.”

I do. Coming up higher on my knees, I press my open mouth around the head of his cock. I use my tongue to taste him, gently licking him in circles—I don’t miss the hiss of breath that comes from Rhett’s mouth. Five minutes, he said. This isn’t a time for the slow burn. Closing my mouth around him, I suck as hard as I can. I pull my lips back to the tip, swirling my tongue around him and teasing that sensitive spot under the head. Rhett’s cock jerks in my mouth, and his groan is a low sound that sends heat straight through me.

I raise my eyes to his and find him watching me, hunger and lust pouring from him. I release him from my mouth, choosing instead to lick my way down his shaft, teasing his balls with my tongue. It earns me another groan, and I hide my smile from him. Sealing my lips over him once more, I lock eyes with him as I being to bob up and down on his cock. His hands fall into my hair, and I let him guide me. He urges me to move faster, and feel another rush of exhilarating freedom. I love the feel of his cock in my mouth, thick and hard, and I want to feel it everywhere. I love the hand fisting in my hair, showing me exactly how to please him.

I close my eyes, focusing on my rhythm and speed. I know my time is almost up, and I need to make him come. I slow down, drawing out my strokes, teasing him with my tongue. I graze Rhett gently with my teeth, and his cock jerks again.

“Fuck.” His fingers fist in my hair, and I know he’s close. I increase my speed to a frenzy, fucking his cock with my mouth and tongue until I feel him go still. His hips thrust forward, and he comes. Warmth splashes across my tongue and I swallow quickly. I know without being told that Rhett expects nothing less from me. I take it all, and when he’s finished, I lick him clean.

Rhett’s fist tightens again, gently pulling my head back so he can look at me. He smiles, and there is suddenly a crowd of butterflies in my stomach. It’s the smile of a Dom—pleased, and not nearly finished.

“Well done,” he says, never losing that smirk. “Do you deep throat?”

I swallow, suddenly envisioning his cock all the way in my mouth, and I know I’d be stretched to the limit. “Yes, Sir.”

“Good. Because whatever way I decide to fuck you, I expect you to take all of me. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Sir.” I’m glad he can’t see the way my pussy clenched when he said that.

“Stand.”

He helps me to my feet, and I notice as he zips up his jeans that he’s still entirely hard. Taking me by the arm, he walks me a few feet to the left. He lets go of my arm, and I hear him open his bag. This time I feel him before I see him, fingers on my leg, followed by lips pressed just below my ass. I can’t stop myself, I press back against his mouth, wanting to feel more of him, and am immediately rewarded by a bite. “Stay still.”

It’s not easy. Just the tone he’s using makes me want to squirm.

Rhett wraps a cuff around my ankle and buckles it on. He moves to the other foot, sliding it out, positioning my legs wide before he finishes with the second cuff. His fingers glide up my leg, moving along my upper thigh and curving in—and disappearing just before touching me where I want him. I bite my lip in frustration and take a breath. He said he was going to take his time. I let the breath out, releasing my tension. Rhett knows what he’s doing. Knows what he wants.

I hear a rattling, and Rhett comes in front of me holding a thick black chain. I can feel my pulse pounding in my ears, that delicious blend of nervous excitement taking over. He quickly attaches my wrists to the chain, running a finger under my cuffs to check circulation before he’s gone again. The rattling sounds and my hands start to rise, the chain being pulled upward from somewhere behind me.

My breath goes short as my arms rise over my head and I have that first real sense of vulnerability. My arms are stretched, but the chain still lifts higher, pulling me up until I can just barely grip the ground with my toes. I pull against the chain holding my arms instinctively, and there’s no give.

Heat rolls through my body in a wave. He has me just where he wants me—this position just as effective as if I were tied down. He can do anything he likes to me, and I’m powerless to stop it. The burst of arousal is so strong that I close my eyes, letting my head fall forward. I force my way through the anxiety to that place in my mind where there’s only acceptance.

I feel Rhett’s hand on my ass. Just touching. He walks around me in slow circles, looking. A couple of times he reaches out to touch me—not to arouse, just to feel. He cups one of my breasts, weighing it in his hand, and I lean towards him, only to almost slip off my toes and go swinging.

His smirk reappears. “Don’t move.”

“Yes, Sir.”

He makes another circle, gathering my hair up in his hands and letting it spill down my back. “Whose body is this tonight, sub?” He asks, coming to stand in front of me.

“Yours, Sir.”

“That’s right,” he takes a step closer. “Mine to touch.” He rolls my nipples between his fingers, tugging on them. The pain races straight to my clit, and the wetness that’s gathered in my pussy starts to drip down my leg. Rhett notices. He sweeps across the wetness on my thigh, running his finger through the damp mess of my pussy, barely brushing across my clit. Even that brief contact makes me moan.

“Mine to taste,” he says, bringing his finger to his lips and sucking my juices from it. A guttural noise comes from his throat after he tastes me, sheer possessive lust and approval. He leans closer, “Mine to fuck.”

I bite my lip to keep from begging for it. Rhett disappears, and I hear the rustle of his bag again. Leather strands fall over my shoulder, tickling. They slide off my shoulder and down my back, sending goosebumps across my skin. My nipples harden into points, and I gasp. He crosses the flogger back and forth across my skin, not hard, caressing. He circles me with it, waking up my body. Every nerve comes online, waiting for the touch in unexpected places—the back of my knees and the crook of my neck.

The strands smooth across my stomach and breasts, falling over my hip. The force increases, not yet to pain, but the thud of the strands against my skin brings heat to the surface.

“Tell me, Kara,” Rhett says, “Why were you so desperate to scene tonight.” The flogger lands across my breasts, and I gasp, trying to gather my voice to speak.

“Because it’s been too long.”

A strike across my ribs. “How long since your last scene?”

The words come instantly, “My last scene or my last good one?”

Rhett chuckles, “Naughty sub. I should find out who your last partner was and let him discipline you for bad manners.”

An image opens up in my mind, of Rhett watching while someone else punishes me. Watching and waiting until they’ve finished so he can give me his own punishment. I shake at the image, at just how much I want it.

The flogger falls, sharp and fast across my ass, and I cry out, the pain quickly fading into delicious heat. “That was for your rudeness. Answer my question.”

“Weeks.”

His hand snakes across my hip from behind, sliding down until he finds my clit. I jerk against the chain, swaying wildly as I lose my balance. Rhett pinches my clit between two fingers, working it with sure strokes. The muscles in my legs start to shake, and I feel an orgasm building. It feels so good, tendrils of pleasure creeping outward from his hands.

“After so long without being touched, you must be so ready to come.”

My head falls back against him, and my breath is shallow. “Yes, Sir.”

I’m so close. I feel that tight core of pleasure gathering and my hips move to meet his hand as much as they can. Yes, please, yes⁠—

no. Rhett’s hand disappears, and I groan, the orgasm fading into nothing.

“Not yet,” He says, hand sliding back over my skin. “First I’m going to turn that pretty ass of yours pink, and then I’m going to fuck you like you’ve never been fucked before. Then, maybe then, I’ll let you come.”

I nearly come from his words alone. I’ve never had a Dom make me feel this way, my body hanging on his every word, begging for release. “Yes, Sir.”

He steps away from me, and the first real blow falls. Rhett wields the flogger with perfect accuracy, every stroke hitting my skin in a place it hasn’t been before, the pain just enough. Each spark of it sends adrenaline racing through me, fading into sweet arousal. I’m so wet that I’m dripping again, and I might come from just this, from just his desire to see how much of him I can take.

The flogger bites into my skin, and I let go. I feel myself sink through the layers of my mind until there’s nothing but him and me. I barely feel the flogger anymore. Instead, the sting sends me higher, like I’m floating on a cloud. He could flog me for hours and I would let him just to know he was the one doing it.

The chain rattles and my feet find the floor. Rhett’s hands are on my skin, stroking and soothing, working out the soreness in my shoulders.

“Your skin marks beautifully,” he says.

“Thanks.”

Pain flares through me from his slap on my ass. “What do you say?”

“Yes, Sir.”

He goes back to soothing my skin, fingers pressing in, rubbing out the sting. I feel him everywhere, and I want more—want him to take me so deeply I won’t forget. Rhett picks me up, lifting me like I’m nothing and carrying me across the room. He sets me down on a table, taking a moment to look me in the eyes. “How do you feel?”

“Great,” I say, “I feel great.”

He nods, “Good.”

And I hear the click of my cuff snapping into place again.


RHETT



I knew I wanted Kara on the bondage table as soon as I saw her. I wanted her stretched and open to me, unable to move while I took whatever I pleased. The reality is even better than I had imagined. This table is small, and the posts on either side make for creative restraints. Kara’s wrist and ankle cuffs are clipped to them, her whole body on display. Her pussy is dripping with arousal, and I can see the vivid pink streaks on her ass from the way I warmed her up. She took more than I expected, and now my cock is so hard it hurts. I thought that having her get me off once would help.

I was wrong.

“Look at you,” I say, running a hand down her body from her tits to her pussy, dipping my fingers inside. She moans, and I tease her, running my fingers across her clit. “You like being on display for me, don’t you? You like that I’m going to take what I want?”

“Yes, Sir,” She says, her words more breath than voice.

I let my fingers stray to her ass, using her own juices to wet her, pressing until my finger slips inside. “I could take you here,” I say, “and there’s nothing you can do to stop me.”

She shudders, and I smile. Subs like to be reminded of just how vulnerable they are, and I like to see them remember. I retrieve my bag from the other side of the room and quickly replace my fingers with something else. The butt plug is not small, but I know from Kara’s limit list that she can handle it.

Kara stiffens, but I don’t stop pressing the toy against her ass. “You’re going to take it. Breathe.”

She does, and it slips deeper. I push again, working it in with small, steady thrusts. An idea comes, and I lean down, running my tongue across her pussy. Kara jumps, moaning, and I push the plug in all the way. The sound she makes goes straight to my dick, a line of fiery heat. That sound and the way she tastes have me ready to blow. The plug looks stunning in her ass, and she’s at the perfect level for me to fuck her senseless, and I almost give in and take her. But I’m not finished with her. Not yet.

I seal my lips over her clit, sucking her deep, thoroughly enjoying the way she whimpers, breath coming in short bursts. Her hips try to follow me as I pull away, and I slap her ass to stop her squirming. “Not yet.” I plan on taking her to the edge as many times as I can. When she finally comes, I want her to scream herself raw.

But first, her mouth is going to be put to a different use. I free my cock, stroking it as I circle the table to Kara’s head. Her eyes follow me, glazed with lust. If her mouth weren’t so tempting, I’d make her watch as I got myself off on the way she’s looking at me before I fuck her senseless. But I have different plans.

I pull her towards me, so her head hangs off the table. “I’ve decided I want to feel that mouth of yours again. I’m going to put my cock in your throat, and you’re going to take me until I come. Do you remember what I said about wherever I decided to fuck you?”

Her eyes are glued to my cock, and I see her throat move as she swallows. “You expect me to take all of you.”

“Yes, I do. Open.”

Kara parts her lips, and the way her neck is stretched is so fucking hot. I slide my cock in, and just like the first time, it feels like heaven. Only this time it’s better—I’m in control. I fill her mouth, and when I reach her throat, I keep going. The outline of my cock is visible under her skin, and I swear I’m going to remember that sight forever. Her throat contracts around me as she tries to swallow and pleasure rolls through my body. With one final push, I’m all the way in, her lips around the base of my cock.

“Fuck, Kara.” I pull all the way out, she breathes, and I push in again. This is what I’ve been waiting for all night. I am not gentle.

Slipping deep inside her mouth, I fuck. I push into her throat again and again, the drag of her tongue and suction of her mouth incredible. Her throat convulses, and I pull out, letting her catch her breath. “Good girl,” I say to her, “Take a deep breath.”

I hold her head still and slide in to the hilt in one long stroke. The way she feels is indescribable, breathtaking, and perfect. I trace the bulge of my cock on the skin of her throat, marveling at how far she’s taking me. She tries to swallow, and pleasure rips through me, making me blind. I fuck into her, the wet sounds of my cock in her mouth just making me harder.

Pleasure is rising in my balls, and I know that I can’t last forever, even though I wish I could. I fuck her hard, using her mouth just as I would her pussy. I watch my cock appear and disappear inside her throat, the sight so magnificent it sends me straight to the edge. Kara’s throat grips my cock, and every inch in is pure ecstasy. Lightning flashes down my spine and heat explodes through me as I come, ripples of pleasure radiating as I fuck through the orgasm.

My cock jerks inside her, spilling my cum straight down her throat, and I groan with the perfect sensation. It’s hard to believe anything could be better than that. My orgasm fades, and I’m left panting, still all the way inside her. I pull out, and she takes a huge breath, tits heaving up and down. I make sure her head is resting on the table again as she catches her breath. She looks at me, breath still coming in gasps, and she smiles. With her face covered in spit and the remains of my cum, she smiles like I’ve just given her a puppy. That’s all it takes for me to be fully hard again.

I reach out, stroking her face. “You like being taken, don’t you Kara.” I say, “You like being fucked and used for my pleasure.” It’s not a question. I definitely chose the right sub for my needs tonight.

Kara nods, and her voice is rough from my use. “Yes, Sir.”

“Good girl.”

I want more of her. I had other plans, to tease her for hours before finally fucking her, but it’s been too long, and I want to be inside her too much. Teasing can wait for the next time—and there will be a next time. I can’t get the condom on fast enough.

I grab her hips, yanking her to the edge of the table. Her pussy is so wet it’s glistening in the light. I run a finger through her wet lips, smiling, “You really did love that. I’ll keep that in mind for next time.”

“Yes, Sir.”

I work my way into her pussy, my cock loving the tightness and heat—even tighter because of the plug in her ass. She shudders under me, hips pressing towards me, asking for more without words. I wait until I’m all the way in, balls pressed up against her ass, and then I touch her. I use my hands to knead her breasts, stroke down her ribs, draw patterns on her hips, and circle close to her clit while she adjusts to my size.

Her eyes are on me, and as I come close to touching her, I can see the beginnings of words on her lips. I play with her clit, squeezing and stroking, and those words turn into a moan. “Do you have permission to come, Kara?”

Her eyes flutter closed, “No, Sir.”

“Remember that,” I say, pulling back. Then I slam all the way in, and Kara screams.


KARA



His first thrust makes me scream, and I have no idea how I’m not going to come. My whole body was aching with arousal before he was inside me, and now he’s fucking me, making me so full I can’t even breathe. The plug in my ass adds a delicious pressure, setting off nerves that compliment and magnify the way he feels inside. As he’s filling me up.

Rhett is so big—almost too big. I can’t believe I fit him all the way in my throat, but he told me that I was going to take it, and wanted to do it for him. I love that he’s holding me exactly to what he wants and not giving an inch. I love that he took my throat for his pleasure and his alone. Used me.

I curl my fingers around my restraints, giving in to the need to hold on to something. He’s tied me open, and I know there’s no way out of this position. He can take whatever he wants from me, and I am powerless. The reality of that opens pit of lust in my stomach, and my pussy clenches down on him.

Rhett’s body is heavy on mine, immobilizing me further as he fucks me. He’s slamming into me, filling me with every stroke, drowning me in pleasure. My nails bite into my palms, the tiny bit of pain just barely keeping me from coming. I’m so close that it’s only my determination holding me back from diving into what feels like it will be an endless supply of pleasure.

“Please, please please,” the words are out of my mouth before I realize what I’ve said.

Rhett pulls out completely, my body trembling at the loss. Every part of my is shaking, waiting for that one little word that will let me go over the edge. I feel delirious, drunk, and not sorry at all that broke protocol.

“Did you say something, sub?” Rhett’s voice is a rough growl.

“No, Sir.” Somehow I manage to keep my voice even.

There’s a stinging slap across my clit, and I cry out, the brief pain transforming, growing into pleasure and pushing me to the brink. My back arches off the table, begging for more before Rhett’s hand pushes me down, holds me as he plunges deep inside me again. “Don’t you dare come,” he says, voice a rumbling warning, “Your orgasm is mine, Kara.”

Part of me wonders if it would be worth it, the pleasure compared to whatever kind of punishment I’ll get if I come before he lets me. But the other part wants this, to submit to him so completely that it’s his will alone that unleashes this storm inside me. “Yes, Sir.”

I let go, falling into a haze of pleasure. I watch him driving into me with a force that rattles my cuffs, listen to him grunt as he fucks me, taking his pleasure from my body. I am his to use tonight.

The tip of his cock is hitting that place deep inside of me that so few have been able to reach, and it sends me higher, bright need gathering low in my belly and building. Rhett doesn’t stop, doesn’t slow down, and I love it. I can’t keep quiet, every stroke making me moan. I bite my lip to keep myself from begging, from forming words that will make him stop. He grabs my breasts, kneading them through my fingers, and he might as well be touching my clit with how sensitive my body is. Fingers drag down my ribs, pressing deeply, gripping me, making me his.

Rhett’s motion changes, slowing just a little from his brutal speed to a grinding rhythm, sliding across me with every movement. I lose my breath, air coming in gulps and flashes. His hand falls to my clit, and I stop breathing altogether, all of me waiting on his command.

“Now, Kara.” he says, “come for me now.”

When his thumb slides across my clit, I shatter. My orgasm breaks open, ripping through me with a force I’ve never felt before. I know I scream, but I can’t hear it. I’m deaf and blind, the only thing existing is this explosion of pleasure. It feels like I’m falling into it, through it, every nerve sizzling with white heat. I’m trembling, pussy gushing around Rhett’s cock. I feel him come, thrusting deep and holding himself there, and I go over again, my body too overwhelmed with sensation to stop.

The words come to me from far away, “That’s right. Keep coming, baby.”

His fingers are still on my clit, tiny shocks sparkling across my limbs. I don’t ever want it to end, this ocean of bliss that I’m swimming in. It washes through my body, using me just like Rhett. I’m powerless to stop it.

Still inside me, Rhett guides me down from the high. My body is limp, utterly spent. I can barely keep my eyes open.

“How do you feel, Kara?”

It’s hard to make my voice come out. “Yes, Sir.”

There’s a soft chuckle, and feel him soothing my skin. It feels nice. Everything feels nice now. My arms are like lead, but that’s okay. I don’t think I’m that tired, but I don’t seem to be able to keep my eyes open. I hear things: sounds and words. Rhett’s voice is nice. Deep, soothing. I want him to keep talking. I think I say that out loud. Maybe, I’m not sure.

I’m not sure how long it’s been when I open my eyes, and it feels like I’m opening them for the first time. I’m wrapped in a blanket, cradled on Rhett’s lap. There’s a smirk on his face, this time one of satisfaction and not of anticipation.

“There she is,” he says lightly.

“How long?” I don’t ever remember losing time after a scene before. But that was a damn good scene.

His hand smooths up and down along my side, “Not long, maybe half an hour.”

My voice feels scratchy. I’m honestly not surprised. “I’ve never had a scene that did that.”

“Did what?”

“Made me lose track of…everything.”

He smiles, “I’ll take that as a compliment.”

I lean my head on his shoulder, enjoying the warmth and steadiness of him.

“Next time,” he says, lowering his voice to a whisper. “I have ideas. I know just how I want to restrain you so I can fuck that gorgeous ass of yours.”

Even exhausted, my body stirs at his words, at once thrilled and terrified. “Next time?”

Rhett raises an eyebrow, “That is if you want to scene with me again?”

Again? I’d be happy never having another scene partner if he promised to make me feel that exquisite every time. “Feel free to use me any time, Sir.”

He chuckles, pulling my face to his for a slow kiss, the heat sinking through me and making me want more.

“Good girl.”
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Coming soon from Riley James


CHALLENGE ME
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Connor

It started as a joke, my challenges. Always different, always creative. Just another way to play.

I don’t mind being asked for one. After all, it usually ends with a pretty submissive squirming under me, begging for release.

In all the years I’ve been at Club Masque, not one person has beaten my challenges. Not one.

And no one has ever come back for seconds after they fail. That is, until Ariel…

Ariel

I wanted to play with Master Connor since the moment I laid eyes on him, but I never thought it would happen. He rarely does public scenes, and from what I’m gathered I’m not his type.

But then someone tells me about his infamous challenges: something naughty that’s nearly impossible. I know this is my chance.

If I win, Connor claims he’ll give me a night of pleasure that I’ll never forget. If I fail, I’m his to do with as he pleases. But if both options end with him, how can I lose?
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