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Masquerade (Submission School New Adult BDSM, #5)

It was either very late on a Friday night, or very early on a Saturday morning, when I crept out of my dormitory and down the stairs to the basement.

This is the last time, I promised myself. But I’d been making—and breaking—a lot of promises to myself lately.

For the second time, I was going to a secret meeting with Charles in the basement. It was the only safe place to meet, because the basement was strictly off-limits to everyone at Mr. Black’s Institute for Bad Girls.

Well, everyone except for me.

The basement was where Mr. Black and I conducted our special training sessions. And since Mr. Black was currently out of town on business, I was the only one with the key to get in.

Just like last time, I’d slipped the key to Charles inside of a crumpled up napkin when he came in with the other attendants to clear our dinner plates, so the basement door was already unlocked by the time I got there.

I entered the little anteroom from the hallway and stepped down the ladder, descending lower and lower into the ground. My heart pounded harder with each step as I replayed everything that had happened last time: our kiss, Charles’s weight on top of me, Charles’s head between my legs.

I paused, my fingers curled over the iron rung, and shivered. That time had been the first time I’d felt a man’s tongue sliding up into my wet slit. Just thinking about it made my pussy throb with heat.

I wonder what we’ll do this time, I thought to myself, holding the tip of my tongue between my teeth.

A few seconds later, I scaled down the rest of the ladder and dropped to the carpeted floor of the finished basement bedroom.

The room was dimly-lit, the only light coming from a single lamp in the far corner of the room. There was a figure sitting in the armchair by the bed. When I saw him, I froze.

From the corner of my eye, he looked just like Mr. Black.

“Hey,” he said, standing up when he saw me enter.

I blinked after hearing Charles’s voice, and once my eyes adjusted to the light, I could finally see that it was him. Charles. Not Mr. Black.

Charles walked toward me, already opening his arms for a hug. He was young, only three years older than me at the most, with a brown mop of overgrown, slightly curly hair and an easy, crooked grin. Originally, I’d known him as the cute boy in the house next door. After tricking his way into a kitchen attendant position, he was now an official staffmember at the Institute, which officially made him off-limits.

But...only officially.

Unofficially, we were secretly texting throughout the day, and meeting up for illicit trysts at night.

“I missed you,” he whispered as he wrapped his arms around me. I felt his lips on top of my head.

“You just saw me at dinner,” I said.

“I still missed you.”

I tilted my face up to look into his eyes, and before I knew it, we were kissing. I felt his hands all over my body all at once, groping the shape of my waist and hips through my schoolgirl uniform.

Hungrily, he pulled me to the bed, still kissing me. My face was warm from his breath, his lips, and the heat of my own blood. My eyes were still closed, but I could feel the edge of the bed pushing against my side. Slowly, Charles pulled me down onto the mattress. Once I was on my back, he pushed my legs apart and climbed between them, settling down on top of me.

My breasts were crushed against his chest. He groaned while our lips were still touching. His hands slid up my thighs and under my skirt, and his fingertips grazed the edge of my damp panties.

“Oh my god,” he whispered. He could feel how wet I was for him already.

“Wait,” I whispered. I reached down to grab his wrist. “There’s something you should know...”

“It can wait,” he said, wrenching himself out of my grip. He began to slide my panties off. “I need to have you now.”

Blood roared hollowly in my ears. I had to tell him quickly, before things went too far.

“I’m a virgin,” I blurted out.

Finally, I seemed to have reached Charles. He froze and pulled away, a look of bewilderment on his face. “What?”

My face burned. It always did when I told someone my secret. After releasing a slow breath, I tried again.

“I’m a virgin. And I promised Mr. Black I wouldn’t let anyone touch me but him.”

Charles’s eyes scanned my face. His hands were no longer up my skirt, but they were still resting on my knees. I could feel his thumbs absently stroking my skin.

“But you let me touch you,” he murmured.

“I know.”

How could I explain why? The simple truth was that I couldn’t resist him. Charles was so unlike Mr. Black. He was young, energetic, and passionate. While Mr. Black kept his true emotions hidden beneath his austere, composed exterior, Charles revealed his desire in explosions of heat every time he breathlessly caressed me.

And could he blame me? I was a virgin. I didn’t know what it was like to be touched, wanted, needed, the way Charles seemed to need me. So how could I say no to him?

It was all too complicated to explain, but luckily it didn’t seem that I would need to. Charles gazed at my face with a look of deep understanding, something I’d never experienced with another person before. And with his hips between my legs, I could feel just how much he wanted me, judging by the hard knot underneath his basketball shorts, throbbing against the inside of my thigh.

I put my hands on his shoulders. “Just kiss me, Charles,” I whispered.

Charles’s forehead creased as a look of determination weighed down on his brow. I saw his lips tighten into a straight line. Then, he continued to jerk my panties off until he was finally able to fling them to the floor.

My heart raced. Briefly, I was afraid that Charles didn’t care, that his cock was too hard to think about Mr. Black’s claim over my virginity. But that fear also excited me. Blood pounded deep in my pussy as I imagined him pushing his cock inside, becoming the first man to ever fuck me.

Instead of doing that, though, Charles lowered himself until his face was between my legs, and before I knew it, his mouth was kissing me.

Down there.

I threw my head back, moaning, as I felt him devouring my pussy. His lips were buried deep inside of my folds, and his tongue collected my juices as he ran it up and down, from swollen clit to dripping opening and back again. I grabbed onto his hair and bucked my hips, riding his face as he fucked me with his tongue.

It was just like last time. I already knew what it felt like to be eaten out. I was well acquainted with his tongue by now.

Surprisingly, I found myself bored. Even though it felt sinfully good, and even though I was crying out uncontrollably with pleasure, I needed more.

As Charles continued eating me out, my eyes drifted over to the bureau on the other side of the room, where Mr. Black kept his various accessories. There were whips, chains, leather cuffs, and a dozen varieties of vibrators hidden in its drawers. Thinking about all those things and what Mr. Black liked to do with them made my body seize with pleasure.

For the first time since Mr. Black left for his business trip, I found myself missing him.

The muscles in my pelvis tightened, and once again I came on Charles’s tongue.

My orgasm was short and underwhelming. After I wound back down, I opened my eyes to see Charles wiping his mouth on the back of his hand.

“Was that good?” he said.

I bit my lip and nodded. Secretly, though, I wished that Charles had done...more. Put his hand around my neck, at least. That was the way Mr. Black liked to handle me, and I was beginning to figure out that that was the way I liked to be handled.

Charles pushed himself upright and sat on the edge of the bed, resting his hands on his knees. “It’s late,” he said. He was staring straight ahead at the wall, his profile facing me. “I should get going.” He turned back to me, angling for a kiss.

I had to stop him with my hand on his chest. “There’s something you should know,” I said.

Charles raised his eyebrows in surprise. Two amused lines appeared around his smiling mouth. “Oh, again? What is it this time?”

I took a few seconds to plan my words. “We can’t keep meeting down here anymore. Mr. Black will be coming back tomorrow, and—”

“And what?” Charles suddenly interrupted. “You have to go back to being his girlfriend?”

His sudden bitterness shocked me. “I’m not his girlfriend,” I said, too awestruck to say anything else.

“Then what are you? His pet? Why can’t we be together? Why does this have to be a secret?”

“Whoa, hold on,” I said. I finally sat up too and pulled my skirt back down around my knees. “We only just met. You don’t even know me, so why are you acting so possessive all of a sudden?”

Charles sighed loudly, like he was on the cusp of saying something very important. But only silence followed. Still, I could tell that he had something weighing on his mind.

“Charles?” I said carefully.

He finally turned his head to look me directly in the eye. “Rose,” he began slowly, “Are you here against your will?”

I laughed. “What? Are you serious?”

Unlike me, Charles didn’t find the situation funny at all.

“No, I’m not. I actually want to be here,” I said.

“So what is this place, then?” Charles said. He stood up quickly and began pacing the floor. “And don’t tell me
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