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“Hi there. I don't think I've seen you here before. My name's Alarica.”

At five foot seven, I'm fairly tall for a girl. But the woman before me was almost a full head taller. I guessed her to be in her early thirties, a decade older than me. She was striking. She had smooth, rich skin so dark it was like onyx. Luxuriant black curls that fell to her elbows. Long legs, wide hips, and full breasts that put my own modest curves to shame. A face that was both beautiful and commanding. And deep brown eyes that were almost hypnotic.

“I'm Tabitha. I come here quite a bit. I haven't seen you here before either.”

“Nice to meet you, Tabitha.” Alarica smiled and offered her hand. She was wearing a short scarlet dress and knee-high stiletto boots. She wasn't wearing a collar. Submissives had to be naked and to wear a collar at all times in the Black Orchid. She was a dominant, like me. I wished she was a sub. I wanted her.

“Do you own any subs, Tabitha?”

“Not at the moment.” My last sub, Carla, had left me three months ago. She'd been with me for a year. Things had been getting serious with Sienna, a woman I'd been dating, and Carla had gotten jealous. Sienna had dumped me two weeks after Carla.

“Have you ever had any?”

“Yes, of course. I've owned three subs. And those are just the long term ones. It doesn't count all the temporary playthings I've picked up in clubs like this and used for a night.”

Alarica smiled.

“Have you ever been on the other side of the leash, Tabitha? Have you ever been a sub?”

I was taken aback.

“No. Never.”

I couldn't imagine being a sub. I liked to be in control. To be the one who made the decisions. I enjoyed being called Mistress and treated like royalty. I enjoyed having a girl laboring to please me and not having to concern myself with getting her off. And having a girl commit to me and me alone while I remained free to date and play with whoever I pleased. It wasn't fair. But subs outnumbered Dommes ten to one, and I never lacked for eager volunteers.

“Have you ever topped another Domme, Tabitha? Not a switch, but a real Domme?”

It had never even occurred to me to try to dominate another Domme. I felt a tingle of excitement as I imagined Alarica getting on her knees and pleasuring me.

“I haven't.” I smiled. “Yet.”

Alarica reached out and stroked my hair, drawing a loose strand from my face. Her fingertips brushed my cheek. My burgeoning excitement grew as she touched me.

“I have. It's exhilarating.”

Alarica's eyes locked on mine. She grinned mischievously.

Whoa! Does Alarica think she's going to dominate me?

I enjoyed vanilla sex. If Alarica had offered to take me home and make love to me as equals, I would have said yes in a heartbeat. But that was clearly not what this towering beauty had in mind.

I held her gaze. Nobody is gonna make Tabitha Parker kneel.

“That would be amazing, I agree.” I returned her cocky grin. “If you'd like take a break from being on top, I'd be happy to let you serve me for an evening.” The warm glow between my thighs got stronger as I uttered the words.

Alarica laughed out loud.

“You're very confident. I like that. It's sexy.”

Her fingers were still playing with my hair. The way I would sometimes play with a prospective sub's hair as I seduced her. I knew that I should brush her hand away, or tell her to remove it. But her touch felt so good I couldn't bring myself to. Not just yet.

“We could get you a collar right now,” I said cheekily. “I'd love to have that gorgeous face of yours between my thighs.”

Alarica laughed harder. My confidence wobbled. I pulled myself together and continued to project a facade of unflappable calm. Alarica's disrespect made me want to subjugate her even more.

“I agree that we should get a collar. But I'm not the one who's going to wear it.” Her fingers twirled one of my long blonde locks. I had to tilt my head up to meet her eyes.

Wow. She actually thinks I'm going to kneel for her! I need to find a way to put this bitch in her place!

“How confident are you in your abilities as a Dominant, Tabitha?”

“Very.”

I was relatively new to the world of BDSM. I'll admit I didn't have the best track record of hanging onto subs over the long term. But I never had trouble finding willing playmates.

“Would you like the chance to prove yourself?”

I looked up at Alarica curiously. “What do you have in mind?”

“I'd like to propose a contest. A challenge. One that will demonstrate which of us is the superior Domme. If you win, I'll let you collar me and use me for the night. But if I win, you have to serve me for the night.”

I couldn't remember when I had last wanted to make someone kneel this bad. And now I was being offered the chance to make it happen.

“What would I have to do to win this contest?”

Alarica's smile widened. Her hand slid from my hair to my shoulder. She was treating me as if I was already one of her pets. Yet I still couldn't bring myself to push her fingers away. My mouth was dry and my heart was hammering. I'd not felt such intense desire in weeks.

“The rules are straightforward. We each set about finding a sub. She has to be one who's never served you before. Whichever of us gets a girl to kneel first wins.”

“How do I know you won't pick a sub you already know?”

“We'll have to go on the honor system. I won't cheat. That would take the satisfaction out of conquering you.”

I'm not always the best judge of character. But my intuition told me that Alarica was telling the truth.

“Aren't you afraid I might win? Are you seriously willing to risk being turned into my sex slave for a night?”

“If you win, I won't be happy. I'm no sub. But I will honor my debt.”

I wondered how many Dommes this daunting Amazon had turned into her temporary slaves with this challenge. Her confidence seemed absolute.

You should just walk away, I told myself. This woman is dangerous.

Alarica's fingertips caressed my cheek.

“Of course, we could just skip the contest, and you could kneel right now. I know you want me. I can see it in your eyes.”

I frowned. I wanted to put this arrogant bitch in her place. I wanted to teach her a lesson so bad it almost hurt.

“I'll do it. I accept your challenge.”

Alarica grinned. There seemed not a doubt in her mind that she was going to win.

What the fuck did I just get myself into?

I didn't find the world of BDSM. It found me.

Her name was Luna. We met in a nightclub and she asked me to dance. She was a few years older than me. Half Irish and half Cheyenne. She could have been a model. But she was a payroll manager at a bank.

She took me home and make my toes curl. In the weeks that followed, we met often. Our sex was passionate, but vanilla. Then one night she asked me to “tie me up” and “use me hard”. She was an assertive, independent woman outside the bedroom. But she craved being dominated by someone stronger. Submissives, as I've said before, vastly outnumber Dominants, and rather than compete for an existing Domme, she had decided to mould someone into the Mistress she yearned for. She picked me.

It turned out I had a talent for it. And that I enjoyed it.

Luna was mine for eight months. Then she ghosted me. To this day I don't know why.

I hadn't been seeing anyone else at the time. I hadn't wanted to date anyone else after I met Luna. I didn't just feel abandoned when she left. I felt like a part of me had died.

When I finally pulled myself together and started dating again, I swore I'd never attach myself to just one person. I never wanted to be give anyone the chance to hurt me like that again.

I struck out with the first girl I approached, a petite beauty with long black hair and golden skin named Mai. I had noticed her watching me, and walked over to her and said hi. I normally spent time chatting and getting to know my prospective playmates. But it wasn't going to take Alarica long to find a willing slave, so my usual modus operandi wasn't an option. I cut to the chase.

“I'm in a contest with another Domme. We're competing to see who can make a sub kneel first. The loser has to serve the winner for the night.” I realized as I was talking that there was nothing in this for the sub. I quickly added “If you help me, you can serve me alongside her. Or join me in topping her, if you'd like.”

Mai's eyes hardened. “I'm sorry. I can't help you. I'm waiting for my Mistress.”

I was taken aback. I wasn't used to being rejected by subs. I was already rattled by Alarica, and this failure did nothing to help my nerves.

Get yourself together, girl. You'll find another one. You've got this.

I scoured the room for another prospect. It was Friday night, and the club was packed. I noticed another woman watching me and walked over. She smiled invitingly as I approached. I guessed her to be about my own age, possibly a year or two younger. She had a pretty face that was framed by a tangle of dark curly hair. She was an inch or two taller than me and was, to put it tactfully, more than a little on the heavy side. Her hips and ass were wide enough that I wouldn't have been able to wrap my arms around them. Her boobs were equally massive. Despite her weight, she looked healthy and fit, not flabby or saggy. Like all of the subs at the Black Orchid, she was naked. I saw that she had a thick, unruly bush. I didn't typically gravitate toward chubby girls, and preferred my partners to be clean shaven or well trimmed. But I wasn't in a position to be picky. And it wasn't like I would be going down on her.

“Hi, I'm Tabitha. Nice to meet you.”

“Hi Miss Tabitha! I'm Lizzie. It's a pleasure to meet you, too.”

I tried a different approach this time.

“Lizzie, have you ever had a Domme eat you?”

“No, Miss.”

I explained the contest.

“If I win, I'd like to make the other Domme eat you. It would be very humiliating for her to have to pleasure a sub like that. And she could use some humbling.” I felt a warm tingle between my thighs as I imagined Alarica on her back with this fat cow's hairy bush planted on her face.

“Oooh, I've never had a Mistress eat me before. That sounds fun!”

“Wonderful! So I just need you to kn—“

“Um, Miss Tabitha, is the other Domme the really tall Black lady in the red dress?”

“Uh, yes. How did you know?”

Lizzie giggled.

“I think you just lost the contest.”

I followed Lizzie's gaze. My jaw dropped. Alarica had a woman kneeling in front of her. And not just any woman, but my ex-sub Carla. Alarica flashed me a triumphant grin and beckoned me over.

“I want to watch this!” Lizzie exclaimed.

Carla grinned as I approached. “This is the Domme you defeated, Miss Alarica?”

“It is, pet. Do you know her?”

“She used to be my Mistress. I left her.”

Alarica laughed. “I don't blame you.”

I frowned. Alarica turned to Lizzie.

“Was my new pet trying to get you to kneel?”

“She was, Miss. She said she was going to make you eat me.” Lizzie giggled.

“Oh, she did now?” Alarica stroked my cheek. The look in her eyes was chilling. “My new slave is very presumptuous. She needs to learn her place.”

“I've never had a Domme go down on me, Miss. She got me all excited.” Lizzie giggled again. I scowled at her.

“Would you like to join us, Lizzie? Perhaps you'll get your chance to find out what it feels like to be eaten by a Domme.”

Lizzie's eyes lit up.

“I'd love that, Miss!”

“My new slave is going to be getting a lot of training.”

I met Carla at a bus stop on my way to work.

Baristas don't make a lot of money, and I don't have a car. Carla's factory job paid more than mine, but not a lot more. Her aging Subaru was in the garage, and she'd decided to take the bus rather than call a taxi or Uber.

Carla immediately caught my eye. She was five foot ten, three inches taller than me. I've always been drawn to taller women. Most Dommes prefer their subs to be shorter, but I liked having someone taller than me on my leash. It showed that I could control someone bigger and stronger. She appeared to be in her late twenties. She was wearing scruffy jeans, work boots, and a plaid shirt that didn't entirely conceal her voluptuous figure. Her long chestnut hair was pulled back in a ponytail. I was wearing figure-hugging bluejeans and a shoulderless white blouse. And sneakers. Heels are not a good choice when you're on your feet for eight hours.

Carla was sneaking peeks at me as we waited. I commented on how long the bus was taking. We went on to chat about the weather, our jobs, and a streaming lesbian comedy-drama that it turned out we were both watching.

The bus finally arrived. We continued talking until I got off at the cafe where I worked. I'm usually the take-charge one, but before I could suggest that we meet again, Carla asked me on a date.

Three days later Carla took me on a picnic in a large park in the west end of the city. She led me to a secluded clearing in a densely wooded area that was isolated from the rest of the grounds. She brought a bottle of wine, and we leisurely downed the whole thing as we munched on homemade pizza and veggie salad, followed by blueberries and watermelon slices. It was a perfect summer day. The sky was clear and bright. Birds were singing. A light breeze rustled the trees encircling us. The city beyond seemed far away.

Carla leaned in and kissed me. It felt nice to have someone else take the lead. We were soon entwined on the picnic blanket, eagerly exploring each other with fingers and lips. Carla kissed her way from my throat to my belly. I was wearing a crop top, and her mouth felt divine on my bare skin. She undid my jeans and helped me tug them off. My panties quickly followed. She ate me right there in that glade on the picnic blanket. I came hard. Three times.

“Let me do you now,” I offered.

“I'm sexually submissive.” Carla's voice had suddenly become shy. “I get turned on by serving others. By being used by others. Regular sex doesn't really do anything for me.”

I smiled. “You've picked the right girl, then. I'm dominant.”

“Really?” Carla beamed and hugged me.

Her lips returned to my throat, and she slowly retraced her way south.

“What are your hard limits, slave?”

The Black Orchid required that a Domme ask this of any sub who was new to her. I was pretty sure that if not for this rule—and laws governing consent—Alarica would not have given a fuck about my limits.

I had never been a sub before, so I hadn't given much thought to my own hard limits—the things I wasn't willing to do. I was tempted to say Everything. But I had agreed to serve Alarica if I lost the contest, and that would be tantamount to reneging. My mind raced. The club's rules prohibited drawing blood, burning skin, and other things that would scar or maim. But I had still seen people do nasty stuff to subs here.

“No pissing or shitting on me or making me eat your ass.” Bathroom stuff was a definite hard no for me.

I contemplated putting whipping, flogging and caning on the list. I'm not a fan of pain. But I didn't want to seem like a wuss. I decided to only exclude the most extreme stuff.

“No breast or genital torture. No electric shocks. No needles. No fisting or shoving huge objects into me. Nothing that will damage my body.” I struggled to think of anything I might be missing.

“She's not very tough for a Domme,” Lizzie remarked. She sounded disappointed.

“No, she's not,” Alarica agreed. “She's not fit to be a sub, let alone a Mistress.”

“I don't think she's strong enough to last the night,” sneered Carla.

Of all the submissives in this club, why did it have to be Carla? I'd never even seen Carla here before. There was no one on the planet I less wanted to witness my humiliation.

“She's weak” Alarica agreed. “She can dish it out, but she can't take it.”

She ruffled my hair as if I was a dog.

“Don't worry, Tabitha. I'll respect your limits.”

She looked down at me with a disturbing smile.

“But I'm still going to fuck you up.”

I struggled not to let my anxiety show. What is this crazy bitch planning to do to me?

Carla and I saw each other regularly after that first date in the park. Sometimes three or four times a week.

Unlike most of the subs I'd been with, Carla was interested in more than just BDSM and sex. Most subs made me feel like I was little more than a prop in their fantasies. Carla's saw the human being behind the Domme.

We visited restaurants and pubs. We went shopping and clubbing. She took me camping, something I'd never done before. We spent quiet evenings cuddling on the couch watching movies. And sitting on my apartment balcony or on the deck of her shared rented house, listening to music and sipping wine or beer.

I grew very fond of Carla. I would have dispensed with the Domme/sub roles and taken her as an equal if she'd wanted. I had promised myself that I would never settle down with one person after Luna dumped me, and that going forward I would be polyamorous. But I would have been proud to have had Carla as a girlfriend.

I offered to go down on Carla for her birthday. We'd been together three months, and I wanted to give back some of the pleasure she'd been giving me. I wanted to taste her. To bury my fingers in her warmth. To feel her writhing in ecstasy as she came in my face. Not as Domme and sub, but as lovers. I would even have let her put on a strappy and fuck me.

Carla declined. “Vanilla sex just doesn't do it for me, Mistress Tabitha. And if you did that, I'd feel like you were my sub. It would spoil what we have.”

I didn't bring it up again. We carried on as Domme and sub.

In retrospect, it would not be an exaggeration to say that I fell in love with Carla. I wish I'd told her that when it might still have made a difference. When she'd still been mine.

“The three of you may call me Goddess Alarica.”

“Yes, Goddess Alarica,” Carla and Lizzie chimed almost in unison.

Alarica looked at me expectantly. My eyes met hers, then dropped to the floor.

“Yes, Goddess Alarica.”

Alarica beckoned to a naked girl kneeling beside one of the armchairs that dotted the lounge. She hobbled to us on her knees. She appeared to be in her mid twenties, just a little older than me. She was slim, with small perky breasts and a perfectly shaped derriere. Indigo hair fell just short of her shoulders. Tattoos mottled her porcelain skin. She was holding a red leather handbag that I guessed belonged to Alarica.

“Girls, this is Kimberly, one of my slaves. Kimberly, this is Tabitha. Tabitha was foolish enough to challenge me, and of course lost. Lizzie is the girl Tabitha tried to get to kneel to her, and Carla is the girl who knelt for me. It turns out Carla used to be Tabitha's sub.”

“Hello, Miss Lizzie. Hello, Miss Carla. Hello, Tabitha.” I noticed that Kimberly used the honorific Miss with Lizzie and Carla, even though they were subs. And that she omitted it from my name, even though in this club it was customary for subs to address Dommes they didn't know as Miss. This was clearly deliberate. I was obviously not the first woman Kimberly had watched her Mistress take down.

“Hi Kimberly!” greeted Lizzie.

“Hello, Kimberly,” echoed Carla.

“Good evening, Kimberly,” I said, a little frostily.

“Carla and Kimberly, you may both stand.”

The two subs rose to their feet. Kimberly was roughly my own height. She watched me with what could have been contempt or pity.

“Tabitha, you will address Lizzie as Mistress Lizzie, Carla as Mistress Carla, and Kimberly as Mistress Kimberly.”

“What? They're subs, not Dommes!”

Alarica slapped me across the face.

“They're subs to everyone else. But to you they are Mistresses. And you will treat them as such.”

Lizzie giggled. Kimberly's lips twisted in a barely perceptible smile. Carla looked like she'd just won $10,000 on a lottery ticket.

I stared defiantly at Alarica.

“Carla used to be my sub. She deserted me. You defeated me in our contest, and I'm going to honor my side of our bargain. But I won't call this piece of trash Mistress.”

Carla's eyes darkened. Lizzie stopped giggling.

Alarica slapped me again. She almost knocked me off balance. She gripped my chin and tilted my face up to hers.

“You call yourself a Mistress. Yet none of your subs stay with you. Do you honestly think you're a real Domme?”

“I—I—“

Carla laughed. Lizzie snickered. Kimberly's expression was inscrutable.

I could have walked out. Subs had the right to refuse to do anything they were uncomfortable with. Dommes and subs both had to sign a contract that made this emphatically clear when they joined the Dark Orchid. Subs were given a safe word that could be used to instantly halt whatever activity was underway. They could also use a safe gesture—tapping three times on the nearest surface with their hand or foot—that could be used if they were gagged or otherwise unable to talk. Dommes who disregarded a safe word or safe signal were banned from the club and could face criminal charges.

I could have walked out. But I didn't.

“You're not a Domme anymore, Tabitha. You never really were one.”

“I—I am a Domme. Just cause this slut left me doesn't mean—“

“Shut up. I don't want to hear another word from you unless I ask you a question or give you permission to speak.”

I stopped talking. Trying to stand up for myself was only making things worse.

“What are the names of these three beautiful women?”

“Mistress Lizzie. Mistress Kimberly. And...” I swallowed, then forced myself to go on. “Mistress Carla.”

Carla grinned.

“Good girl.”

Alarica kissed Carla hard on the mouth. Carla's eyes widened. She returned Alarica's kiss with passion.

“I can't believe you used to own Carla. I might keep her for myself. I can always find a place for such a desirable pet in my household.”

“I would love that, Goddess Alarica.”

I couldn't believe it. Not only had this bitch turned me into her slave for the night—she was stealing my former sub.

“Take off your clothes, slut. You know the rules. Slaves don't get to wear clothes here.”

I bristled at being called slut. It was common for Dominants to use disparaging terms like whore and slut when addressing female submissives. I did it myself. But when I did it, I was usually acting. Alarica didn't seem to be roleplaying.

My cheeks flushed as I unzipped my little black dress and shimmied out of it. My self-consciousness intensified as I removed my bra and panties. People nearby were watching. Scenes like this were an everyday occurrence in this club. But it was not every day one saw a Domme getting brought to her knees.

“Don't forget your shoes, Tabitha,” said Lizzie with mock helpfulness.

I laid my pumps on the floor beside my clothes. I couldn't meet anyone's gaze.

“What's your last name, slut?”

“Why do you want to know—“

Alarica slapped me.

“Let's try that again. What's your last name, slut?”

“Parker.”

“Kimberly, take these rags to the front counter and ask them to put them in Tabitha Parker's locker. And then buy a collar and a set of bondage cuffs. Tell them to put them on Tabitha's account.”

“Yes, Goddess.”

I frowned, but didn't protest. Alarica stepped forward and cupped one of my breasts. She squeezed it as if she was evaluating a piece of fruit at a farmer's market. Her thumb brushed my stiffening nipple.

Oh my God, she's making me horny!

Alarica squeezed my other boob, then stepped behind me and delivered a stinging swat to my bare ass. I winced. She gave my ass a second smack, then gave it an appraising squeeze.

“My new slave has a nice body,” Alarica remarked to the other women as if I was a piece of furniture.

“She does indeed, Goddess,” said Carla.

“Pity she's such a ditz.”

The three subs laughed. I scowled but kept quiet.

Alarica stepped closer. Her big boobs pressed into my back. Her rigid nipples indented my naked skin. She brought her lips to my ear.

“You're getting horny, aren't you, slut?”

I didn't answer. Alarica pushed two fingers into me. I gasped. She pushed her fingers deeper, burying them to the knuckles. She twisted them, making me squirm, then brought them to my mouth.

“See for yourself how wet you are.”

I recoiled as her dripping fingertips touched my lips. The scent of my own lust invaded my nostrils. I had made girls serving me taste themselves, but had never imagined anyone doing it to me.

“Don't make me repeat myself. You won't like the consequences.”

I parted my lips. Alarica slid her fingers between them. I gagging slightly as they reached the back of my tongue.

“Lick your filth off my fingers, ho.”

I sucked Alarica's fingers. A warm glow radiated from my loins.

My God, what is this woman doing to me? How can this be turning me on?

Kimberly returned with the collar and cuffs. Alarica wrapped the leather collar around my neck and locked it in place. She pulled my arms behind my back and snapped the cuffs around my wrists.

“Get on your knees, slut.”

I sank to my knees. It felt weird to be naked in the main lounge with my arms bound behind me, looking up at Alarica and the three subs. My face was level with Alarica's thighs. And with Carla's bush. I'd had sex more times than I could count with Carla, but had never been this close to her ladyparts before. It was obvious that Alarica intended to make me eat Lizzie in retaliation for me having planned to make her orally serve Lizzie. And probably Kimberly and Carla too. Carla seemed eager to use me. The thought of having to pleasure an ex-sub who had abandoned me made me cringe. Yet the yearning between my thighs was getting stronger.

This bitch dumped me! How can the thought of being forced to go down on her be turning me on?

More people were watching. Several came over for a front row view. Including two girls I'd previously topped. And a couple of my fellow Dommes.

My reputation as a Domme is getting shredded. I'm never going to be able to show my face in this club again!

A Domme who went by the name Lady Fernanda joined us. She kissed Alarica warmly on the lips.

“Looks like you found yourself a new cum dump,” she smirked.

“Didn't that woman used to be a Mistress?” asked a sub I'd taken home a few weeks ago. I struggled to remember her name, but couldn't.

“She thinks she's a Domme. She's learning her true place.”

“I can't believe I let her top me.”

“She's not going to be topping anybody anymore when I'm done with her.”

The sub walked away, shaking her head in disgust.

Alarica reached under her dress and pulled down her lacy purple thong.

“Do you ever wish you'd been born dominant instead of submissive?”

Carla was nestled against me with her face on my shoulder. She had just eaten me to four successive orgasms. I'd let her use her fingers on herself as she was bringing me toward the last one, and we'd climaxed almost simultaneously. We'd only been together for two months at this point, but I had already become more attached to her than anyone since Luna.

“I used to be a Domme. I was a Domme for six years.”

My eyes nearly popped out of my head. I couldn't imagine submissive, needy Carla as a Domme.

“Are you serious? You were a Mistress?”

“I was. I owned several slaves. One of them was a lawyer. She bought me a bed with a built-in cage under the mattress, and would sometimes stay overnight and sleep in the cage while I slept above her.”

“Wow.” The revelation that Carla had once been a powerful Domme with her own subs excited me. Made me feel more powerful.

“So what happened? How did you go from Domme to sub?”

“I fell in love with my last sub. She was really a switch, not a sub. A switch who leaned toward the dominant end of the spectrum. One night she asked me if she could have a turn topping me. I was in love—I would have done anything for her—so I said yes. What's the harm in letting her do it once? I thought. No one outside our bedroom will ever know.

“She was a whole different person when she was in control. She brought out desires in me that I didn't even know I had.

“She started topping me more and more often. Before I knew it, we were no longer having any sessions with me as the Domme. I stopped even wanting to.

“She broke down every hard limit I had. She started bringing other subs and even other Dominants over. She'd have sex with them in front of me. And make me serve them. She turned me into her total slave.”

“So what happened? Why aren't you still with her?”

“Once she completely subjugated me, she lost interest and moved on.”

“My God, that's horrible!” I held Carla tighter.

“It's water under the bridge. And it's not all bad. If it hadn't been for her, I might never have become a sub. And then I never would have met you. So I'm actually glad it happened. I want to be yours till the day I die.”

“Awww.” I leaned down and kissed her. She snuggled against me and purred. What a fucking idiot that Domme was. I'm never going to let Carla go.

I had really believed she'd be my sub forever.

Alarica shoved her thong in my face. She made sure the warm crotch was pressed against my nose and mouth. A damp spot met my lips. The scent of her need permeated my nostrils.

I instinctively tried to pull away. Carla squatted behind me and gripped my head, holding me in place.

“See how horny you've made me, girl? And we've barely started. I'm going to have so much fun turning you into my slave.”

She handed her thong to Kimberly. “I won't be needing these for awhile. Take them to the front and ask them to put them in my locker.”

“Yes, Goddess.”

Alarica gripped my hair and pulled my head back. She leaned in, so close that I wondered if she was going to kiss me. She smiled.

And then spat in my face.

“Hey! What the fuck!”

I again tried to pull away. Carla's hands held my head like a vice. Beneath those lush curves were muscles hardened from years of heavy factory labor.

Alarica slapped me hard.

“No talking unless I ask you a question or give you permission to speak. How fucking stupid are you that you can't understand simple instructions?”

My lip quivered. I wanted to go home. But I didn't want to give this psychopath the satisfaction of seeing me run.

And, I had to admit to myself, there was a dark part of me that didn't want to leave. That was excited by this unexpected role reversal. Aroused by it.

Fuck. I'm sicker than she is!

Alarica kissed Carla again. Her massive breasts were pressed into my face as she brought her mouth to Carla's. Their kiss was intense. And long. I was almost trembling from the force of my own need. I hated myself for getting aroused.

At last Alarica pulled away. She looked down at me sternly.

“Open your mouth, bitch.”

I almost asked why, but stopped myself. I opened my mouth.

“Wider.”

I opened as wide as I could. Carla tilted my head back, forcing me to look up into Alarica's face. Alarica spat on me again, this time right into my mouth. I recoiled. Carla held me in place.

“Carla, spit in this whore's mouth.”

I watched in shock as my former lover leaned over me and spat.

“Lizzie, your turn.”

Lizzie giggled and dropped a massive wad of saliva onto my tongue.

“Now you, Kimberly.”

Kimberly grinned and added her own copious contribution.

“Swallow, slut.”

I reluctantly downed the nasty mess.

“Now thank Mistress Carla, Mistress Lizzie, and Mistress Kimberly for their gift.”

For fuck's sake, is she serious? I had seen other Dommes make subs thank them for their punishment. I'd never done it myself. It seemed excessive and ridiculous.

“Goddess Alarica just gave you an order, slut!” growled Kimberly.

“Thank you for your gift, Mistress Kimberly, Mistress Lizzie and Mistress Carla.” I nearly choked on the words.

“Some of the spit got on my boots. Clean it off.”

I gave Alarica a You've got to be kidding stare. Carla gripped the back of my neck and pushed me down. My torso was bent forward so that my boobs were pressed against my thighs. A few tiny beads of saliva had indeed landed on Alarica's boot, which was now just inches from my face. Carla stood up and planted a foot on my back, pinning me in place. I no longer had any trouble believing she had once been a Domme.

“Well, what are you waiting for, loser?” Alarica demanded.

I began licking the mess from Alarica's boot. The taste of leather coated my tongue. I struggled not to retch. Mercifully the boots were clean other than for the saliva.

“Good girl.”

Alarica resumed kissing Carla. I couldn't see them, but could hear their murmurs and coos as I cleaned Alarica's boot.

“Now the other one.”

Carla raised her foot so that I could move to the other boot, then pinned me again. I kept going until Alarica was satisfied.

“Well done, girl. There's hope for you yet.”

Carla removed her foot. Alarica took my leash.

“Come with me.”

The Black Orchid consisted of several rooms interconnected by open archways. There was a dance area. A couple of sitting rooms with armchairs and sofas that only Dommes were allowed to use. A gallery of lesbian BDSM paintings, drawings and sculptures. And three separate dungeons with equipment that included facesitting chairs, pillories and stocks, St Andrew's crosses, and human-sized cages.

Alarica took me to a small side dungeon. Carla, Lizzie, and Kimberly followed, along with half a dozen people who'd gathered around us in the lounge. Alarica led me by the leash like a beaten dog. I wasn't allowed to stand, and had to shuffle on my knees.

Layer by layer, Alarica was flaying my pride away.

The club was randomly patrolled by employees who were tasked with ensuring that everyone was safe and that the rules were followed. They were easily identified by their uniforms—black jeans or slacks, black dress shoes, and a white T-shirt with the club logo and the word SECURITY emblazoned on the front and back. One of them—a woman with biceps that were thicker than my thighs—nodded at Alarica as we passed. She looked down at me and smirked.

“Putting another pretentious princess in her place, huh, Alarica?”

“That I am.”

Alarica gave my leash a yank. “Come on, slut! Let's go.” I stumbled behind her.

She brought me to a bondage bench in the middle of the room. It had a cross-shaped platform designed to support the occupant's head, torso and arms. And two vertical poles with build-in manacles that allowed her legs to be raised overhead and spread apart in a V so that she could be used from both ends. She removed my handcuffs.

“Lie down here.”

I swallowed nervously. I had locked subs in devices such as this and ridden their faces till I'd come so many times I could hardly remember my own name. But I had never been put in one.

If she locks me in this, I'll be totally at her mercy. What if she goes too far, and ignores the safe signal? There was no one in the room other than Alarica and our entourage, all of whom seemed to be delighting in my abasement. I couldn't count on anyone here for help if things got out of hand. Not even Carla.

Just quit, I told myself. Use the safe word. But I couldn't bring myself to do it.

If I use the safeword, everyone will think I'm weak. No one will respect me anymore.

That's what I told myself. But the simmering heat between my legs reminded me that it wasn't the whole truth.

“I said get on that bench, you stupid cow!” Alarica slapped my ass hard enough to make me wince.

I got on the bench. It was waist high, putting me more or less level with everyone's crotch. A thin leather-covered padding provided some cushioning against the hardness of the metal surface. The main segment was just long enough to support my torso and head, leaving my legs hanging awkwardly over the edge. Alarica shackled my wrists to the arms of the cross, then lifted my legs into the air and cuffed my ankles to the poles. I tugged one of my arms, and couldn't move it more than an inch or two.

My heart raced. I had never felt so helpless and vulnerable. Nor had I ever felt anything like the strange excitement coursing through me.

Alarica circled to the front of the bench. She hopped onto my chest like a gymnast mounting a pommel horse. She was even heavier than she looked, and knocked the wind out of me. My breasts were flattened beneath her wide ass. Her parted thighs bracketed my face. She looked down at me with contempt.

“You arrogant little bitch. You actually thought you could beat me. You thought that you were a better Domme than me.”

She backhanded me so hard I saw stars.

“I've taken on half a dozen weak, overconfident girls like you. I broke every single one of them.”

“Broke? What do you mean, broke?” I struggled to keep the fear out of my voice. Too late, I remembered that I wasn't supposed to speak without permission. I braced myself for another blow. Alarica just smiled.

“None of them are Dommes anymore. Two of them left the lifestyle. Two of them belong to other Mistresses. And two of them—including Kimberly—I kept for myself.”

I stared into her eyes, then into Kimberly's. Alarica met my gaze. Kimberly looked away. Alarica was telling the truth.

This is about more than just me, I belatedly realized. I didn't know what had happened to make Alarica so angry and bitter. But me and the other young Dommes she preyed on were paying the price.

“I think I'll keep you as one of my personal slaves.” Alarica stroked my cheek. “You're such a cute little thing.”

“I—I—please...”

“Shhh. Slaves don't talk.”

Alarica hiked her dress around her broad hips and slid forward. She took her time, relishing my fear. Her muff slowly buried the lower half of my face like an oncoming steamroller. Her meaty folds engulfed my mouth and chin. My nose was pressed into her dense, curly bush. She carelessly settled her full weight on me, mashing my head into the padded bench.

“Make me come, slave girl.”

How can this be happening! I came here to find a submissive girl to eat my pussy. And instead I'm strapped to this bench with this oversexed maniac sitting on my face.

Alarica pulled my hair, making me whimper.

“Did you not hear my order, slave? Get to work!”

I pushed my tongue into Alarica's thirsting flesh. She was so wet I wondered if she had fucked someone before coming to the club. I pushed the distressing thought away.

“That's better, slave girl. Worship my pussy the way your subs used to worship yours. Show me how grateful you are for the privilege of tasting me.”

The privilege of tasting you? I wanted to tell her to go fuck herself. Instead I moved my tongue back and forth through her folds. Slowly and sensuously, the way I liked when a girl was just getting started on me.

“That's it. Good girl.” Alarica's grip on my hair eased.

“This is making me soooo wet,” said Lizzie. “It's fun watching you break her, Goddess.“

“I can't believe this slut thought she was a Domme,” jeered Fernanda.

“I can always tell a fake Domme when I see one,” said Alarica. “This one's a born sub.”

I groaned in protest. People laughed.

Alarica stroked my hair soothingly. “There, there. It's okay, girl. You'll get used to being my slave. Before long you'll crave it.”

She really thinks she's going to turn me into her permanent slave! There's no way that's going to happen.

It occurred to me that the other Dommes she'd subjugated, like Kimberly, had probably thought the same thing.

She gazed into my eyes as I labored beneath her, savoring my defeat and humiliation. I had allowed other women to facesit me during vanilla sex. But I had never had someone use me like this, with no concern for my own pleasure or comfort. It galled me that she was going to come in my face and that I was never going to get to come in hers.

Despite my indignation, the need between my thighs continued to grow. I'd felt like jilling earlier in the day, but had decided to hold off and save it for when I was here. Big mistake.

“That's it, slave girl. Get that tongue nice and deep.”

I found Alarica's opening. She let out a sultry moan as I penetrated her. I pushed my tongue as deep as I could. She began rocking her hips. Her breathing was getting faster and heavier.

I tugged at my restraints, desperate to touch myself. A wet spot was forming on the bench between my legs. To my astonishment—and horror—I realized that a part of me wanted to make Alarica come. To feel her gushing in my mouth as a result of my efforts. To be fully subjugated by this stronger, more powerful woman.

What the fuck is wrong with me?

“That's it, slut. Don't stop. I'm gonna come in your pretty face!”

Her thrusts grew more forceful. She was literally fucking me with her pussy. Her big boobs jiggled as she pounded me. I struggled to breathe.

“Oh fuuuuck! Mmmmmnnngggghhhh!”

Silky female cum spilled into my mouth and throat. I had no choice but to swallow. Some ran down my cheeks and chin.

Alarica kept pummeling me as one aftershock after another wracked her. My own body was on the verge of release, but without touching myself I couldn't cross the finish line. I mewled in frustration.

Alarica leaned back with a satisfied sigh.

“That was a good start, slave. I'm going to need another four or five of those.”

Alarica fucked my face for at least another half hour. She rode my tongue as if it was a dildo and made me suck her straining clit as if it was a cock. She came five more times.

The taste of her spent lust lingered in my mouth as she dismounted. Her sticky residue coated my face from the nose down. My own need for release had become a torment. I had never been so horny and unable to do anything about it.

“Lizzie, would you like a turn with my new toy?”

“Ohhh! I'd love that, Goddess.”

“Beg Mistress Lizzie for the privilege of licking her, slut.”

I shot Alarica a malevolent look, then turned to the woman who had almost knelt for me. Her big body was almost spherical.

Oh my God, is Alarica actually going to let Lizzie sit on my face?

Alarica frowned. “What are you waiting for, slave? I just gave you an order.”

“Mistress Lizzie, may I please have the privilege of...of licking your pussy?”

Lizzie giggled. “Go ahead, slave girl.”

The bench creaked as Lizzie clambered on. I nearly panicked and used the safeword. Carla's earlier words echoed in my head. I don't think she's going to last the night. I didn't want to fold in disgrace before Carla and all the other women from the club who had gathered to watch, vindicating Carla's assessment that I was too weak to get through a single night as a sub. And I didn't want to give Alarica a second victory by tapping out. I forced myself to stay calm as Lizze lowered herself onto my face.

“Oh, this feels nice,” cooed Lizzie. The bench sagged slightly as she rested her full weight on me. “Such a delightful seat cushion.”

“Mmmmphhhhh.”

“A little noisy, though.” Lizzie giggled.

Lizzie was even wetter than Alarica. Her bushy muff covered my mouth, and her immense belly covered the rest of my face. Her huge ass flattened my boobs. I feared that the bench would collapse beneath her weight. Or that my skull would implode like a melon beneath an elephant's foot. I couldn't see anything, and my hearing was muffled by Lizzie's thick thighs. I struggled to breathe.

“Show Lizzie how thankful you are for being allowed to taste her, slave.”

I started licking. Lizzie let out a happy sigh. She was literally dripping. A pubic hair got into my mouth, and I couldn't get it out.

This isn't fair! This fat cow should be the one licking me!

“Ohhh, your new slave girl is good at this, Goddess! May I come in her mouth?”

“You may, Lizzie. As many times as you want.”

“Really?” Lizzie giggled again. “She may be here awhile, then.”

“Don't worry, Lizzie. We have all night.”

I gasped with relief as Lizzie at last stood up. She must have come twenty times. Alarica had been forced to make her stop several times to prevent her from smothering me.

“You're turn, Kimberly.”

“Thank you, Goddess!”

The skinny goth girl planted herself on my face. Unlike Alarica and Lizzie, she sat backward, so that her butt was resting on my eyes and forehead. My nose was pressed against the no-man's land between her pussy and ass. Her muff was planted squarely over my mouth. She wasn't nearly as heavy as Alarica or Lizzie, but it was hard to breathe with her crotch and ass covering my whole face.

“You may come in the toy's mouth as much as you like.”

“Thank you so much, Goddess!”

Kimberly started grinding. I could feel the muscles of her ass contracting and relaxing against my face with each thrust. I groaned.

“It's been awhile since I've let Kimberly come. And a long time since I've permitted her to ride another slave's face. She's a lusty little thing, and she can be very...energetic.”

Kimberly's movements got rougher with each thurst. She grabbed my tits, squeezing and pulling on them. Her breathing grew faster and throatier.

“Didn't she have several slaves when you met her?” asked Fernanda.

“She did. She was a much better Domme than the pathetic cum dump underneath her. She was a Domme-breaker herself, back then. She thought she could break me.” Alarica and Fernanda both laughed.

Kimberly didn't say anything, but pummeled me with increasing savagery. I shuddered and squirmed, half-crazed from my own unrequited need. The former Domme's body abruptly tensed. She wailed like a banshee as she let go in my face.

“The new slave is pretty good, Goddess,” Kimberly declared. “She needs more practice, though.”

“I'll be counting on you to help with her training, my pet. Don't stop until she's completely satisfied you.”

“Thank you, Goddess.”

The tattooed goth started pumping her hips again.

“Still feel like a Domme, Tabitha?”

“I...uh...not really...”

How am I supposed to feel like a Domme when I'm strapped to this bench and my face is being used by one woman after another?

“Tell everyone here that you're no longer a Domme. That you're nothing but a slutty, worthless slave. Say it.”

I frowned, but dutifully said “I'm no longer a Domme. I'm a slutty, worthless slave.”

“Now say it like you mean it. Unless you want some more discipline.”

“I-I'm no longer a Domme. I'm a worthless slut and a slave.” My face reddened.

“That's better.” Alarica trailed her fingertips over my cheek as if I was her lover.

“Lady Fernanda, would you care to try out my new toy?”

“Thank you, Goddess Alarica. I believe I will.”

I gulped. Fernanda was almost as tall as Alarica. She had a svelte, athletic build, creamy tan skin, and long black hair that fell to her ass. She appeared, like Alarica, to be in her early thirties. She wore four-inch stilettos, leather pants, and a top made from alternating strips of solid fabric and semi-transparent fishnet.

Fernanda didn't bother taking her pants off. She plunked herself carelessly on my face, covering me to the eyeballs. She rested her full weight on me. Her pants were so tight that I could feel the cleft between her plump lips.

“Lady Fernanda doesn't believe in letting slaves taste her until they've earned it. She's a regular guest at my house, though. So you'll have plenty of time to work your way up to that privilege.”

I groaned. Fernanda chuckled. She started rocking her hips, grinding herself against me. Alarica stepped between Fernanda's spread legs. Her smooth thighs brushed the top of my head. The two Dommes began kissing and fondling each other.

I struggled to suck in enough air as Fernanda rubbed one out on my face. She shuddered as she creamed inside her leather pants.

The crowd around us was growing. Alarica shared me with another three bystanders. A short, dark-skinned Domme with a massive bubble butt who called herself Queen Makena and who nearly suffocated me. A lanky redheaded switch named Jessica who wore a black cowgirl hat and rode my face as if she was breaking in a recalcitrant bronco. And a submissive bimbo with bottle-blonde hair and porn-star boobs named Candy who came at least four times in my mouth. Candy had pleasured me on her knees more than once, but I don't think she even remembered. She had slept with every Domme and switch in the club who would have her. I was very thankful that recent medical advances had effectively wiped out sexually transmitted infections.

I was starting to think Alarica was going to show some mercy and not make me serve Carla. I was wrong.

“Mistress Carla, would you like to use my new slave next?”

I shouldn't have asked Carla to serve Sienna.

Carla and I used to have threesomes with other women. Mostly with subs I picked up, but also with the more adventurous women I dated. Carla often served as my wing girl at BDSM and lesbian clubs. She invariably took a submissive role in our menages. She loved being used by two women at once. And watching me with other women.

But Sienna was different. I had fallen for her. And though I hadn't told Carla, Carla could tell.

I made Carla lie on her back and let Sienna sit on her face while I sat astride Carla's hips. Sienna and I kissed and fondled each other while Carla ate Sienna. After Sienna came we switched places. We repeated this until we'd each come in Carla's face several times. Carla squirmed beneath us, dying to come. I finally let her use her hand on herself while Sienna merrily rode her face to a final messy orgasm.

I usually had a group cuddle with Carla and our guest after these threesomes. But as soon as Sienna was done, Carla murmured that she needed to get going. She had been distant and aloof for the next two weeks. Then she left me altogether.

Sienna had ditched me not long after. I was heartbroken when Carla left, and then had my heart broken again when Sienna vanished. I hadn't dated anyone since. I had been venting my pain and frustration on the submissive playthings I picked up, but felt lost and dead inside. I could see in retrospect that I had been little more than a passing amusement to Sienna. She used me the way I used most of the subs I brought home. Carla, on the other hand, had really cared about me.

I wish I had seen Sienna's true nature. I wish I had seen the pain I'd been inadvertently causing Carla. I'd tried to make things right with Carla, but nothing I said or did made any difference.

The soul had left the body of that relationship, and it wasn't coming back.

“Slave, beg Mistress Carla to allow you to lick her.”

“Mistress Carla, may I have the privilege of licking your pussy?”

Carla slapped me. The crack of her palm connecting with my face echoed across the room. I stared at her with a mixture of pain, confusion, and anger.

“Say it like you mean it, slut!”

I felt like I had stepped into some dark parallel universe. The demur, obedient girl I'd known and cherished was gone. Carla's dominant side was back. I had a feeling this time it was here to stay.

“Well?” Carla raised her hand to strike.

“Mistress Carla, may I please eat you? May I please serve you the way you used to serve me?” My voice cracked as I forced the words out.

Carla lowered her hand. “Yes, slut. You may eat me. And you'd better do it with some fucking enthusiasm.”

Carla lowered her pussy onto my face. I groaned as she settled herself on top of me. I started licking.

“How's she doing?” Alarica asked after several minutes.

“Not bad. She could use more practice.”

“She needs some motivation. Kimberly, fetch the riding crop from that rack over there.”

“Yes, Goddess.”

Oh fuck.

I was tempted to use the safe gesture. But I had come this far. I didn't want to look like a weakling in front of Carla, Alarica, and everyone else in the room.

Kimberly handed Alarica the crop. Alarica held it in my field of vision and pulled it backward by the tip, bending it in an arc. She let go, allowing it to whipsaw through the air. I felt Carla dripping in my mouth as she watched.

“You're going to get one lash for every minute it takes you to make Carla come.”

My anxiety jumped an order of magnitude. Carla loved sex, but it tended to take her a long time to peak.

Alarica walked to the far end of the bench. She brought the cane across my exposed buttocks.

“Mmmppphhh!” My cry was muffled by Carla's pussy. Carla got wetter.

Alarica counted down the seconds till the next lash. “Sixty...fifty nine...fifty eight...”

I redoubled my efforts. Carla gripped my head and started grinding, using me as if I was a sex toy. I pushed my tongue in deep. Her head tilted back.

“Oh God...oh God that feels so good...”

My own kitty was on fire despite the blaze of pain across my ass. My hips gyrated, vainly seeking something to rub against. Carla's excitement grew. Her thrusts became more forceful.

But she didn't come.

“...four...three...two...one...”

Crack!

“Nggggghh!”

My eyes watered. I'd never been on the receiving end of a crop or flogger before. I was astounded by how much it hurt.

“Sixty...fifty nine...”

I pushed my tongue deeper. I wiggled and probed, trying to get Carla over the edge. She was close. But close wasn't good enough.

Crack!

“NNNNNGGGGHH!”

“Oh my fucking God, I'm coming!” Carla shuddered on top of me. Her thighs clenched my face. I couldn't remember her ever coming this hard.

“Well done, slave! I'm impressed.”

“Goddess Alarica, I licked this slut's pussy many, many times when she owned me. I think she owes me more than just one orgasm, don't you?”

She can't be serious...

“Hmm. Yes, I have to agree, Mistress Carla. Let's see how many times she can make your kitty purr.”

“Suck my clit!”

Carla pushed her swollen nub against my lips. I started sucking. The fire between my legs was hotter than ever, despite Alarica's lashes. I would have given everything I owned at this point to be able to touch myself for a few minutes.

“That's it! Suck me off!”

Carla gripped my head and started thrusting, fucking my lips with her ladywood. I groaned. Her clit throbbed.

“Oh Jesus, I'm coming again!”

Carla shuddered as she came in my face for the fourth time. Warm, silky wetness spilled down my chin and dripped onto the bench. I'd never seen Carla come this many times in one night.

Carla gazed down at me with a malevolent look.

“It's too bad you chose that skank Sienna over me. But I'm glad you did. This feels so right.”

I didn't choose Sienna over you! I wanted to yell. I wanted both of you! But I had already told her this in the weeks after we broke up. More than once. I might as well have talked to a brick wall.

“Tabitha should have been your slave, Mistress Carla. Not vice versa.”

“You're right, Goddess Alarica. I really regret giving myself to this unappreciative whore. I deserved better.”

“Once Tabitha accepts her proper place, would you like to help me with her training, Mistress Carla?”

“I would love that, Goddess.”

I wanted to tell both of them to go to hell. I wanted to tell Carla that it was her who hadn't deserved to be my slave. I wanted to scream at Alarica that I was never going to accept that my “proper place” was beneath her.

I wanted to say these things, but didn't.

This isn't like me. Alarica and Carla are turning me into a whimpering doormat! I need to pull myself together.

“Soon Tabitha is going to be begging to serve me for another night,” Alarica promised. She did not seem to have the slightest doubt that she would make this happen.

She's just fucking with my mind. After tonight I never have to talk to her again. She can't force me to do anything I don't want to.

I braced myself for the next lash of the crop, but Alarica lowered her arm.

“But before I do that, I have other plans for this slut.”

“You should make subs wait before having sex with them. Not just hop into bed with them right away. It will make them value you more.”

Karyn was a regular at the Black Orchid. She was a petite but buxom Domme who was twenty years older than me. We'd chatted a few times, and I'd begun to think of her as a friend. I'd asked her advice on how to find a sub who wouldn't abandon me. She'd invited me out for coffee. It was odd to see her in slacks and a long sleeved blouse instead of one of her latex costumes.

“But I like sex,” I protested. “Why should I deny myself pleasure? It's not fair that men who have multiple sex partners get praised as studs but women who act exactly the same are called sluts.”

Exasperation flickered across Karyn's face.

“That's true. But it would still help you to keep your panties on longer.”

I opened my mouth to argue, then shut it. Karyn was trying to help.

“You also need to get better at reading your girls. You need to be able to tell when something's bothering them that they're not telling you.”

“Yeah, no shit. But how do I do that?”

“That's not something I can tell you, girl. Maybe it's an innate skill you're born with. But it's essential.”

“Well, it doesn't help much to know this if it's something that can't be taught.”

Karyn frowned. “I'm trying to help you, girl.”

“Sorry. I'm just frustrated.”

“You know, most Dommes—not the professional dominatrixes who are roleplaying for money, but real Dommes, who do this because it's who they are—have spent at least a little time on the other side of the leash. Have you ever been a sub?”

I was shocked by the question.

“Of course not!”

“Maybe you should give it a try. Just for awhile. You might learn something.”

“A real Domme would never let herself be used as a sub!”

“I was a sub for four years, Tabitha. With my first lover. Do you think I'm not a real Domme?”

The look in Karyn's eyes scared me. I backpedaled.

“No, of course not! You're an outstanding Domme. I would never have guessed you used to be a sub.”

Karyn looked at her watch. “Well, I should get going. I have some errands to do. Have a good one, Tabitha.”

“Tabitha! I'm so glad you decided to take my advise and give subbing a try!”

Karyn had joined the crowd of observers, which had grown to around twenty five women. Word that a Domme was being broken had spread. One of Karyn's subs was standing behind her, a gangly girl named Felicia. A massive strap-on dildo dangled from Karyn's crotch, glistening with Felicia's juices.

I'm not a sub! I just lost a fucking contest! I didn't dare say the words out loud and risk Alarica's ire.

“You look very aroused,” observed Karyn. “Being a slave seems to agree with you.”

My face reddened. How the fuck am I not supposed to get aroused with all these women sitting on my face?

Alarica turned to Kimberly. “Pet, hand me my strappy, would you?”

Kimberly pulled a huge strap-on from Alarica's oversized handbag. The tall Domme fastened the harness around her waist, then let her short dress fall around it, hiding the straps and the base plate. It looked like she'd sprouted a giant cock.

Is she seriously planning to fuck me with that thing? She's going to break me in half!

“Madame Karyn, your strappy looks like it needs cleaning. Why don't you use my slave's mouth?”

“That's a wonderful idea, Goddess Alarica. Felicia made a real mess on it.”

The headpiece of the bondage bench was adjustable. Karyn lowered it so that my head was hanging over the edge of the main segment, the part that supported my torso, leaving my face almost upside-down. Her fake cock was level with my mouth.

Oh my God, does she really expect me to...

Karyn nudged the tip against my lips. Felicia smirked.

“Clean my cock, girl.”

How can she be doing this? I thought we were friends.

“Did you not hear Madame Karyn, slave? Clean that fucking cock!”

I opened my mouth and let Karyn push her cock in. I gagged as it flattened my tongue and nudged my tonsils.

I couldn't see Alarica anymore, but felt her cock nudge my slit. Oh Jesus, they're both going to fuck me at the same time!

Alarica drove her cock forward. It was even thicker than Karyn's. I moaned. I had never taken a cock—real or fake—this big before.

Karyn pushed her own cock deeper. I retched as it hit the back of my throat.

“How does Felicia's pussy taste, Tabitha?”

“Uuuugghhh!”

Alarica steadily forced her cock all the way in. My pussy was stretched wider and deeper than ever before. It was a little painful. But it also felt good. Karyn forced her own cock deeper. The dildo was more flexible than a flesh-and-blood penis, and easily slipped into my gullet. I'd deepthroated boyfriends back in the days when I was still discovering myself, and had never been able to get anything past the back of my throat.

“Nnngggghhhh!”

Karyn kept going until her balls were pressed against my face. Her cock had reached the base of my neck. I couldn't breathe.

Alarica grabbed my hips and started fucking me. Her initial thrusts were relatively gentle, giving me a chance to get used to her size. Her oversized balls slapped my upturned ass. Karyn fucked my mouth and throat. I squirmed and moaned. The fire in my kitty was unlike anything I'd ever experienced. I was so close. But I'm one of those girls who needs a hand, mouth or toy on my clit to come.

“Kimberly, give the new slave some kisses. All over her body except for her pussy. I want her so worked up she can't remember what day of the week it is. But don't let her come.”

“Yes, Goddess.”

Kimberly wrapped her lips around one of my straining nipples. I moaned like a nymphomaniac. She squeezed my other breast and teased the nipple with her fingers. I arched my back, pushing my boob into Kimberly's face. I would have come on the spot if someone had touched my clit.

The two Dommes continued to fuck me. Karyn had to pull back a few times to let me get some air. Kimberly's mouth moved to my throat, then meandered along one of my arms. Her hand continued to knead my breasts. She returned to my neck and kissed her way down to my belly, pausing at the edge of my bush. I writhed and whimpered. I was going out of my mind.

Karyn shuddered and grunted as an orgasm hit her. She withdrew her sopping cock from my throat. Alarica stopped fucking me but didn't pull out.

“Would you like to come, slave? Would you like Kimberly to suck your clit?”

“Oh my God yes! Yes!”

“I want you to be my slave for another night, Tabitha.”

“What?”

Kimberly's lips meandered over my left hip.

“You heard me, slave. If you want Kimberly to make you come, you need to convince me to allow you to serve me for another night.”

“Oh God, please don't do this!”

“I'm not doing anything, girl. If you don't wish the privilege of serving me for another night, just say so. I'll unshackle you right now, and you can go home.”

Kimberly's lips moved to the underside of my left buttock. A fresh moan escaped me.

“If you can convince me to let you to serve me for another night, your limits will be respected. But I'm going to use you hard. And Carla, Kimberly and all of my other slaves will be allowed to use you too.”

I realized with dismay that there was a part of me that wanted to accept Alarica's offer. To serve as her and her girls' fucktoy for a night.

Jesus, what has she done to me? This is insane!

“Well, girl? What will it be? Do you want Kimmy to keep going? Or shall I order her to stop and unfasten you from this bench?”

I told myself it would just be for one more night. But I knew that by the time Alarica was done with me, she'd probably have me begging for a third night. And then a fourth.

Just walk away, I told myself.

But there was no turning back from the dark path Alarica had shown me.

“Yes.” The word was barely a whisper.

“Beg for it, slave.”

“Goddess Alarica, please let me...let me...” My voice cracked. “Please let me serve you for another night.”

Alarica pulled out, removed her strap-on, and sat on my face. Kimberly knelt between my thighs and brought her mouth to my clit. I came explosively. Alarica came on top of me.

“Keep going, Kimmy. Tabitha did incredibly well for her first night. She's earned a reward.”

Kimberly slowly ran her tongue up and down my folds. Alarica continued to ride my face. Kimberly took my clit between her lips again. I had another mind-blowing orgasm.

By the time Kimberly and Alarica were finished with me, I could barely stand. Alarica helped me to my feet. She stroked my hair and face, kissed me on the forehead, and picked up my dangling leash.

“Welcome to your new life, Tabitha.”
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