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This is the story of my descent.

When I think of my life before. Before I came to my Goddess. Before I was owned. It seems more and more distant. More like a dream. A dream that grows dimmer and dimmer with each passing day.

My Goddess has ordered me to tell you the story of my life before the dream before it completely fades from my mind. Before I forget what it was like to drive a car. Wear clothing. Attend classes. All of the things that I did to fit in and prepare myself for the real world. A much less satisfying slavery than the one that I fell into.

This is the story of my descent. How my best friend showed me my place – beneath her, in all ways. How she tamed me like a wild animal that didn't know the joys of being owned. How she transformed me from an arrogant lioness into a submissive lap cat. Making me into her confidant, servant, lover, and, sometimes, whore.

I am so lucky.

Day One:

“You're a dominatrix? Seriously?” Karen said with more than a hint of mockery in her voice.

Back then I knew her as Karen. We grew up together in the same small sleepy town and were best friends since the sixth grade. I'd gone on to college; she'd become a masseuse in the big city. We saw less of each other, but we kept in touch via Facebook and reunited over the holidays. I'd applied to grad school in the city and Karen immediately offered to let me move into her spacious apartment. She'd broken up with her live-in girlfriend a few months ago and decided that she had a large enough client base to forego taking in a roommate for rent. An old friend in need of a roof over her head while she got her shit together … that was another matter.

We'd just finished carting the some total of my life up and down two flights of stairs over the last two days. My room was loaded with boxes that I'd unpack later. We were catching up on things in the living room. Enjoying some wine. When I decided to drop my big secret.

“Seriously. I've been beating boys for fun and profit for two years now. It pays a lot better than waitressing and I don't get my ass slapped by my customers. I slap theirs.” I said, feeling a bit defensive about Karen's reaction to my bombshell. I'd expected just about any other reaction except mockery.

“Assuming that you aren't just pulling my leg, why are you telling me this now?” she took a long sip of her wine and looked at me like she knew what I was going to say.

“I want to see if you'd have a problem with me starting something up again. Here. The Domme life pays good and has the kind of flexible hours that I'm going to need to get through grad school. It would mean that I could pay rent.”

“You don't have to. I love having you as a long term guest.”

“I know.” I said. “But I feel guilty taking advantage of your hospitality. If you're not cool with me working out of the apartment, I can work something else out.”

“You really do this? Beat people up for money?” there was something in her voice that I couldn't recognize. Curiosity? Longing? Lust? I couldn't tell for sure.

“Yes.”

She paused for a long time.

“Show me.” she finally said.

“My stuff. It's spread out over a few boxes, but sure I ...”
“Not your stuff,” she interrupted me. “Your stuff. Dominate me. Show me what you can do. Prove that you're the dominatrix you claim to be.”

“I'm straight.”

“So's spaghetti until you get it hot and wet.” she said. “Answer this one question. Were you attracted to those college boys who paid to get beat up by a girl?”

“No, but this is different. I love you, Karen. I don't think I could hurt you like that.”

“If you can do this for total strangers, you can do it for me.” she stated, flatly. “And if you don't then I'll know that you aren't really a dominatrix and all the leather paddles and handcuffs you pull out of your boxes aren't going to prove a thing. Lets face it, Gwen, you are not cut out to be on top.”

“You couldn't handle what I've got. After five minutes you'd be whimpering in the corner begging for your momma.” I don't know if the wine was making me this bold, but I was getting pissed at Karen for doubting me.

“Bring it on!” she said, and made a come at me gesture with her hands.

“You're on.” I got up and went to my room. I was quickly assembling my gear.

I was so arrogant back then. I thought that since I'd been able to dominate weak men that I could take my friend down a peg or two. Maybe this was her way of goading me into acting out some long hidden submissive fantasy that she'd had for years. And it's not like I was having sex with her. She's right about that, this was about power, not sex. I could give my best friend a little fantasy. Something she could remember when she was having a little fun by herself under the covers.

I didn't see it as the trap it really was. A challenge. Not only to my identity as a straight domme, but my status as her peer.

I stripped out of my street clothes and got myself into my battle gear. If she wanted a show, I'd give her one she'd never forget. One of the nice things about being a prodom. At least for me. Was the fact that so many clients not only paid ridiculous amounts of money to be humiliated, they gave me gifts to help humiliate them. Over half of my equipment and fetish outfits were presents from the various subs that I had in my stable.

I didn't want to waste time putting on the full catsuit, but a black leather bustier and matching panties should do the trick. I got into the knee length boots. The ones with skyscraper heels. Before rolling on my maroon opera gloves. They weren't a perfect match with the rest of my ensemble, but they had an old world flair that I found very appealing. A touch of elegance to go with the more traditional black leather.

I tucked a pair of handcuffs into the side of my leather panties and grabbed a riding crop to use on her now. I figured I'd take her over my knee and give her a red butt to remember. I laid out some of the more interesting implements from my collection on the bed for later.

Finally, I pulled my hair back into a tight ponytail. My subs say that it makes me look stern and severe. I think it makes me look like a stern librarian with some anger management issues.

I strode back into the living room in full bitch mode. I took long, confident, steps in my six inch heels. It had taken a lot of practice, but I really loved the effect they had. Both in terms of my own self confidence and the way my subs were forced to look up to me.

I put an extra wiggle in walk to exaggerate the sway of my hips and add make my breasts give a little bounce in the tight confines of the bustier. Karen wanted to see the domme in me and I was going to give her the full show. Was I trying to turn her on? Hell, yes. I wanted her thinking about the sight of me in my full gear and getting wet. I wanted her to remember me taking her over my knees and get the urge to put her hands down her pants. I wanted tonight to be a permanent part of her spank bank.

Was it weird that I was putting on a sex fantasy for my friend? Yeah. Did the fact that this was doing nothing for me mean anything? Probably. Was alcohol a contributing factor? Definitely.

Karen was seated on her sofa watching me strut my domme-y stuff out of my bedroom. I stood right on top of her and placed the crop on her right cheek. She grinned wickedly at me.

“What do you have to say for yourself now, worm?” I hissed out at her while running the crop from her ear to her jaw and back again.

“I was right; you're not a dominatrix.” she said, her eyes locked on mine. Despite the superior position I felt my confidence shake.

“We'll see about that.” I needed to assert control. “Stand up!”

“No.” she said, simply.

The riding crop rushed through the air before landing on the sofa. Two inches from her head. I wanted to scare her. Intimidate her into obeying me. But I wasn't prepared to really hit her. Using the crop on her butt was one thing, hitting her like this was out of the question.

“You're just a weak little girl.” she stated, not even having blinking at how close the crop came to hitting her. “A weak little girl playing dress up. Maybe this act was good enough to fool some spineless men back in college, but not a real woman. Not a real dominant. Not me.”

I cupped her chin in my gloved hand and yelled into her face. “I AM A DOMINATRIX!” I'm sure that the neighbors heard us, but I was too angry and drunk to give a fuck right then.

“Not even close.” Her voice remained calm and level despite my hand on her chin.

“STOP SAYING THAT!”

She reached up behind me while I was screaming into her face. She grabbed my ponytail by the roots and gave a hard pull that forced my head back. I felt her reach for my handcuffs with her other hand. I tried to block her, but she pulled her leg hard and fast against mine causing me to lose my balance. If I were a little more sober, or was wearing more sensible shoes, I might have maintained my footing. As it was I fell hard on the floor with Karen right on top of me. Holding onto my ponytail like a cowboy holding onto the reins of a bucking bronco. She let go of my hair and had my secured with my own cuffs before I knew what had happened.

I lay on the floor. Stunned. Karen's weight pressed down onto the small of my back. Unable to move. How had this happened? I had been doing this for two years. Against men twice as big as Karen. This wasn't possible.

“Those college boys wanted to submit.” she said. I thought she was reading my mind. “I don't. A real domme would know the difference. You're not a top; you're just a slave who got above her station. But don't worry; I'll be happy to teach you your true place.”

She patted my cheek as I struggled under her weight. Then I felt her get up and walk away. I caught a glimpse of her going into my room and I panicked. I remembered what I had laid out on the bed. The things that I was going to do to prove myself to Karen while taking her down a peg. She was going to know all that just by looking at the bed. She'd be able to use those items on me.

And I as helpless to resist.

I desperately tried to regain my feet, but was getting nowhere. The six inch heels made just standing up from this position a challenge. With my hands cuffed behind my back it was impossible to support myself on anything, and the gloves reduced what little manual dexterity I had left. I was a prisoner in my own dominatrix outfit. If the situation weren't happening to me I'd appreciate the irony of that.

I heard Karen slowly walk out of my room. I moved my head to see what item she was going to start me off with. The leather paddle? The nipple clamps? Not the strapon?

It was none of those. In her hands she carried my spreader bar and my collar. I saw them getting closer and closer and I remembered all of the men that I had used them on. The humiliations that I had heaped on them while they played my collared puppy. Or watching them mince around as best they could with their legs spread under a sissy maid's dress. Now those items were going to be used on me.

I was humiliated. I was scared. I was wet.

I was still processing my reaction to all this when Karen snapped the collar on me. She pulled it tight against my throat and clicked the padlock shut. She took the key from the lock and kissed it before secreting it in her bra.

I thrashed some more, but a hard, sharp, spank sent a spark of sexual arousal coursing through my body. I stopped before she did it again. I wasn't prepared to like being on the bottom. Especially not for someone who I had known my entire life. Especially not a woman. I was dominant. I was straight.

Right?

Karen attached the cuffs with the d-ring clips to each of my ankles and attached the spreader to the clips. Any hope I had about standing up was now gone. I was her prisoner until she decided to let me go.

I closed my eyes and waited for her to continue with my degradation. Thoughts of what she might do to me racing through my fevered mind. Thoughts of her beating me with all the tools that I had used over the last two years. Thoughts of her playing with my helpless body. Thoughts of her forcing me to service her. With my fingers. With my mouth.

I waited for several seconds, but nothing happened. No stream of abuse rained down on my ass. Karen's fingers didn't push aside the leather covering my slick pussy. Didn't violate my dripping sex with her digits or the wine bottle that we had just emptied. She didn't roll me over and squat down on my face. Or rub herself against my bound body. She wasn't even touching me. I heard her move away from where I lay, helpless on the living room floor.

I looked up and saw her standing by the door to her room. Her hand reached for the light switch and turned it off. I was completely in the dark. My ears strained to hear any signs that she was returning to where I was. I heard nothing.

I wasn't even sure if she was still in the doorway. She was barefoot and light on her feet. I might not hear her in the dark. I pulled impotently at the cuffs on my wrist. They bit into my tender flesh. I didn't use any sort of lined cuffs with my subs.

“You are mine.” I heard Karen say in the darkness.

Then I heard her bedroom door close.

Day Two

“Karen! Karen!” I'd been calling for her since I woke up. Without any response.

I hardly slept at all that night. Karen left me on a rough textured area rug on her hardwood floor. It was uncomfortable and cold. I couldn't even rub my hands against my sides. I thought about the things on my bed and I thought about the other things. The things at the bottom of my other boxes. Things that I didn't even want her knowing that I had. If she went snooping through them I thought I would die of embarrassment.

But its morning now. Last night was just a drunken joke. She wanted to show me that I wasn't a real domme. Ha ha, you're right. Now get me out of these handcuffs and into a cup of coffee. She wasn't going to take this any further. She couldn't. She was my best friend. She knew I was straight. That's why she left me alone last night. She wanted to teach me a lesson. I'm not sure what it was, but we were both a little drunk. We'll look back on this and laugh.

Karen walked out of her bedroom. The clock on the DVR said it was 8:30. I'd been calling for her since seven. She was dressed in an oversized men's shirt that hung loosely on her body. She must have bought it; she definitely didn't get it from a boyfriend.

“Karen!”

She ignored me and walked to the kitchen. I called out to her a couple more times, but only got silence in reply. I smelled coffee begin to brew. It smelled real good.

She walked past me to the bathroom, ignoring my pleas for help. She was taking this a little too far. I heard the toilet flush and the sound of her washing her hands. I really needed to pee and that wasn't helping.

Karen walked out of the bathroom and made a beeline for the kitchen, stepping over me in the process. I got a brief glimpse up her shirt. She was going commando.

She returned to the living room a few minutes later bearing a cup of coffee and a couple pieces of toast on a saucer. She sat on the couch and rested her feet on my back like I was a footstool.

“Jokes over, Karen.” I said while she was settling in. “Just get me out of this stuff. Please.”

“When you played pretend that you were a dominatrix. With those sub boys who couldn't tell the difference. What did you make them call you?” These were the first words she had said to me today.

“I really don't see what that has to do with anything.”

“Humor me.” she almost purred the words.

“Goddess Gwen.” I hated to admit this to her, but didn't see any reasonable alternative. “They call me Goddess Gwen.”

“I like the sound of that. Not for you. You're a long way from deification don't you think? I like the sound of that for me. I think my slave should call me that. Don't you, slave?”

“I'm not calling you 'Goddess Karen.”” I rolled my eyes.

“Quiet right.” she said. She crossed her feet leaving one heel pressed into my leather clad butt. “My friends call me Karen; my slave should just call me Goddess.”

“Karen, I really have to pee.” I was squeezing my thighs together trying to hold the flood gates back.

“I'm not going to respond to anything but my proper title.”

“I really have to go.” I tried to convey the urgency of my situation.

“Then you better ask me right. You can just hold it until you do. And don't even think about going on my nice clean floor. If you do I'll have push your face in your mess so fast you'll think that you just went down on the Ty-Dy Bowl Man.”

“Just stop this. Assume that I say whatever safe word I'm supposed to and just let me out.” I kicked my feet on the floor. I was approaching critical mass.

Karen sipped her coffe.

“Pleeeeaase.” I begged.

Karen took a bite of her toast.

The pressure was building and building. The weight of her foot on my ass wasn't helping any. Could I do this? Could I lower myself to call her Goddess? Which would be worse, humbling myself or having an accident on her living room floor?

“Goddess!” Humbling won out.

“Yes, my slave?”

“May I please, please go to the bathroom?”

“Of course. All you had to do was ask.”

I bit my tongue.

She stood up and removed the spreader bar from my legs. She helped me to my feet, but didn't even offer to take the cuffs off. I took very careful steps to the bathroom. Partly to keep my balance in the huge heels I was in; partly because keeping my legs together was the only thing keeping me from peeing all over the place like a giant baby.

She walked along side me, easily able to keep up with my slow pace. When we got into the bathroom I ran into my first obstacle – the toilet lid was down. I looked at her with pleading eyes, but she just shrugged her shoulders. I had to bend down at the knee and feel around behind me to grab the lid. Being careful to lift only the lid, and not the seat as well, I then lifted myself up. I had to push the lid away with my fingers to get it up the final few inches. I released a little pee into my panties.

The next problem was the panties themselves. I couldn't pull them down and I didn't have the leverage or angle to push them to the side.

“Can … can you.” I couldn't say the words.

“Can I what?” she was enjoying this. Watching me squirm. I was so going to get her back.

“Can you help me with my panties?” I felt white hot shame wash over me.

She gave me an expectant look. She wanted me to say it again.

“Goddess.” I'd already said it once, but it was no less humiliating the second time.

“Of course.” She cooed.

She hooked two fingers on either side of my underwear and pulled them down my legs. She made me step out of them and picked them up. Spreading them out in her hands like a flag or a trophy. She helped lower me onto the toilet. I started peeing before my butt hit the seat.

I kept my eyes down the entire time that I peed. I felt so embarrassed, being taken to the bathroom like a little girl. And by my best friend. My cheeks were hot and flushed.

I peed out everything that I had drank the night before. It took forever, but finally it was over. I expected Karen to take the key out of her bra and leave it at that. Certainly this was the worst that she was going to do to me.

“All done?” she asked, after the flood had turned into a drizzle and the drizzle fizzled out.

I nodded my head, too ashamed to speak. I looked up and saw her twirling my panties on her index finger.

“Are you ready for me to wipe you?” she flung the panties across the bathroom. They landed in a pile in the bathtub.

“NO!” she couldn't expect me to let her do that.

“You can't do it yourself and I'm not letting you up until you're a nice clean slave girl.” she spoke to me like she was lecturing a child going through potty training.

I just turned my head away and let her do what she had to do. She parted my legs with one hand while her other wiped me dry.

“There you are! All clean. Doesn't that feel better?” she sounded like a demented Mary Poppins.

“What are you going to do now, make me lick you out? Is that what I have to do to get out of these cuffs?”

I was close to crying. I was a little hung over and so damned tired. The leather bustier was cutting into my sides and making my boobs sweat while the rest of my body was shivering in the morning cold. I was still wearing my makeup from yesterday. My mouth felt as though something had crawled in there and died. Given how I slept last night, that was entirely possible. My feet were killing me from sleeping in boots that I normally only wore for an hour at a time. And my best friend was acting like she really wanted to make me her bitch.

“I'm not going to make you. One day you're going to beg to lick me. And I just might let you. If you've been good.” she said. I couldn't believe that my friend was doing this to me. Had I totally misjudged her all these years?

I looked down at the floor, but all I could see was the toilet and the ridiculous boots that I wore.

I felt Karen attach a leash to my collar. She gave it a gentle tug and I reluctantly rose to my feet. She led me back to the living room and ordered me to kneel in front of the sofa, facing her. She ran the leash between my legs and tied it off on my handcuffs. She made sure to position the taut leather so that it ran along my exposed pussy. Despite my humiliation, and protests of heterosexuality, I found myself becoming aroused again. I could feel my moisture soak into the leash.

She sat there taking in the full spectacle of her demoted friend. I was naked from the waist down. The bustier pushed my breasts out, forming a cleavage that drove my subs wild. Now I was the submissive only I didn't want to play.

She finished her toast and most of her coffee. She offered me the last sip from her cup. I was tempted to refuse, but wanted something to wash the taste out of my mouth. I opened my mouth and she carefully fed me the dregs of her coffee.

“I have a client coming in an hour. I'll need to get you squared away.” she said.

“Just let me go.” I pleaded.

“No.”

“I thought we were friends.”

“We are. That's why I'm going to show you what you really are. And what you really are looks very silly in all that domme drag. You're a sub. A slave. A bottom. I've always known that. Ever since we were little girls. You were the one who did what everyone else wanted. You wanted to make everyone happy. With your obedience. And your pain. I love you, slave. With a deeper love than mere sex or friendship could ever imagine. I want you to be happy. And this,” she ran a finger over my domme bustier. “this is not happiness.”

I was stunned by what she had just said. She sounded serious. She sounded like this wasn't just a game gone too far. A drunken night that lasted into a hungover morning. Did she see this as some elaborate scene, or was she creating a lifestyle? With her on top and me on the bottom. Did my sexuality even factor into her equations? I felt some moments of arousal. My bondage was getting me wet even as I thought about it. But it was the bondage that was getting me off. Not her. I was straight. I wanted a man. Not a woman. Even if she was my best friend. I had to admit that I was getting off more from being on the bottom for her than I ever did topping men. Maybe she was right, maybe I did need to submit. But I didn't want a Goddess, or a Mistress. I wanted a man.

That thought ran over and over through my head. No matter how hard I tried I was unable to picture my hypothetical Master. I wanted there to be this hulking brute of a man lurking in my imagination ready to take me. To make me his in body and soul. But every time I tried I ended up picturing Karen's hand wielding the whip. Her face looking down at mine. Her voice the one I obeyed.

My reverie was broken by her getting up and going into my room. I heard her shuffling around through things. I worried at what she might find and how those discoveries would lead to further suffering on my part. She said she had a client coming in an hour. She had to let me go.

She returned after fifteen minutes. More than enough time to go through each of my boxes. More than enough time to discover most of my secrets. She was carrying a paper bag. I didn't want to know what was inside it.

Before she dipped into the bag she carefully undid the hooks on my bustier. I let out a sigh of relief as my breasts fell free. It took some maneuvering, but she managed to get the whole thing off with minimal discomfort. I was now effectively naked. My breasts. My sex. My ass. All exposed to her gaze. My nipples started to become erect. I told myself that it was the cool air causing them to do so, but I knew that it was something else. I just wasn't prepared to admit that to myself.

She lay me down on my stomach. The leash dug deep into my vagina teasing my lips and rubbing against my hooded clit. It was the leather rubbing against me that was getting me wet. Nothing else.

She took off the restraints from my ankles and then removed the boots that were under them. She was slowly stripping away my domme exterior. My feet felt welcome relief getting out of the confines of the rigid leather boots. She tossed them through the open door of my bedroom. I heard them thud on the floor. She replaced the cuffs on my bare ankles and brought my legs together. I heard something snap shut and realized that she had locked the d-rings together. My legs were effectively bound together.

She crouched down over me. Rested her weight on my lower back. I could feel her strong thighs wrapping themselves around my naked back. I remembered that she wasn't wearing underwear. I imagined that I could feel her pubic hair against the small of my back. I tried to imagine my Master was doing this to me. Strong and manly. But my thoughts kept running back to Karen's pussy against my skin.

She untied the leash from my handcuffs and removed them. I tried to make a break for it, but it was no use. She used the leverage of her superior position to keep me down while she removed each glove. I thrashed and I flailed, but it got me nowhere. She soon had me completely naked except for my collar and cuffs. She replaced the fine opera gloves with another pair of leather restraints. I fought as hard as I could, but she was stronger. In the end the d-rings on my wrists were locked to my collar. My arms were immobile. My legs next to useless. She rolled me over onto my back and unclipped the leash from my collar. She saw the stain that my arousal had left on the shiny leather and gave me a smirk. I thought she was going to explore my body, but she just stood up and went to the closet.

I lay there on the floor. Just last night I had walked into this room a confident, powerful woman. I was going to take my skeptical friend over my knee and give her a spanking that she would masturbate to for the rest of her life.

Now I lay in the same room, stripped of my power and the clothing that I had used to define that power. I came into this room prepared to show just how dominant I could be only to have that illusion ripped from me. I was helpless and exposed and it was turning me on like nothing ever had in my life. I wished that I could snake a hand down to my dripping mound, but Karen made that impossible.

I watch as she cleared out a space on the floor. Shoes, umbrellas, and various odds and ends were carried out and deposited into my room. When she was done she returned to my supine form and just dragged me into the closet and deposited me on the cleared floor.

“My client will be here in 40 minutes. She's booked a half hour massage. I could gag you. With your own gags. With my underwear. I could, but I'm not going to. You can scream for help at any time. I'm sure my client will hear you and I won't stop her from opening the door and rescuing you. But if you call out – this all ends. We go back to being friends. You'll keep on pretending to be something your not. I'll be sad that my friend isn't happy. If you don't scream bloody murder the second she walks in the door – I'll know that you want this. That you are prepared to be my slave. The choice is yours. A few minutes of embarrassment in front of a stranger and your freedom, or a half hour of silence and a life as my slave. I have to get ready. You have 40 minutes to make up your mind.”

She closed the door and I was alone with the darkness and my thoughts. Of course I was going to call out. This had to end. There was no way that I was going to be Karen's slave. That sort of thing was ridiculous. A game you played for a couple hours. Not a lifestyle.

And despite my body's reactions I knew that I was straight. I might not get off topping guys, but that just proves that I'm not really all that dominant. Karen was right about that. I just needed to find the right man to play around with. Just because I couldn't picture him didn't mean that it wasn't what I wanted. Of course I'm going to think about Karen dominating me – she'd been doing it since she knocked me over last night. And she was very good at it. Much better than I had ever been.

As soon as the front door was opened I was going to scream. Maybe Karen would lose a client after she found a naked woman chained up in Karen's closet. It would serve Karen right. I'd give her hell for the next few weeks, but eventually we'd get to the point where we'd laugh about it. Maybe we'd get drunk at my bachelorette party and spill the beans about how Karen had chained me up one night and tried to lesbian dominate me. Maybe Karen would end up getting lucky with one of the bridesmaids.

I ran through these fantasy scenarios for 40 minutes. Then I heard the bell ring and Karen buzz her client up. Then I wasn't as certain as I was before. This was someone I didn't even know. Probably. What if Karen had some of our old friends as clients. I remembered a few of our old classmates coming to the city for work or school. It would be humiliating if it turned out to be Beth. It'd be all over twitter in five seconds.

So I waited to hear the client talk. Which wasn't the easiest thing in the world to do when you're in a closet. They exchanged greetings. The other woman didn't sound like Beth. Or anyone I knew, but I waited a little longer to be sure.

By the time they were finished with the small talk I was certain that I didn't know this woman. I was free to call for help. I would be out of these restraints in a minute. We'd make some excuse to Karen's client about a drunk bet gone wrong. All would be forgiven.

As soon as I called out.

But I didn't make a peep. I'm not sure why. I know that I didn't want the life that Karen had offered. And I really wasn't that worried about being seen like this by a stranger. I wanted to get out of this closet. Take a shower. Brush my teeth. Finish off the pot of coffee. Go to bed and get some real sleep. Maybe relieve some of the sexual tension that was building up between my thighs.

Things were silent in the world outside the closet. By now the client would have disrobed and gotten onto Karen's table. I imagined Karen's strong fingers kneading this strange woman's flesh. Releasing tensions of a completely different nature than the ones I was dealing with now. I saw her hands dance across this woman's body and then I imagined that Karen was massaging me. Rubbing scented oils into my skin. Running her hands down my spine, over the curve of my ass, and down to where I really wanted her to touch.

But I didn't want her to touch me like that. I was straight, I kept telling myself. This is just a reaction to the submission. I've learned that I'm a submissive. Karen made that happen. I was just transferring or projecting my sexual feelings onto her. I wasn't a psych student, but that sounded good to me.

Part of me wanted to scream. Part of me fantasied about my best friend taking things to another level. My pussy got wetter and wetter as the rational side of me felt itself losing ground to the part of me that longed to explore what Karen was offering.

I heard them talking again. It couldn't have been a half hour already? Could it. A little voice in the back of my head said scream, scream now while you still can. But I wasn't listening to it. A wet aching need was drowning out any sane voice. If I screamed, this would end. I could never come back here. I wasn't sure that I wanted to be here, but I knew that I'd regret not giving in.

“help. let me out.” I said, but even I couldn't hear me whisper in the dark

I heard the door open. Goodbyes were said. I had one last chance to claim my freedom. One last window to return to normal.

The door closed.

My chance for freedom was gone.

Karen left me in the dark closet for the rest of the day.

Day Three

I slept better than I had the night before, but that wasn't saying much. My rest came in short bursts, interrupted when I shifted my position and reencountered my bondage. If I hadn't been so exhausted from the night before, I probably wouldn't have gotten any sleep at all.

I heard Karen stirring in the rest of the apartment. I could smell coffee. My mouth watered at the thought. I'd had nothing to eat or drink except the dregs of Karen's coffee nearly 24 hours ago. Visions of pancakes with butter and syrup and link sausages danced through my head.

After several minutes of moving around the apartment Karen finally opened the closet door. She was wearing loose jeans and an old sweatshirt. Not exactly the uniform that I had imagined my dominatrix wearing, but I was so glad to see her that I didn't care.

“Good morning, slave. Ready to come out of the closet?” she was beaming. I really hated morning people; morning dommes even more so. Was the whole point of my confinement in this cramped little closet solely so she could make that bad joke. Knowing Karen, the answer was “yes.”

“I need to pee, Goddess. And I'm so hungry.” I just wanted to get out and take care of my basic human needs. If calling Karen “Goddess” did the trick then I wasn't too proud to say the magic words.

She reached down and picked me up in her arms. Cradling me like I was a wounded soldier or a baby. I was amazed at her strength. I knew she had powerful fingers. I'd sampled her massages during vacations home. But I had no idea that the rest of her was this strong. She held me close and walked us to the bathroom. Her clothed warmth felt comforting against my bare skin.

She put me down and set me on the toilet. What seemed so embarrassing yesterday now seemed unimportant. Had I become so used to being naked in front of her in only a day? Or was it because I saw her as another one of the girls? I knew she was attracted to women, but I wasn't. My brain may have been doing some weird shame calculus and getting the answer wrong.

“You had your chance to leave yesterday. Nod if you agree.” She had knelt down beside me and was looking me straight in the eye. I felt like a little girl being questioned by her mother.

I nodded.

“Now I'm going to take off your restraints and get you cleaned up. Don't try to run away. Don't try to resist me. In any way. Nod if you understand.”

I nodded again.

She took out the key and began unlocking the various padlocks that bound my feet together and my wrists to my neck. She then removed the restraints themselves leaving me in only my collar. She took a jar of cold cream and began to remove the makeup from two nights ago. I'd broken down crying a few times last night when I was alone in the dark. I'm sure that I looked a mess.

“That's much better. I bet that feels good.” she said after finishing up.

“Thank you.” I said. Why was I thanking her? She was the one who locked me up, made me cry in the first place. Wiping off my ruined makeup is the least she could do.

“Stay put.” she ordered me. “Flush but don't go anywhere. I'll be right back.”

She left the room, I flushed. I sat there on the toilet waiting for her to come back. I could feel a faint moisture forming between my legs at the commanding tone she had used on me. Why wasn't I running for my room and my clothes and my phone? Then I thought about my growing dampness and I had my answer.

Karen came back with a glass of water and a bowl of cereal. She wanted me to eat on the toilet? My brain was having trouble processing this. I expected her to hand me the food and drink, but she sat down on the edge of the tub and began to spoon feed me. I didn't protest when a spoonful of raisin bran was pushed into my mouth. I don't think cereal had ever tasted so good to me.

She fed me the bowl, one spoonful at a time. My hands were free, she could have let me do it myself. I could have asked, but there was a part of me that just wanted to let things happen and let Karen make the decisions. She was always good at that.

She put the empty bowl in the sink and ran a tub. The door was closed and the steam began to rise from the water and warm my clammy skin. She added some bath liquid and the room soon began to smell of lavender and lilac. I felt like going back to sleep. My tummy wasn't growling anymore. I was warm. I could move. At least as much as Karen allowed me to.

When the tub was full she stood me up and sleepwalked me to the hot water. I wanted to give myself some time to adjust to the sudden heat, but Karen gently pushed me down into the tub. I looked for soap or a wash cloth to start washing myself down with, but there were none within reach.

Karen kneeled down beside the tub. She opened a new toothbrush and squeezed some toothpaste out. “Open up.” she ordered and I complied. I felt more and more childish sitting there in the bath being cleaned by my best friend and possibly owner. When she was done brushing my teeth she put the glass of water to my mouth. She had me spit the now minty water back into the glass when I was done.

She then bathed me. It was so relaxing. Sitting there in the still warm water as Karen's strong and certain hands washed away the last 24 hours. She ran her thumb along my right nipple while the other fingers of that hand gently cupped the breast from below. I closed my eyes.

She bent down and kissed me full on the lips. They were soft lips. She smelled of cinnamon and coffee. I kissed her back. Her hand left my breast and worked its way down to my half submerged tummy. She made small circles on my stomach. I wanted her to reach lower and make smaller circles.

I was still straight. This was just a reaction to me giving in to my submissive side. It could have easily been Karl doing this to me. Giving me these feelings. As it was Karen. Her tongue danced at my slightly parted lips. I opened them wider, letting her velvet tongue take possession of my mouth. Her hand went below the surface, her fingers tracing a line along my lower lips.

Then she removed her hand and ended the kiss. My hips rose to try to prolong the brief contact, but it was not use.

I was aching and yearning when she toweled me off and led me to the living room.

“Slaves are not allowed on the furniture. Kneel on the floor.” she snapped her fingers and gestured to a spot in front of the sofa. My knees felt cold against the hard wood floor. I told myself that my nipples were reacting to the cold, and not Karen's lingering touch. I crossed arms over my bare breasts. I may have been immodest in the bathroom, but in the living room I felt insecure being naked in front of my friend. She went into my bedroom and came back with my laptop. She lay down on the sofa in front of me and opened it up.

“I've come up with a list of passwords that I'm going to need from you. We'll start with your e-mail.” she was poised to type.

“What are you doing?” I asked. I knew I wasn't going to like the answer.

“Securing my control of you.” she said, simply. Like she was talking about getting her grandma a birthday card, or taking the car into the shop for an oil change. “Now, e-mail password.”

“No.”

“What did you say?” there was steel in Karen's voice.
“No.” I wasn't as sure as I had been the first time, but there were places this game couldn't go. Things that were too far. Karen going on my laptop and trying to access my personal information was one of them.

“Are you sure you want to go down that path, young lady?” she somehow sounded friendly and intimidating at the same time.

“Yes.” and after a pause. “Goddess.”

“At least you got that much right.” she said. “I want you to go to your room. Kneel on the floor and rest your head on the bed. I'll be in to punish you soon.”

Punish me? Hadn't starving me, putting me in tight bondage, and locking me in a closet been enough? I looked at her with pleading eyes. She just sternly pointed to the door to my room.

This is my chance. I can go in there and just get dressed and walk out of here. We can renegotiate this little experiment in a nice public place. Establish boundaries. Hard limits. Safe words. Definitely safe words. I wanted things to end before they got too crazy.

I entered my room and found it empty of everything except the furniture. None of my boxes were here. None of my domme gear. And none of my clothes. I ran to the closet and looked inside to see if anything had been left, but it was as empty as Al Capone's vault without the hooch.

I began to panic. This was getting too real for me. Not that the last 24 hours seemed like play time, but this was taking things to another level. I had nothing. She had taken everything. My phone. My money. My ID. And my clothes! And she wanted my passwords so she could take what she couldn't reach here. My bank account, social media, e-mail. My life. What was I going to do?

She was much stronger than me. She may have some of my dominatrix gear handy. And she's got the force of will to push me around any way she likes.

I stood there. Numb. Taking all of this in. At that moment I truly felt like a slave. Cut off from my freedom far more subtly than last night's leather and padlocks ever could have.

I did the only thing that I could do. I dropped to my knees, lay my head on the bed, and waited for Karen to come punish me.

I don't know how much time passed as I knelt there dreading the turn of the doorknob. There weren't any clocks in the room. I think it was a long time. It seemed like it. My head lay on the bed, but my face was turned to the door. I heard Karen moving around the apartment. I expected her to come through the door at any second, but she didn't.

There was a long silence. I wanted to get up and see where she was. What she was doing. But fear of being caught disobeying her kept me on my knees. After several minutes of total silence I heard the steady rhythm of high heels against hard wood. The sound came right up to the door. I saw the knob start to turn slightly before it came crashing open.

Karen stood there in the doorway wearing leather. My leather. From head to toe. On her face was a black leather domino mask. Her torso was sheathed in sleeveless leather tank top. Leather pants hugged every curve of her legs and thighs right down to the six inch heels that she wore. She carried a riding crop casually in her right hand.

It wasn't the exact same outfit that I had worn the night before, but it meant the same thing. I had put it on to show her a lesson. To put her in her place. Beat her ass a little. Only it didn't work out that way. Karen had seen through my disguise. Seen beneath the leather and saw the submissive longing to come out. She was wearing an outfit that I had worn dozens of times for the men who submitted to me. It was clear that she deserved it more than I did. I only pretended to be what she was.

She sauntered over to me. No trace of any problems wearing the impossibly high heels. She placed the crop on the top of my exposed heel and ran it slowly up my leg, over my ass, and between my shoulder blades.

I shivered at the touch of the cool leather on my warm skin. I felt the familiar wetness between my legs. I kept telling myself that I was straight. I was straight. But I was having doubts.

Karen sat on the bed right next to my sideways turned face. My nose brushed against her leather pants.

“You know where you belong,” Karen said and patted her lap.

I did.

I stood up and bent over her knees. She pulled me forward until my feet were no longer touching the ground. She placed a hand on my upturned butt and gently stroked me as she spoke.

“I'm going to give you a second chance to tell me your passwords. You're still going to be punished. You were disobedient. But it will be worse if you don't tell me now. I'll give you five seconds to decide.”
I didn't say anything. I might enjoy the feelings of submission that were washing over me, but I couldn't give her the last pieces of my life. I had to have some power. Some control. I counted down the five seconds in my head.

“Looks like somebody wants a beating.” she said.

The hand on my butt flew away and came down hard. I yelped in surprise and pain from the sudden spank. Her hand rained down hard on my defenseless butt. My legs kicked wildly into the air after each humiliating spank. When my reactions to her powerful blows got too loud she pushed the thumb of her other hand into my mouth to silence and pacify me.

I lost count of how many spanks she gave me. At least 20. I thought back to all the times I had some man helpless over my knee. I had a good idea how red my poor butt was right now.

That's when she moved on to the crop.

I don't know if she was experienced using a riding crop on another human being. If she wasn't, she was a natural. She found the most tender and vulnerable points to strike. The small piece of skin where my butt curved out from my legs. A certain spot on my thighs. Each blow was agony. I was soon in tears. I sucked hard on the thumb pressed into my mouth actually taking some comfort from the strange, intimate, contact

She rested for a moment to change implements, but she didn't stop.

I'm not sure where the leather paddle came from. It used to be mine, of course, but I didn't see her carrying it in with her. Was it hidden under the pillow? What else did she have stashed away there?

She rested the paddle on my abused butt. The soft leather felt cool against my throbbing ass. She pulled it away. I braced myself for it to swing down, but it didn't come right away. I knew that she was going to hit as soon as I let my guard down, but I couldn't keep myself constantly ready for a blow that could come at any time.

I lay there on Karen's lap waiting for the paddle to come down hard on my crimson ass. My feet were going up and down very quickly trying to burn off the nervous energy I had built up in anticipation of the paddle. My lust had grown to the point that I was certain that I was leaving a trail of my arousal on Karen's leather pants.

That's when I felt the electric current arc through my spread thighs. The line between pleasure and pain blurred. I closed my eyes and bit down on Karen's thumb. That was enough to earn me a second jolt

She had faked me out. Made me think that she was going to paddle me within an inch of my life while she switched out to my violet wand. The wand generated an electric current designed for dominant sex play. It wasn't lethal in the hands of someone who knew how to use it.

I hoped that Karen did.

She teased and tortured my body with the small, but potent electric shocks. Small arcs of electricity landed on my feet, legs, thighs. Even once sparking my drenched pussy. I thought that I was going to explode. I had just about recovered from that when the now forgotten paddle was put to use. It came down hard and fast, taking me completely by surprise.

She tore into me with hit after hit from the horrible leather. My crying became sobbing. I just started telling her what she wanted to know. All my passwords. Even some that I hadn't used in years. She could take it all. I just needed this beating to end.

The last blow fell after I divulged my last password. I lay defeated on her lap. My feet impotently kicking in the air as I sobbed and sobbed. I was a slave. This was where I belonged. My body hated the pain. The torture. But my brain couldn't get enough of this degradation. Releasing chemicals to sweeten the pain into something almost orgasmic. Routing nerve impulse to make it seem less than what it really was. Signaling my sex to drip like a leaky faucet.

It was over. I crumpled over her lap. Too embarrassed to look up. Too tired to put up even the token resistance that I had before .

“For somebody who's a straight dominatrix, you sure do seem to be enjoying getting put in your place by a woman.” Karen said. I felt her hand reach down and cup my sex. She effortlessly pushed two fingers into me.

I wanted more.

I pushed back hoping to increase the stimulation. She obliged by moving her fingers back and forth. She added a third and I moaned. She was an artist with her fingers and her canvas was my pussy. I felt the orgasm that I had craved for the better part of two days getting nearer and nearer. My breathing grew ragged. My hands clutched at whatever they could reach. Karen's boots. The blanket on the bed. I was about to explode.

And she took her hand away.

“I don't do straight girls. If you want to come you have to make me come first. With your tongue And I'm not going to order you to do that. You're going to have to beg me. And maybe I'll let you get me off. And maybe I'll get you off. Which is the only way you're going to get off while you're under my roof.”
I lay there silently. I wanted to get off so badly, but I wasn't ready to do what Karen was demanding. It was one thing to be masturbated by a woman. I could pretend that it was a man. Or me. It was just my body responding to a sexual touch and an erotic situation. It didn't mean anything.

But going down on her was a totally different matter. I wasn't going to be able to pretend this was a boyfriend hitting the lucky spot. Not with my lips pressed up against her vulva. This was admitting defeat. I wasn't gay.

And if I kept telling myself that I might believe it.

Karen rested her hand on my aching ass. It hurt just having it there, but I was in no position to make her take it off. She began to rub it. The friction added to my pain. She put her fingers, still wet with my almost orgasm, into my mouth. I tasted my juices for the first time. It was the first time that I'd tasted any woman's juices. They tasted earthy. Sweeter than I thought they would.

Not that I wanted to sample more.

She worked her fingers in and out of my mouth until I could no longer taste myself on them. Then she pulled the spit soaked fingers out of my mouth and used them to massage my blistered butt. It felt weird. Slimy and different. But her hands were well trained and the saliva gave some lubrication.

I was returned to my closet. She had added a few extra amenities while I was awaiting my punishment. Two dog bowls. One filled with water, the other with dry cereal. And a bucket that I could pee into. My hands were put back in cuffs and locked to my collar. I wasn't going to give myself any relief.

Karen turned out the light and shut the door.

A few minutes later I heard the startup sounds of my laptop.

Day Four

“There now. Doesn't that feel better?”
I lay naked on her lap in the living room. Karen is wearing jeans and a tank top that shows off her stunning cleavage. My wrist cuffs were still bound to my collar rendering me helpless. Karen was slowly rubbing some sort of cooling cream into my abused bottom. It did feel good. Not that I was going to admit that to my would be owner.

I had spent the better part of a day and all of the night locked in the closet with nothing but my throbbing behind to keep me company. I tried to break the monotony by sleeping. That worked, but only for short stretches. Sooner or later I'd shift position and get a rude awakening from my bound hands.

I tried eating a drinking from the bowls Karen had placed on the closet floor, but that only served to drive home my debasement. With my hands padlocked to the collar I was forced to bend down and eat and drink from the bowls like I was Karen's dog.

Her bitch.

Even that humiliation didn't take up much of my time. Maybe fifteen minutes; half an hour if I'm being generous. The rest of the time I had nothing to do but think about my situation.

Did I really want this? Part of me did or I would have taken the one out that Karen had given me. Sure it would have been embarrassing being exposed to a strange woman. Being found bound, naked, and (I'm embarrassed to say it) wet on the floor of Karen's closet would have been humiliating. But no worse than the degradations that followed. And a lot less painful.

That left me to think about my burning butt and my desperate vagina. I wanted more than anything to just reach down and bring myself off like I had done so many times before. But my bondage made my arms about as effective as a paralyzed t-rex.

As the hours slowly passed in my small lightless dungeon my desperation led me to try some creative alternatives to my hand.

The handle of Karen's umbrella was the right shape and should have been sturdy enough to use as a makeshift sex toy. It might have worked it it had been shorter or I had more room to maneuver. Or I was a contortionist. I tried getting it into position with my feet, but was unable to line it up properly. I came frustratingly close, but never enough.

I discounted the yardstick. It may have been lighter and easier to move, but thin pieces of cheap wood with sharp metal corners just don't belong inside me. And there was no way that I could rub myself off on it.

I tried straddling the suitcase thinking that I could get myself off by sliding myself back and forth on it. Yes, I was desperate enough to think that not only was this a good idea, but that it might actually work. Unfortunately there were too many coats hanging above me in the closet for me to stand up far enough to mount Karen's Samsonite.

Who needed that many coats.

That left her shoes as the only things small enough to manipulate, but still firm enough for me to rub off on. A few days ago the thought of masturbating hands free with my best friend's footwear would have seemed bizarre. Now it was a viable option.

I tried not to think about how low I'd fallen.

To make this work I'd have to push the shoe to my vagina, hold the base of it down with my heels, and rub myself off. The sandals and sneakers were ruled out. Not enough for me to work with without putting the soles up against me. I may have been desperate, but there was no way that I was going to put dirty soles that could have walked anywhere on my lady mound.

I felt around in the dark going further and further back. It was awkward since I had to move my head anywhere I wanted to touch. I finally came across a pair of winter boots buried in the back. I lifted one of them out from under the pile and plopped it down in the cleared off area that had been my tiny home for the past few days.

I sat down on my butt being careful not to knock over my water or the bucket that I'd been given to pee into. I positioned the boot so that the toe was facing me. I managed to partly sit on the toe of the boot and work the main part of it up to my dripping pussy. I couldn't see the boot, but I could feel that it was slick and smooth and cool to the touch. Until it took the heat from the raging inferno between my legs.

Bracing my heels against the heel of the boot I was able to keep it in place while rubbing myself against its slick (and growing slicker) surface. As masturbation techniques go, this wasn't very good. But it was all I had and I was horny enough that even this was getting me where I needed to go.

And then the door opened.

I was blinded by the sudden light streaming through the open door. I saw Karen's silhouette towering above me. I could only imagine the look on her face as she looked down to see her best friend/slave humping a neon pink boot.

“Someone's a busy little beaver.” she said down to me. Her arms were akimbo.

She reached down and pulled the boot that I had been disgracing out from between my clenched thighs. I was so close.

My eyes had started to adjust to the light. I could see Karen hold the soiled boot up to her face. She bent her face down a bit and sniffed the wet spot that I had made. She leaned in closer and gave it a long lick.

“Yummy.” she said, taking the boot away from her mouth. She then bopped me on the nose with the boot. “Bad girl! No hump!”

I was taken to the bathroom. While I was in the tub Karen went about removing anything that I could possibly use to get off from the closet. She emptied my bucket, refilled my bowls, and brought me back.

“Please. Can't I just stay out here? I won't get in the way.” I begged. The closet was worse than solitary confinement.

But she didn't have any of it. I was forced back into my small dungeon.

I heard three other clients come through over the course of the day. Two women and a man. I debated about crying out. Getting freed. Karen hadn't explicitly said that that was an option, but she didn't gag me either. And god knows that I had a lot of very effective gags before she took all my stuff. I fantasized about yelling to the clients. Them finding me like this and not being the rescuers that I had imagined. Not that fantasy me was complaining.

The same something that kept me from calling out that first day made sure that I didn't cry out now. I was pliant and submissive. It got me heated up more than playing dominatrix ever did. More than any of my boyfriends had. It wasn't how I thought of myself, but I couldn't deny the reactions I was having to Karen's domination. The thrill that I felt being bound and hidden away in her closet as strangers marched through the apartment. Totally unaware of what was going on below the surface. I was Karen's dark secret. At least I liked to think that.

After the third client, the second woman of the day, left Karen brought me out of the closet, emptied my bucket, and brought me over to the couch to minister to my stinging backside.

That's where I was when my cell phone rang. The sound of Queen's Bohemian Rhapsody blared out of Karen's pocket. The part of the song where they were singing about “Mama.” The ringtone that I used for my mom.

I expected Karen to just let it ring through. It wasn't her phone even if she had confiscated it. It wasn't her mother. She surprised me by taking it out and checking the caller ID. I thought my heart was going to explode when she answered it.

“Hello.” Karen said into my phone. I couldn't hear the other side of the conversation. “Yes, Ms Grenholm, this is Karen. Gwen can't come to the phone right now, but there was something very important that I'd like to talk to you about. If you don't mind.”

What was she doing? She wasn't going to tell my Mom about what we were doing. Was she?

Mom must have given the ok 'cause Karen started talking again.

“Grad school? The word came down this morning. They e-mailed her to let her know she didn't get in. She hasn't seen it yet.”

“What?!” I asked. I had my heart set on grad school. There's no way that they wouldn't accept me. Karen gave me a stern look and slapped my poor butt. Hard. She put her hand over the receiver and looked down at me. “Hush. The grownups are talking.”

She listened to my mom's reaction to the news.

“She's not taking it well.” Karen said into the phone. That was an understatement. “And I've recently discovered some things about what she was doing at college that make me very worried about her.”

I strained to hear what my mom said, but all I heard was the pounding of my heart as I tried to guess just how far Karen was going to take this. This was my mother. I was pretty sure that she'd only had sex the one time. She didn't need to be weirded out about my sex life.

“Are you familiar with BDSM?” Karn asked.

My mom's reply was longer than I had expected. I really wanted this to be on speaker phone. Actually I really wanted this to be a bad dream. Karen eased two fingers into me and massaged my clit with her thumb. She was going to masturbate me while she outed me to my mom.

The sane part of me wanted to reject this, but the part of me that had been humping a boot a few hours ago was overriding my sanity.

“I never would have guessed. That will make this a lot easier. Ms Grenholm, Gwen worked as a professional domme her last two years of college. She met strangers on the internet, arranged to meet them at motels, and dominated them.”

I could hear Mom's “WHAT?!” over the sound of my heart exploding.

“I don't think that they had sex per se, but she was putting herself at great risk. She asked me if it would be ok to start up her side business out of my apartment. It was the first I'd heard about her doing anything like that. I didn't approve of her putting her self in danger like that. It would be safer to do it here than some seedy motel, but then I'd be at risk to. She showed me her commitment to the BDSM lifestyle. She's got boxes of all sorts of stuff. So I decided that the only way to keep her safe was to take away her agency. She wanted to live this life, play these games. So I made her my slave.”

I heard Mom fire out question after question, she must have been speaking loudly for me to hear her at all on the smart phone pressed to Karen's ear. Karen just gave one word answers to most of them as she worked her fingers over my desperate pussy.

“She says she's straight, but she's been in and out of the closet since she got here. I'm letting her make that decision herself.”

My face burned as Karen implied that I was lesbian. I'm not. I'm straight. I'd be just as needy. Just as wet. If a man had danced his fingers along my clit. I was so angry at Karen right then. She had no right to expose me, this, to my Mom. I should have jumped off her lap right then, or shouted to my Mom to let her know that it wasn't the way Karen had said.

But I stayed put and remained silently obedient to my Goddess. There was no mystery as to why. The reason was playing between my slightly spread legs. Invading me. Claiming me.

“No, she doesn't call me Mistress. I don't like the term. When you hear someone say that she's a mistress you usually think that she's dating a married man. She used to have her boys call her Goddess, so that's what I'm having her call me.”

I just tried to shut out the half of the conversation that I could hear. It was too much for me to take in. It would be better to just concentrate on the amazing things she was doing between my legs. But I couldn't ignore her. This conversation was like a car wreck. A car wreck that was my life. Only I'm both in the mangled car and driving by, rubber necking the damage.

“Oh she had all sorts of things. Lots of leather and vinyl clothes. Whips, floggers, paddles, riding crops. A lot of internal toys that I'm probably going to toss. I have no idea where they've been.”

My mother must have interrupted my goddess at that point.

“Sure, I have a dishwasher.”

A brief pause.

“I think I have some. If not, it shouldn't be too hard to get my hands on.”

Another brief pause. I hated listening to one side of a conversation. Especially this conversation.

“That would save me a lot of money. There's this evil looking butt plug that I was thinking of using on her, but figured it would be best to toss it and get a new one. But if this will disinfect everything as well as you say.”

I was falling further and further down the rabbit hole. My best friend just told my mom that she was going to use a butt plug on me. A plug that I had forced up the asses of my several of my male slaves just a couple weeks ago. And it sounded like my mom was giving Karen advice on the best way to clean my toys. Like she was some sort of Pinterest for perverts. This was the woman who baked cookies for the church bazaar. I couldn't process her being up on how to get your used butt plugs squeaky clean.

“I'm going to be restricting her access to the internet for the foreseeable future. I have no idea if any of her former client are stalking her. She'll be safer and I'll feel better knowing that she's not leading some nutjob to our door. That includes her phone. You're obviously an exception to that.

I wanted you to know that so you don't worry. I'm going to have her under my thumb, but she's going to be safe and well looked after. I know that this sounds a little out there, but I know deep down that she really wants this.”

Karen emphasized that last statement by pushing another finger into my pulsing vagina.

“I'll put her on now.”

Karen placed my phone against my ear. I was able to hold it with one of the hands bound to my collar. She rested the hand that had held the phone in the place between my shoulder blades. She used her forefingers to trace little circles on my skin. Her other hand became even more active. I felt myself on the verge of orgasm. But I had to push that down. I couldn't come while talking to my mom. Not after all the things that Karen had just told her about me wanting this. While it was demonstrably true that I was submissive, I still clung to my heterosexual identity with every ounce of my ever decreasing willpower. Coming right now would undermine that identity with my mother.

“Uh … uh, hi, Mom.” I was having trouble composing myself.

“Gwen! Is what Karen saying true?” Mom sounded upset.

“Most of it.”

“You were a prodom?”

“Yes.” how did my mother even know what a prodom was?

“And you met your clients through the internet?”

“Yes.” I wanted to say more, but she didn't sound like she was ready to take any shit, and one word answers were easier to give what with Karen's fingers going in and out of my while her thumb circled my clit.

“Who was helping you?”

“No one.” I answered, a little defensively. It was like my mom was implying that I couldn't be a dominatrix on my own.

“So you had no one to tell the authorities if you didn't come back from a scene? No one to kick the door down if things went wrong? Jesus Christ, Gwen! You're smarter than that. Do you know what can happen to a woman doing what you were doing? You are damned lucky that you didn't end up dead or chained to a a bed in a Guatemalan whore house. I'm very upset with you right now, Gwen.”

This is the voice that I'd heard reading Goodnight Gorilla to me when I was three; I'd never expected it to use the phrase “chained to a bed in a Guatemalan whore house.”

“You don't understand.” I was losing this fight.

Karen wasn't making things any easier for me either. Her strong supple fingers continued to work their magic between my legs. She was a masseuse. A damned good one. She knew how to make people feel good with her touch and she was going all out with me. But I had to resist the happy ending that I had craved for so long and just get through this conversation with my mom with an atom of my dignity intact.

That's when Karen kissed my back.

She drew another circle, but instead of moving on to another part of my skin she placed a kiss in the center of the circle she had just drawn. I felt an electric chill run through me at the unexpected contact. She slowly kissed her way along my back and up my neck. Her lips felt soft and so so good. I wanted to be off the phone with my mother to enjoy these pleasures more fully and in private. But I knew that I was only receiving this attention because Karen knew that I would fight the orgasm while I was on the phone. The orgasm that she had dangled in front of me to motivate me to service her. As soon as the call ended, I'd be deprived again. While the call was going on, I'd deprive myself.

Karen was a much better domme than I had ever been.

I lay there, just letting my mom berate me for being stupid. I heard all the things that could have happened to me. All the ways that I could have ended up abused or dead. I wanted to protest, but I knew that my voice would betray the pleasure that Karen was creating in me. I also needed all of my mental energy to keep from going over the edge. I didn't want Mom hearing me yell/moan in orgasm.

“The more that I think about it, the more that I think that Karen taking over is the best thing that could happen to you. She's always had a good head on her shoulders and I know that you're going to be safe with her.” Mom still sounded upset, but at least she seemed to be calming down now.

“Mom, I'm straight.” I protested.

Karen took that opportunity to reach under me and tweak my nipple. It felt so good that I couldn't help but moan into the phone. I was mortified the moment the sound left my mouth, but I was powerless to stop it.

“Did your Goddess just make you moan like that?” Mom asked. It was a question that I never in a million years expected to come out of her mouth.

“Y … yes.” I admitted. I burned with shame and unfulfilled lust. Karen continued to play with my nipple. All the while expertly ministering to my clit.

“Then maybe you're not as straight as you think you are.”

“NO!” I cried into the phone. I didn't need Mom taking Karen's side. I needed her to swoop in and put an end to this. Make things the way they were. Not drive another nail into the sexual ID of my old life.

“It doesn't matter who you want to sleep with. I'll always love you. I experimented myself when I was your age. I just wasn't as dumb about it as you've been up to now. I trust your Goddess to take care of you. Right now I trust her more than I trust you. I want you to do what she says. She tells me that she isn't going to force you to have sex with her and I believe her. I'm going to need some time to take this all in, so I'm going to say goodbye for now. I'll call again in a couple days. I love you sweetie. Now put me back on with your Goddess.”

“Bye, Mom.” I said into the phone.

Karen removed her hand from my breast and picked up the phone. I heard them resume their conversation. My mind was a blur. Mom had experimented? With girls? With BDSM? She certainly seemed familiar with the terms. And it was surreal hearing her refer to Karen as my Goddess. I couldn't believe that this was happening. My mom was onboard with me becoming the kink slave of my best friend. There was just so much I didn't understand.

Karen withdrew her fingers from my soaked vagina. She was still talking to Mom. The part of me that was fighting having an embarrassing orgasm let out a sigh of relief. My animal side howled in frustration. At least in my head.

Karen managed to get me off her lap and onto the floor without breaking her conversation. I knelt on the area rug in the center of the room.

“Stay!” Karen ordered. She didn't bother to cover the receiver. She was ok with my mother hearing her order me around.

I wasn't, but I didn't have any say in the matter.

Karen walked into the kitchen and shut the door. I know couldn't even hear one side of the conversation. I thought about stealthily crawling to the door and listening in, but my highly charged sexual state had left me pliant. I obeyed my Goddess' orders and didn't move from the spot.

With nothing better to do I looked around the room. It was the same place that I had moved into just days before. But I was seeing it through different eyes. The couch had just been a couch before. A nice one, but nothing out of the ordinary.

Now I saw the two long arm rests as places of potential release. Even with my hands helplessly bound to my collar I thought that I could still clamber up the couch and mount the rests. The thought of humping and sliding my hungry sex over Karen's furniture both thrilled and disgusted me.

It had only been a few days since I had foolishly tried to dominate her and I was already willing to to act like a bitch in heat. Karen's conversation with my mother pretty much quashed any hopes that this would be ending soon. If my Goddess was able to convince my mom that this was a good idea it looked like I was going to be stuck like this for a lot longer than I had initially thought. How much further would I be willing to degrade myself after a week of this teasing abuse? A month?

Would it be so bad to just pretend that Karen had turned me? Sure I'd have to eat her. The thought was less repellent than trying to get my kicks from whatever inanimate objects sturdy enough to go between my legs. I actually liked the brief taste I'd gotten of my own sexual juices. I wondered if my Goddess would taste as sweet. Maybe even sweeter.

She was beautiful. And I loved her. As a friend. I might be straight, but if I had to take a female lover, I couldn't think of a better candidate than Karen. My Goddess.

According to the clock on the DVR, my Mom and my Goddess were on the phone for another half hour. I had no idea what was said. I was burning with curiosity. I heard Karen coming from the kitchen and I turned to face her as she came out the door.

I realized that I was putting myself on display for her. Opening my legs so that she could see the sheen of moisture that she had aroused. Trying to invite her to continue her expert fingering. Holding my neck straight and rigid. Pushing my breasts out, my erect nipple pointing to either side of her. Inviting her to take them between her fingers or run her tongue over them.

I wanted to please her, but I wasn't sure why. Was it just because I wanted to cum so bad? Or was it something more deeply ingrained in the deep submissive streak that my Goddess had tapped into? Or something else that I had yet to discover about myself? I couldn't be certain. I just knew that I wanted her to want me as much as I wanted her.

Her eyes wandered up and down my body. She walked to me and behind me, resting both of her palms on my shoulders.

“That must have been a head trip. Coming out to your Mom like that.” she said.

“Yeah.” I replied. She pinched my shoulders. “Yes, Goddess.” I corrected my tone and addressed her as I should have.

“You're going to call her once a week, minimum. I'll leave it in your closet. I've set up your phone so its the only number you can call. The only number that doesn't go directly to voicemail if she calls. I've changed your voicemail passwords so you can't access them. I've taken the apps and games off of it. The phone is only to speak to your Mom. If I even suspect that you've been masturbating with it, I'll tell her. Do you understand me, slave?”
“Yes, Goddess.”

“Good. Now I'm going to give you permission to talk freely for a little bit. Like I said, things are getting trippy and I want to give you a chance to speak your mind a little bit better. That doesn't mean you can call me Karen. That ship has sailed.”

“Is it true that I didn't get into grad school, Goddess?” I asked. Of all the things that I could have said, this was the one that came out first.

“You aren't going to grad school.”

“Is it because I failed to get in, or because you won't let me?” I knew that I was good enough to get in. I couldn't have been rejected.

“Both. You're more educated than you need to be.”

“I'm smart.” I protested.

“You are. Maybe too smart to be a slave. Maybe I should do something about that.” she said, cryptically.

“Like what?” I asked, fearfully. It was one thing to imprison me. Beat my body. But I prided myself in my intellect. She couldn't take that from me.

Could she?

“I could order you to not use word of more than two syllables. Not even think them. That's all you really need. Two. Enough to say 'yes,' 'no,' and 'Goddess.' I could cut it down to only one if I decided to become your God instead of Goddess. You wouldn't even be able to say the word 'syllable.' If someone were to ask you why you spoke like an idiot you wouldn't be able to even explain it right. Now that's a head trip. Maybe you'd come up with some cute way of letting them know what you were talking about. Call them 'silly labels' or something a five year old might come up with. I'm getting wet just thinking about it.”

“Please don't, Goddess. I beg you.”

Her words cut into me, humiliating me. And yet I felt my arousal grow.

“Since you begged so nicely, I won't. At least for now.”

She walked around in front of me and stepped in close. My face was right up against the crotch of her jeans. I felt the heat radiating off her pussy onto my cheeks. My nose rested on her zipper. I breathed in the muted perfume of her desire. Was this making her as wet as it was me? I should ask her another question. Reason with her. But my world was consumed by the denim covered crotch of my Goddess.

“Have you decided?” I heard my Goddess' voice from on high. “Are you ready for me to get you off? All you have to do is get me off. Dance that pretty little tongue over the places it will do the most good. Is that asking too much?”

It wasn't. It really wasn't.

“I'm straight.” I protested. There was little conviction. Not with my mouth kissing her mound through her jeans.

“Now who's talking about silly labels?” she put her hands behind my head and pulled my face away from her body. She looked down at me, in the eyes. “Do you want to lick my pussy, yes or no?”

I sat there looking up at my Goddess drunk on the thoughts she was putting in my head. She was so beautiful. I wanted to feel her lips descend on mine. Feel her tongue enter my mouth. Feel her slowly work her way down my neck, biting and suckling my tender nipples, teasing me along my stomach, and finally burying herself deep within me.

“yes.” I answered after a very long time. It was a whisper. Barely louder than the one I made in the closet when I faked calling out to that first client. It was so quiet that I didn't even hear it myself. But my Goddess did.

“Good girl.” she cooed down at me.

She put my face back on her body. I felt euphoric. I'd just pleased her and that made me happier than I could describe. Happier than I had ever imagined two words making me feel. I placed my cheek against her and kissed the zipper. I closed my eyes and took reveled in her warmth and the smell of her body through her clothes.

She rubbed her hand in my hair. Like I was her good dog. Her bitch. I liked the feeling. She placed the hand to my face. I could smell my juices still clinging to her fingers from where she had masturbated me earlier. They were now cool and dry, but they were still there. I licked my arousal off her fingers. Taking them in my mouth. Preparing myself to taste female sexuality as I never had before. She giggled as I did it. When my taste was gone, she left the thumb that had played over my clit in my mouth. I sucked in the simple tastes of my Goddess' skin.

“I'm glad that you've made the right choice. Now you have to earn access to my amazing vagina. Think of being with another woman as being like baseball. You've just decided to play the game. What's under your cheek right now – that's the big leagues. That's the Yankees of pussies. You don't just get to play for them your first game. You have to learn how to play. Work your way up through the minors. And then maybe you'll get a try out.

“Most of my clients know I'm gay. Some of the women have asked me to give them a little something extra. Finger them. Lick them. I've always told them no. I'm trying to be professional, but not that kind of professional. I can let them know that I have a friend. A little closeted lesbian who is just feeling her way around. I can tell them that she'd be willing to whore her mouth out if they'd like. I give them their massage; you'd give them their happy ending. I'll have them pay you what they think you're worth. When they start offering you money that bends, you'll get promoted to the majors. When they offer you real money for that pretty little tongue of yours, then you'll get to play the Yankees.

“Are you ready to be a whore for me? My little closeted lesbian whore?”

I could only nod.

Day Five

I spent the night thinking about what I had agreed to do. I was volunteering to become a whore in order to win the right to put my head between my Goddess' legs. And I had to prove that I was a good whore to show in order to earn that privilege.

I'd heard her on the phone calling up clients who she thought would go for this. Setting up appointments with the many who said yes. Pimping me out. Her words fanned my arousal. I wanted to be her whore. I wanted to be her slave. There was a part of me that still hoped that I would wake up from this fever dream, but that part was in the minority. The rest of me remembered the taste of my own juices, both fresh and dry, that I had licked from my Goddess' fingers.

There were a lot of women who said yes.

Goddess had put me in a brown leather restraint belt and buckled my hands to that instead of my collar before locking me in my closet that night. I tried to stretch my fingers as far as the restraints would let me, but I still couldn't reach my needy clitoris. This was a more comfortable form of bondage to sleep in though.

My phone was in the closet with me. Goddess had removed all of the apps from it like she said. I didn't even have a calender or a clock. I confirmed that the only number I could call out to was my Mom's. My passwords wouldn't give me access to my voicemail or allow me to make any changes to the phone. The desktop had been changed to a picture of my mom from last Christmas wearing a reindeer sweater. Even if Goddess hadn't ordered me not to put it between my legs, I don't think that I could. Not with that image in my head.

I'd had nothing to eat but dry raisin bran and water since I'd become her slave. She filled my bowls regularly; I didn't feel starved. But I was longing for a ham sandwich almost as much as I wanted the orgasm that I had been denied for so long.

That morning began like most others since I my fall from dommehood. I was set on the toilet while Goddess refilled my food and water bowls. She emptied my bucket while I soaked in the tub.

Today she had me shave everything from the neck down while she watched. Every once in a while she'd point out a spot that I had missed. Her hands were very free with my body. Cupping my breasts. Patting my ass. Running her hand over my hairless crotch.

She brought me back to my closet and gave me my instructions for the day.

“Your first Joan is going to get here in about ten minutes. She's scheduled for a half hour with me and a half hour with you. She'll open your closet when she's ready and lead you into your bedroom. I know this woman. I don't think that she's going to hurt you, but if she does just call out and I'll come in and kick her ass. Other than that – make her happy.”

I nodded my understanding. The closet door closed. I waited in the darkness for my first Joan.

I had no idea what to expect. Would she be pretty or ugly? Butch or femme? Would she taste as good as I'd imagined my Goddess tasting? Would I be able to get her off in half an hour?

I thought about the men in my life who'd gone down on me. I didn't have many lovers and the ones who provided oral were in the minority. And only one of them did it well enough to even get me damp enough to taste. I knew that an enthusiastic tongue didn't equal a mind blowing orgasm. It was an important first step, but it took more than that to get someone off through oral.

I was a little more confident about my fingering technique. I'd had plenty of hands on experience with my own equipment. Starting when I was twelve and I discovered just how nice a couple strategically placed fingers could be. All I had to do was pretend that my vagina was hanging out between some other lady's legs. Easy as pie. Maybe I could keep her going with my fingers while I figured out what to do with my tongue.

All of this thinking about sex just made me hornier and hornier.

I heard the bell ring and Goddess buzz my Joan up. I heard them exchange small talk. It might have been my imagination, but I thought that I heard some nervousness in the voice of the strange woman who I would be having sex with shortly. Goddess put her at ease and got her to go into the third bedroom. The one dedicated to Goddess' massage table and paraphernalia. I breathed deeply, trying not to psyche myself out while I waited for the Joan to finish her massage.

Just then my phone rang. It was my mother.

Shit! Her timing sucked.

I was able to answer the phone with my hand, but I had to lay down on the floor to keep it near my head.

“Hi, Mom” I said. I tried to keep my voice down. I didn't think that my Goddess and the Joan could hear me from where they were, but I didn't want to take any chances.

“Hello, Sweetie. How are you doing?” Mom sounded much calmer than she did the last time that we spoke.

“I'm good.” I answered, awkwardly. “It's not really a good time to talk right now.”

“Is your Goddess preparing your first client?”

My mouth dropped. My mom knew that I was going to be a lesbian prostitute? Had a working knowledge of my schedule?

“You know? About THAT?”

“It was my idea, honey. Sort of a way to rub your nose in your previous sex work. Your Goddess assures me that these are safe disease-free women and that you were given a choice. Which you agreed to, didn't you?”

My best friend and my mother were conspiring together to make me a lesbian.

“Didn't you?” Mom asked again after I was silent for too long.

“Yes.” I admitted.

“I want you to know that I love you and support you no matter how you define yourself. I don't care if you're straight, bi, gay, pan, or gender fluid. You're my daughter and you always will be. I know that you have to be ready for your date, so I'll let you go. Be careful. Goodbye.”

“Bye.” I said, stunned.

I put the phone out of sight and got into position. My “date” would be ready for me soon and I needed to try to get my Mom's phone call and all it entailed out of my head. I didn't have time to think about the consequences of my mother working with my owner to make me into the woman they wanted me to be.

My life used to be so normal. Go to class. Visit friends. Tie up boys. Whip them.

I heard the door to the massage room open and the two women walk out. I got into position. I knelt and spread my legs. My cuffed hands were in a submissive palms up position. My chest was pushed forward to display my breasts to the Joan. She would open the closet door and see my rampant lust. My glistening hairless pussy. My nipples sticking out like angry fists. The look of desire on my face. She wouldn't have to know that the look was not for her, but my Goddess.

The door opened and I blinked up into the well lit room onto the face of the first woman that I would ever have sex with.

She was older than me. Maybe thirty. She had long black hair and well tanned skin. She carried around a few more pounds than fashion magazines would want us to believe is attractive, but she wore it well. The sort of voluptuous figure that was popular in the days of Mad Men and Marilyn Monroe.

She was wearing one of Goddess' terrycloth robes. It came to mid-thigh on her curvaceous body. She had my leash in her hand. She looked down at me and giggled.

I wasn't certain if I should say or do anything in particular. My orders had been more than a little vague. The Joan clipped the leash to my collar and led me to what was supposed to have been my bedroom.

“You're Gwen?” she asked, she had a sweet voice.

“Yes.” I kept my tone subservient. This woman was presumably paying good money for my services. I didn't know if I liked the fact that she knew my real name. I didn't know hers.

“You can call me Mistress. Now I understand that you've never gone down on a woman before. Is that true?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“I bet you're a little nervous.” she almost sounded friendly.

“Yes, Mistress.” I answered truthfully.

“Good.”

She let the robe puddle to the floor below her. In older cultures she would have been worshipped as a fertility goddess. Her breasts were mammoth. Her hips were full and flared out from her waist sharply. Her bush was full, but well maintained. She sat down on the bed, with her legs closed. I was right beside her at the end of my leash.

“Tell me how much you want to lick me.” My Mistress of the moment ordered me.

I hadn't expected this. I figured that she'd just come in here and I'd run my tongue over her. Lick, flick, thank you chick. This was actually a scene. One where I had to convince her that I was starving for her vag. I was only doing this to get relief. Relief that wasn't going to be coming anytime soon. But if I didn't sound convincing she might not let me service her. And if I didn't eat her out, then Goddess wouldn't let me go down on her, and I'd remain chained and frustrated.

“I want to lick you so much. I want to feel your warm juices filling my mouth. I bet you taste sweet. Please let me find out.” I couldn't believe that I was saying these things. But my lust was overwhelming my dignity.

“I'm not convinced.”

She ran a hand between her legs and pulled them out. She put her sticky fingers in front of my face. I attacked her wet fingers, furiously licking up her juices. She tasted different than I did. Less sweet. More earthy. I knew that I would be learning the tastes of several women before I tasted the one that I really wanted. My Goddess. When I had finished licking all of her juices off the proffered hand I looked up at her and pleaded.

“I want to kiss your lower lips and feel your clit throb beneath my tongue. I want to feel my face between your legs. Your soft, perfect thighs pressed against the sides of my head. I want to wear your nectar on my face. Wear it like makeup. I want to make you so wet that I drown in your ocean.” I said, earnestly.

She just smiled down at me and opened her legs. She pulled my head into place and put her knees over my shoulders. My world shrank down to the pussy that was in front of me. It was all I could see. All I could breathe. Moist heat radiated out from it. I ran my tongue along the outer lips and they parted easily.

My tongue was swimming in her, she was so wet. I wondered if the thoughts of this had gotten her going or if Goddess had worked her up for me, manipulating her into a sexual frenzy before siccing her on me. I wouldn't put it past her.

I wanted to use my fingers to work her over, but my hands were still bound to my waist. There was no way that I was going to get them involved. I wasn't certain exactly what to do with my tongue. She knew that I was inexperienced so she gave me instructions. Orders, really. But I don't think that I responded fast enough. She ended up grinding herself into my face until she came.

She had me lightly lick her as she came down from the high of her orgasm. Her juices were flowing fast and strong. I thought that I might really drown. That my tummy was full and bloated with her sweet nectar.

I felt her breathing slow. The pussy in my face stopped twitching. She squeezed her thighs together so tight that I could hear the sound of the ocean crashing in my ears. I was unable to breathe. I tried and just got bits of her wet pubic hair lodged in my teeth. She squeezed on more time and let go.

I fell to the floor beneath her. My whole face hurt from her orgasm. Over half my face was slick with her sex. A droplet of her moisture beaded down my torso making a trail of arousal between my breasts.

“I've marked you.” she said, looking down at me from the bed. “My scent is on you and you can't escape it. I'm all you're going to smell for the rest of the day, and all night. You may sell yourself to other women, but it's going to be me that you smell for the rest of the day.”

She got off the bed and stood above me. She reached down and placed her hand on my cheek. I thought she was going to kiss me, but she instead reached around and grabbed my long hair in her hand. She brought it upwards to her still cooling loins and used it to wipe herself clean.

I had never felt so degraded in all my life. This woman. This stranger whose name I couldn't even guess. Had just rode my face like a bronco in a lesbian rodeo, and now was using me as a rag to wipe the remnants of her juices and my saliva from her messy vagina.

I should be revolted. I should be enraged. I should get the hell out of here, damn the consequences. But I feel my hair touch my back. Damp from where she had cleaned herself. And a tiny shiver ran down my spine and strait to my clit.

I heard her walk out the door and get dressed. I just knelt there. Used. Stunned. Horny beyond words.

Goddess came into the room after a few minutes and took my leash. She ran her fingers through my hair. If she noticed what Mistress had done to it, my Goddess didn't say a word.

I was led back to the living room. Mistress had gotten dressed in a casual business suit. She looked good. She looked like she belonged in the world that I had been cut off from sense my enslavement.

“I've decided that I'm going to let you keep the money that you earn, slave.” my Goddess said. “There's a cigar box in your closet to keep your earnings in. Bring it here and the nice lady will pay you for your work.”

I crawled to the closet and found the cigar box just like my Goddess had promised. I carried it in both hands for fear of dropping it. I crawled on my knees to Mistress and knelt before her.

“Open your box.” my Goddess ordered.

I obeyed.

Mistress took her purse off of her shoulder and began to rummage around inside. She pulled out her wallet and counted out several bills.

“That should take care of the massage.” she said, handing the cash to my Goddess. “And as for me riding your face...” she unzipped the side of her wallet and took something out. Whatever it was she put it into my box. It made a disappointing thud when it hit the rigid cardboard.

I looked down to see what I'd been paid.

“A PENNY!” I forgot myself and yelled. I had been paid upwards of $400 an hour as a prodom. I had to work much harder, doing something that I really didn't want to do and all she was paying me was a lousy penny?!

My Goddess slapped my face. Hard.

“Do not raise your voice like that again. I don't care how much you think you're worth, your clients are going to pay you what they think you're worth. If this lovely lady feels generous enough to pay you anything for the privilege of being in the same room with her, let alone allowing you to touch and taste her most intimate areas, you should thank her.”

I was stunned. By the slap. By the words coming out of my Goddess' mouth. I wasn't even a five dollar whore; I was a penny prostitute. My head reeled from how far I'd fallen in the last week. When I pictured my life as a part time big city sex worker I had never pictured this. Tears began to form in my eyes. From the pain. From the humiliation. From the knowledge that this was turning me on even more.

“Thank you, Mistress.” I said. My voice caught. I was having trouble breathing. I couldn't fight back the tears any more. I bowed my head in shame and wept into my bound hands.

“She was trying so hard, but she just doesn't know what she's doing.” I heard Mistress say. “I don't think that she's even had anyone go down on her. I was lucky that I was so turned on. Even then I did all the work riding her face.”

“She'll get better. And I'm sorry for the outburst. She's still being trained. She forgets herself sometimes.” My Goddess was apologizing for me. That made me feel infinitely worse.

My Goddess and Mistress talked while I wept. I wasn't really listening. Soon Mistress was walking to the door and my Goddess was wishing her a good day.

I was walked back to my closet and locked back inside.

I collapsed in the darkness. I heard the one penny rattle around in the cigar box and I started to cry harder. I was so good at everything that I did. I was always at or near the top of my class. I excelled at the internships that I had been placed on. I'd created a prodom service from attitude and a piece of leather. I wasn't used to failure. Not when I had really tried my best. And I tried so hard.

I was a failure. Mom knew it. My Goddess knew it. Even the university knew it. It was best that I was in this closet. There wasn't anything I could screw up. All I had to do was wait here until my Goddess wanted me to do something and pray that I don't fuck it all up.

I serviced three more women that day. Each of them was different. Each had a unique scent and taste. I was just as useless as I had been with Mistress. My face was raw from where they ground themselves into me in order to get off. The final client wasn't even able to do that.

I earned two more pennies. The final client didn't pay me anything. Even I didn't feel that I deserved anything.

I was exhausted when my Goddess finally put me in the closet for the night. Emotionally. Physically. Exhausted. I bent down to eat some of my cereal. The first time that I'd stopped to eat anything other than vagina since Mistress walked through the door so many hours ago.

I couldn't taste the dry bran.

I didn't taste the raisins.

What I did taste was earthy and sweet and reminded me of Mistress.

Day Six

Everything was a blur. I serviced three women that day. The first was generous and paid me a nickle. I felt weirdly proud that I had improved so much in so short a time. The other two clients I serviced that day only paid me a penny.

Two days a whore. Seven women eaten out. Ten cents profit.

Day Seven

Four clients today.

The first was a muscular woman in her early 40's. Nearly my Mom's age. She tasted dark. Not like dark coffee. Just dark. I can't really describe it any other way. She ground herself off onto my face like all the other women had. When she went to pay me she couldn't make change for a quarter. My Goddess said that it was alright, not even trying to make change herself.

That lit a fire under my ass. The next client got everything I had and a few tricks that I invented on the spot. The 18 year old high school senior was impressed and paid me a dime.

I was so low, this was a triumph for me.

I tried to bring that same level of game to the mother of two who wanted a little something extra from her spa day. But I was overthinking it and my energy was flagging. I earned a nickle. Still better than most of my Joans, but going in the wrong direction.

I wanted to give my all to the final Joan of the day, but my jaw felt like it was going to drop off and I had a headache from breathing in so much pussy juice. She ground herself against my face and tossed a penny in my box when it was over.

Three days a whore. Eleven women serviced. I'd earned 26 cents.

Day Eight

My day began poorly.

The first Joan was a skinny woman in her 50's. Not the oldest woman that I'd whored myself out to, but up there. Very tense. Very uptight. She blindfolded me so I couldn't see my meal. She was completely dry when I stuck my tongue into her. Half an hour of trying didn't improve things any.

My first trick of the day netted me a goose egg.

Mom called again between my goose egg and the next client.

“Hi, Honey.” I heard her chipper voice come out of the phone.

“Hi, Mom.” I replied in a weak voice. I was glad that I had to put my head on the floor to hear her. I didn't have the strength to lift it up.

“How goes the whoring? Eating your way to the top yet?” This was not the woman who raised me. Somebody came and replaced her while I was away at college.

“I hate this. I hate having to do those things to all those women. You don't know what it's like. I can't believe you made me do this. Why would you want to put me through this? Don't you love me?” I pleaded into the phone.

“Of course I love you. You're my precious angel. But sometimes you have to be cruel because the world is crueler.”
“So this is some sort of tough love? Bullshit.”

“It's what I think needs to happen to make certain that you don't take the same stupid risks that you were taking in college. As bad as this is, you're alive and healthy. If you kept on doing what you had been doing, that might not be the case. If you're going to be a sex worker, you need a support network. People to keep you safe.”

“A pimp. You want me to have a pimp.”

“No.” Mom drew the word out with a long breath. “I want you to have someone who will have your back. Knowing where you're going. Maybe sitting outside in the car with a cell phone and a gun in case anything goes wrong. If you had been doing this right, I'd support you 100%. I'd sit in the car for you myself. But what you were doing was incredibly risky.”

“I was in control.” I shot back.

“There was an illusion of control. Because you had the whips and the ropes. You don't know what was going through their heads. What they were capable of doing to you. I know what I'm talking about. I wasn't a dominatrix, but I did engage in sex work in college. And I almost got into more trouble than I'm ever going to tell you about. Until someone knocked some sense into me like your Goddess is trying to knock into you.”

“... WHAT!?”

Mom hooked her way through college? I was … what?

“I'm not going to go into details with you. It happened long before you were born. Don't worry, your father wasn't one of my Johns. Not that there would be anything wrong with that. I know that this is hard for you to hear. I know that you are going through hell right now. This isn't tough love; it's an intervention. We love you. We want to see you happy and healthy. What you're going through now will pass. The people who love you will still be there. Now I know you probably have another Joan lined up. I won't keep you. Goodbye, honey.”

“bye.”

I heard the phone disconnect.

I lay there in the closet in the dark taking in the bombshell that Mom had dropped in that conversation. I really didn't know her at all. She was so much more than the milk and cookies, birthday cake, chicken soup when you're sick kind of mom that I thought she was.

I didn't know if this was a good thing or not.

My next client was a college student. Maybe a couple years younger than me. She got mostly dressed before she had me get between her legs. She let her skirt fall over my head. I worked it as well as I knew how and was rewarded with a nickle in my cigar box.

My next two clients saw me together. I think they were a mother and daughter. They were definitely Korean. I brought the daughter off while the mother watched. I was good, I was moving my tongue like I had a clue what I was doing. Because I did.

The daughter left the room while I went to work on the mother. She was demanding. Very verbal about what she wanted. There was no trace of accent in her voice. I was getting tired, but I think that I got her off better than anyone so far.

They gave me two shiny pennies when they left. I knew that I had done better, but didn't complain. I didn't want to embarrass my Goddess.

My final trick of the night was a woman in her late twenties. Blonde. Brown eyes. Her hair was sprayed and combed up. She didn't bother with the leash, just put her finger into the d-ring on my collar and pulled me sensually into the bedroom.

She climbed onto the bed and lay down. She let her robe slide down exposing a firm, young body. Her breasts were larger than mine by a cup size. Firm enough to make me wonder if they were implants. She wore piercings in her ears, her nose, on both nipples, and on the hood of her clitoris. She was shaved smooth. I could see the glint of metal when the light bounced off the piercing between her legs.

She patted the bed indicating that she wanted me to come up.

I clambered up the bed and knelt between her spread legs. Her pussy was perfect. The Platonic ideal of vaginas. Like a surgeon had sculpted it.

“Get to it, slave girl. Chop chop.” she ordered, patting her hairless pussy and laying back.

She was the first woman I'd served who laid down for me. Most sat on the bed. A few stood. She actually opened herself up to me like no one had so far. I took advantage of the opportunity and kissed my way down her thighs to her hot, needy sex. I took the clitoral piercing between my teeth and gently pulled on it. Like a puppy playing with a chew toy. She seemed to like it. My hands were still bound, but on the bed I was able to contort myself enough to be able to work her over with both my mouth and one hand. It hurt me to do it, but the moans of pleasure that she was making were well worth it.

Her juices had a tang to them that reminded me of southwestern cooking. But that may have been some sort of taste hallucination brought on by over a week of only having water and dry cereal to eat. Real or imagined, I licked the flavor up. I ended up getting her off twice.

She closed her legs and rolled over. She lay on the bed. Satisfied.

“How long have you been doing this?” she asked.

“Not long. Only a few days.” I replied, keeping my eyes down. Some Joans didn't like you looking at them.

“How many tricks do you think you've pulled in that time?”

I had to think for a minute. “You're my 16th.”

“You're a regular cunt connoisseurs, aren't you?”

“I guess so.” I said quietly. Most clients didn't bother talking after they were done. Maybe to my Goddess. But not to me. I blushed at her obscene description.

“Do you know what I do? For a living? When I'm not getting head from you?”

“No, ma'am.”

“I'm a prostitute to. Only I don't do women. Only a huge lesbo would take another woman in her mouth. Me, I'm probably a little bi for letting you get me off, but I wanted to get eaten out and don't know any straight dude whores. How does it feel to be a whore's whore?”

“Humiliating.” I burned with shame.

I wanted her to stop talking. I wanted her to put on her clothes and walk out the door. I wanted to return to my closet and wash the taste of this woman out of my mouth.

“I've lost track of how many cocks I've had inside me. Right where you put that talented little mouth of yours. But you don't like dick, do you? You're a sweet little lesbo cunt lapper.”

“I'm straight.” I hear myself say the words, but they are hollow. Empty of meaning. Something that I'm supposed to say. I don't even know why anymore. Just that it's important.

“Sure you are. All the straight girls lick clit nowadays.”

“I am.” I protested.

“Then why are you licking pussy for pennies?”

Her question caught me off guard. I started to say that I was forced into doing it, but that wasn't entirely true. At least I wasn't being forced by my Goddess. My own lust was driving me to do this, but that should be something that I controlled. So any blame has to come back to me.

“I'm doing this to please my Goddess. So she'll let me lick her. So she'll let me cum.” I think this was the first time that I had referred to Karen as my Goddess to anyone other than her. It felt like a milestone.

“Yeah, you're straight. Look I gotta run. All those dicks aren't going to blow themselves. Karen told me to put your payment in you box before I left. So here you go.”

She reached down to my crotch and pressed something, probably a coin based on how it felt, into my vagina.

“You were worth every penny.” she blew me a kiss and walked out of the room still naked.

I couldn't reach the coin with my hands so I had to sit up on my knees and spread my legs. A combination of gravity and muscle contractions soon pushed the coin out of me. It felt huge.

I looked down to where the coin had landed on the blanket. It was a quarter.

Four days a whore. Sixteen women serviced. 58 cents in the cigar box.

Day Nine

That morning was boring for me. All of my Goddess' clients were there for just a massage. I was forced to stay in my closet and listen to the sounds of normal people going about their lives. I ate. I drank. I counted and recounted my 58 cents. I played with the coins in the cigar box and wished that I could play with myself.

My first trick of the day wasn't until after noon. She was a blonde business woman. Older than me, but hard to say exactly how old. She was dressed when she led me by my leash to the bedroom.

She skipped the bed and just braced herself against a wall. I had to push her designer underwear to the side with my nose to get my tongue into her. Thankfully, she pulled her tight skirt up or I'd have been fighting it the whole time.

When she was finished bucking against my face she put a dime under my tongue.

The second trick of the day was a holistic hippie chick. She insisted that we get into a 69 position. At first I thought that this was going to be my chance at getting some relief, but she didn't really know what she was doing and pulled back when I tried to rub myself off against her chin. After I got her off she lay a nickle on my right nipple and a dime on my left.

The third Joan was a strong athletic woman. Body builder strong. She intimidated me, which probably through me off my game. I tried my best, but only managed to earn a dime.

At this rate I should break a dollar by the final trick of the night.

The closet door swung open for the final time that night and I saw my first client grinning down at me.

“I'm baaaack.” she sing-songed down to me.

“Hello, Mistress.” I said. All of a sudden I could taste her in my mouth again. That earthy sweet taste that I had lingering on my tongue for days after she left.

She was now not only my first customer, but my first repeat customer. I'd had 18 women to practice on since I had disappointed her. I knew that I could do better than the lousy excuse for cunnilingus I had given her before.

“I can't wait to see what you've learned since I was last here.”

She bent down and clipped the leash to my collar. She walked backwards, facing me, as she pulled me to the bedroom. She kicked the door open without turning around and continued to walk backwards to the bed.

She let the light terrycloth robe fall to the ground. Her curves were every bit as impressive as I'd remembered them. She giggled. Almost like she was a little drunk. When she backed into the bed. She sat down and put her legs on the bed as well. She crab walked her way to the center of the bed never once letting go of my leash. I was forced to climb up on the bed to avoid being strangled.

She sat on the leash and pulled it taut. She reached around and pulled it forward until my face was where I wanted it to be. I passed my nose through her pubic hair. I breathed in deeply, taking in her perfect aroma at the source. I planted baby kisses along the sides of her lips and lightly flicked my tongue over her pearl. She was every bit as excited as she had been the first time.

I worked my tongue into her being sure to pay attention to her clit. I felt her react to my attentions and altered my pace to match the one that she was subconsciously setting. Things were going much better this time.

I put everything that I had learned over the last few days. Every trick that I'd learned from servicing the 18 women who came between Mistress' visits. Did all that I could.

And got her off.

As she was breathing heavily. Recovering from the orgasm that I had driven her to with my tongue. I flipped my hair around my head and ran it over her smoldering sex. Over and over until I was sure that it was as clean as I could make it. Her juices soaked into my hair. Her scent and her taste enveloped me as it did before. Only this time I knew that I had pleased her. She didn't have to ride my face; I did the driving.

She got up and kissed me full on the mouth. She must have tasted herself on my lips. I felt her hot tongue press into my mouth. Invading me. Her hand cupped my breast and tweaked my nipple.

I felt her press something into my hand, but I was so caught up in the kiss that I couldn't be bothered to look at what it was.

She pulled herself away from me and walked away. I watched the sway of her curvy hips. The soft bounce of her butt. As she stepped out the door. I looked down and saw my reward.

A dollar.

I was happier than I had any right to be. This wasn't even one percent of what I made when I worked with men. I should have been shamed. Insulted. Instead it was all I could do to not shout out in joy. I lay back on the bed and kicked my legs in the air in happy triumph.

I distantly heard my Goddess and Mistress talking in the living room outside, but I was too happy to hear them. I had earned money that folded. I was so close to being able to worship my Goddess the way she deserved to be worshipped. I could almost taste her on my lips. The imagined taste of her overwhelming even the potent and more substantial taste of Mistress. I wasn't even thinking about my own promised orgasm. My only thought was of giving my Goddess the most mind blowing experience that she had ever had.

I was vaguely aware of Mistress leaving. A minute later my Goddess walked in to find me reveling in my victory.

“Well, well, well. Aren't we the proud little rooster. And from what I heard just now, you do have something to be proud about my little cock. You've come very far in a very short time. I have a treat for you.”

Was she going to let me worship her now. I really wanted to, but it seemed wrong with another woman's cum on my lips. Her juices in my hair.

“Not the treat that you are hoping for, but something that I'm sure you'll love. Let's get you to your closet and we'll work out the details.”

She left the room and I was off the bed as quickly as I could. I crawled without even thinking about it. There was no leash. No explicit statement that I should crawl. My legs weren't bound. I could have walked. But that didn't seem right. I should be on my knees. My place was beneath my Goddess.

My Goddess was waiting for me when I got to the closet. She'd pulled out the cigar box and was counting out my money.

“It looks like you have 93 whole cents here. And the dollar you just earned means that you have $1.93 burning a hole in your pocket. Does that sound right?”

“Yes, my Goddess.”

“You're a smart girl aren't you. I'm going to take your money and buy you a real special treat. Wait here in the closet. I won't lock it in case there's an emergency while I'm gone, but I don't want you leaving there for anything short of a fire. Got me?”
“Yes.” I nodded my understanding.

“Good girl.” she rubbed her fingers through my hair. Hair that was still wet with Mistress' sex juices. “I'll be right back.”

She closed the door to my closet leaving me in darkness.

What was she going to get? It couldn't be much with less than two dollars. But she thought that I would love it.

I waited and waited like a kid on Christmas Eve. I had gone from being an independent educated woman with a promising future to a sex slave locked (figuratively at the moment) in a closet waiting for her owner to return with some trinket.

I wouldn't have it any other way.

I could have just stood up, opened the door, and walked out of there. If I couldn't find my own clothes, I'm sure that some of my Goddess' things would fit me. Maybe I could find some money. The keys to these restraints. Even if I couldn't I could just walk out into the night and find someone else that I knew. Someone who could put me up for the night while I figured things out. Maybe act as a go between to get the keys and my stuff.

But I really didn't want that life anymore. I'm sure that there are some people who would say that my Goddess brainwashed me. Or that I was suffering from Stockholm Syndrome. But I wasn't. I loved Karen so much more than I did before. She is the one who opened my eyes. Made me see who I really was.

I wasn't a top. A domme. Dominatrix. Whatever word or title you wanted to use.

I was submissive.

And I was a lesbian.

I don't know why it was so hard to admit it before. The men in my life had never really done anything for me. Other than use me. I thought that I just needed to find a better man. What I really needed was a good woman.

Like Karen.

My Goddess.

I stayed in the closet waiting for her to return. I heard her key in the door about a half and hour later. Though I was just guessing at how much time passed. It's hard to tell time when you're in a dark closet without a watch. I heard her move around the apartment. I thought that every sound I heard was her about to open the door and give me my treat.

I was salivating worse than Pavlov's bitch.

“You can come out now, slave.” I heard her call through the door.

I had to stand to turn the knob. My bound hands couldn't reach it while I knelt. Even then it took some effort getting my whole body close enough to grab the knob and turn it effectively.

The door swung open and I saw my Goddess sitting on the couch. Nude. Her full breasts hung down like ripe fruit ready for me to take into my mouth. Her long legs curved upwards to a perfection that was hidden by a white paper bag. My treat and a promise of a treat to come.

“Crawl over here and kneel right here.” she tapped her foot on the ground right in front of her.

I crawled closer trying to figure out what was in the bag. There was writing on it, but she had crumbled the top over so much that I couldn't make it out. I could smell something familiar, but I couldn't tell exactly what it was. It smelt delicious. I hoped that that smell was for me.

I knelt in the indicated spot. I spread my legs opening myself up to my Goddess. I held my head up high and arched my back to display my own breasts to her. I wanted her approval. I wanted her to want me.

She smiled at me and put the bag down on the couch. I could see just a hint of her soft downy pubic hair.

“I've got you two treats. One is in the bag. The other is on the couch. You haven't quiet earned the privilege of going down on me, but you're getting so much closer and I thought a little visual might help motivate you.”

She put her hands on her knees and pulled them apart. Her sex was laid out before me in all its glory. I could see the place that my lips longed to visit. The center of my desire for much of the last week. I couldn't believe that I had ever denied wanting this. I felt like the apostle who had denied Christ. This was the body of my Goddess and I wanted to eat. To share that communion with her. Eat her flesh and drink down her wine.

I was too focused on her sex to pay attention when she opened the bag. I heard the paper crumpling. Then more paper crumpling. But my gaze was transfixed on the most beautiful thing I had ever seen. The next thing I knew something was brought into my line of sight cutting off my view of paradise.

It was a McDonald's cheeseburger. It was small and smushed a bit from banging around. Probably not all that hot after the trip back from the Mickey D's around the block. But it was just what I wanted. I had almost forgotten the taste of anything but raisin bran and pussy. Meat was a dim memory.

My Goddess put the burger to my mouth. I took a bite. A small one. I wanted this feast to last. I wanted to savor my reward for eating all those women out. The payment for servicing nineteen women was a Cheeseburger Happy Meal from McDonald's.

When I took the last bite of my burger my Goddess offered me the milk. Two percent milk in a plastic tub never tasted so sweet. She held it in front of me and let me drink my fill from the straw. She then fed me the fries. They were salty and still warm. She played games feeding them to me. The feeding games you use to get a small child to eat their cereal. I should have been insulted, but I was getting the full attention of my Goddess and that was enough to satisfy me.

For now.

When the food was done she took out the final part of the meal. The toy. This was a small plastic motorcycle. I think it was a tie-in with some action movie that I wasn't planning on seeing anyway. It was two inches long. Sleek. Like the bike was hurtling through space with the driver slouched down to keep from being thrown off. She put the little driver and his little motorcycle between her teeth and grinned. She rode the little man down the contours of her neck, between her perfect breasts, past her navel, and down into the palace of my desire. She completely submerged cycle and rider inside her and left him there.

“I know that you've been wondering when you're going to go where he's been. The answer to that question is still the same. It's up to you. But I can give you something a little more concrete to work with. This is the receipt for your treat. As you can see, I had to add a little extra to get you your treat. $3.09 was the total including tax. And you have to include the tax. That means that you owe me $1.16. As soon as my slave has earned that amount she will have shown herself worthy. You'll get to eat my pussy. You'll get to be my love slave. If you are as good as you were today you might earn your reward as early as tomorrow. If you backslide you might never get to taste me. Really taste me.”

She put her fingers inside herself and withdrew the now drenched toy. She moved her hand towards my mouth making the same teasing games that she had with the fries. I opened and took the cheap plastic into my mouth.

It tasted of her. It tasted like honey. Nectar. Ambrosia. I closed my eyes and burned the memory of this taste into my brain. I felt a surge in the lust that haunted my every waking moment and lingered into my dreams. I had to taste this from the source. Lap it up as though my life depended on it. Because it did.

Day Ten

Today was a blur. I had five clients. I couldn't tell you what the looked like. I couldn't tell you their ages, their nationalities, even the color of their hair. But I could tell you which one had just come from the gym and hadn't showered. Or the one who's pubic hair smelled of apples and sandalwood. Or the one who liked it when I lightly bit the inside corners of her thighs. I was focused. If it wasn't a vag or a clit, it didn't matter to me. I was going to make these women come. Anything else was unimportant. I was going to earn my $1.16. I was going to show my Goddess that I was worthy. I was going to win the prize.

After the fifth client I had earned $1.15. I reeked of the orgasms of five women and my own denied lust. My jaw was about to fall off. My face, fingers, hair, and even breasts were coated in their juices. I felt like a boxer who had gone 18 rounds with the heavyweight champion and still had one more to go.

Normally I didn't see more than four women a day. Sometimes just three. Today it was going to be six. I just needed to earn one penny to win the prize. Even if I just let my final Joan just pound herself into my face I should be able to earn that.

I was feeling good. Exhausted, but good.

I waited in the darkness of my closet. Hoarding my energy for the last dance of the night. I held the plastic motorcycle in my hand like a shaman holding a fetish. It had power. It had been in a sacred place.

I heard the doorbell ring and Goddess buzz the final client through. A couple minutes later Goddess was opening the door on the last trick of the night.

“Hi, Karen.” the client said. Her voice was high and happy.

My heart stopped beating. I knew that voice. I knew who the final client was and I despaired. There were several people from our class who came to the city. Most I didn't know. I had a few friends here. And a couple people who hated me.

And Jenny.

Jenny and I had never gotten along. That's an understatement. We were at war from 5th grade on. We competed for grades. At sporting events. We competed for scholarships. To see who could get into the best universities. And to see who could get the best grades once we got there. I didn't have a perfect record, but I had won more of those battles than Jenny and she wanted me to pay for it.

She was my peer. Someone who I stood maybe half and inch taller than in the social rankings. Now I was going to be her whore. Begging for a penny.

My token of power slipped from my fingers. I slouched down onto the floor and began to sob. It wasn't right. It wasn't fair. Jenny was part of my old life. I didn't need to be reminded of what I had become. I didn't need her to find out about how low I'd fallen. Or how much I loved my degradation.

They spoke for a few minutes before leaving for the massage room.

I couldn't face Jenny like this. Not on my knees as Karen's slave. Not about to whore my mouth to her. I wished that I had a blindfold. If it didn't hide my identity at least I wouldn't have to see the smug look on Jenny's face as she defiled me. Disgraced me.

The next half and hour was the longest in my life.

I finally heard them come out of the massage room.

“Take your time.” I heard my Goddess tell Jenny. “You're an old friend. I'm not going to limit you to the usual half an hour. Have fun.”

The closet door opened. Jenny stared down at me not certain if what she was seeing was real. Her nemesis brought low. Naked and bound. Forced to obey her orders no matter how repugnant I might find them.

She was fully dressed. I don't know if that was worse than her being nude or wearing just a robe. It felt worse. Another level of power she had over me.

She had something in her hands. She reached down to me with what I thought was the leash, but what turned out to be the nipple clamps that I had used when I fooled some stupid boys into thinking I was a domme. She attached one to each nipple. I felt their metal teeth dig into my tender flesh. I remembered using them on men. Thinking they were weak for not being able to take the pain. Remembering how much worse that pain was when the clamps came off.

Jenny attached the leash to the clamps and pulled it sharply towards her. I jerked forward from the pain. Forced to move my body to keep from ripping the clamps off and sending me into complete agony.

My Goddess was seated on the couch. Normally she wasn't in the living room to watch me be escorted from closet to bedroom. Tonight she sat there in jeans and a t-shirt, sipping a glass of wine, while she watched me get dragged to my doom.

I shot her a pleading look. Begging her with my eyes to forget about the final penny. Make Jenny go away like some bad dream. My Goddess only smiled and shook her head no.

“I'm going to enjoy this.” Jenny said from her place above me. “You were always too perfect in school. Always rubbing my nose in just how much better you were at everything. Now I'm going to rub your nose in a few places you never thought you would.”

She gave another hard jerk to the leash. I whimpered in pain, but had to follow her.

She led me to the bedroom with a series of agonizing yanks to the leash. When we got inside the room she surprised me by removing my collar, my cuffs, and the restraint belt around my waist. I knelt almost completely naked before her. The nipple clamps were my only clothing.

I could have fought back. I was freed of my restraints. I could move freely. I could reach up and take the clamps off myself if I wanted to. There would be pain, but it would be over with quickly.

But something kept me on the floor. Some power greater than myself was forcing my obedience. I don't know if it was my love for my Goddess or the deep submissiveness that I had recently discovered. As bad as the situation was. As mortifying as it was to be in this position. To be seen by Jenny this low, this weak. I felt a warmth grow between my legs. Part of me wanted this. Part of me knew that I deserved this.

It was a very sobering thought.

“Get your ass ready. Don't be stingy.” Jenny tossed a tube of lube down between my spread legs.

I picked it up, spread a huge dollop on two fingers, and worked those fingers into my puckered hole. I felt like a sleepwalker. Only I was aware of my actions. I just felt so distant from my body.

I repeated the process three times. I was as ready as I was ever going to be.

She pulled out a butt plug and held it under my nose. I'd used it before. Rammed it up the backsides of two or three of my slaves. I made one of them wear it for two hours while he cleaned my apartment in a sissy maid's dress. Now I was going to be forced to wear it.

She pushed my head down to the ground forcing my butt into the air. I felt her toy with my rear entrance before starting to push the black rubber intruder inside me. It hurt. Even with the lube my body resisted. I'd tried anal sex once and my partner wasn't anywhere near as well hung as the bulbous sex toy. I moaned in pain and heard Jenny laugh in response.

I looked up from where I lay on the ground and saw my Goddess watching everything through the open door. It was bad enough that Jenny was doing this to me; to have Karen, my Goddess, see me like this was breaking my heart.

My Goddess sipped her wine and watched Jenny slowly, painfully, ram that uncomfortable piece of plastic inside me. Once it was in Jenny had me get up on my haunches and squat. I felt like I had to go to the bathroom. I wanted it out of me now, but it wasn't coming out. Not without more of my pain and someone else's effort.

Jenny grabbed my hair and pulled me to my hands and knees. Of all the pain she had inflicted in me so far, this was the most bearable. She took her time running her hands over my body. Moving my arms just a tad. Correcting some flaw she saw in my posture. I felt like a dog being prepared for show.

“I'm not a lesbian.” Jenny said. “Not like you. I'm just doing this cause I know how much you must hate it, you prissy little bitch.”

Her hand traced its way down my back, over the curve of my ass, and cupped the wetness between my legs.

“This really gets you off doesn't it? Being my bitch. We've barely gotten started and you're already sloppy wet. I always knew you were a slut. I just didn't know you were a lady's slut.”

She sat on the bed and stretched her legs out until her feet were resting on my naked back. I concentrated on keeping the position she had so carefully placed me in. I didn't want to displease her. Give her an excuse not to pay me.

“I have some questions, slut.” Jenny said after taking a moment to luxuriate in my defeat.

“Yes, ma'am.” My voice was soft. My submissive nature and the humiliation robbed me of most of my voice.

“Short and affirmative. I like that. Alright. Question number one. Do you want to see me naked?”

“Yes, ma'am.” I said. I did want to see her naked. Very badly.

“Do you now. Tell me what you'd like to do with me once I am buck naked.”

I had trouble speaking. It was one thing to plan to do the things I was expected to do, quiet another to admit them openly. I looked forward and saw my Goddess watching the scene impassively. What did she want me to do?

“I wa … I want to kiss your feet. I want to take each toe into my mouth and make it soft and clean. Then I want to kiss my way around your body. Slowly. Up and down your curves. Ending between your legs. I want to suckle on your clit until you explode in my face. I want to bathe in you.”

“Have you always felt this way? Were you just being a bitch to get my attention? Trying to get me to switch teams? Become a lesbian like you?”

“No, ma'am.”

I felt her remove her feet from my back. I heard her get up from the bed and walk around behind me out of the range of my peripheral vision. I felt Jenny standing above me and something soft and cool dangle onto my shoulders. It took me a moment to recognize it as one of my floggers. I'd never been on the receiving end of it before. It was a soft leather cat o' nine tails. I new that it had left some of my boys in whimpering agony.

She ran the flogger across my shoulders and then down my spine. Halfway down my spine Jenny suddenly pulled it away and arced it hard and sure to upturned ass. I jumped forward from the force and the suddenness of the blow.

“Don't move!” Jenny ordered.

I looked forward and saw my Goddess watching me. I would do my best. I would do my best for her.

The next strike landed on my thigh. Pain ripped through me and I felt myself begin to tear up. At this rate, I would be a blubbering mess in just a few more strokes. When I was on top. Pretended to be on top, at least. I'd warm my slaves up with more milder punishments, letting them get accustomed to more and more pain. It prolonged the experience. But I think that Jenny just wanted to hurt me as much as possible and be done with it.

The third stroke landed on my other cheek. It hurt, but I managed to hold it together.

“I hear you got rejected to grad school.” Jenny walked around in front of me. I started to answer her, but she put the flogger right in my face and said “Kiss it!”

I kissed the leather that had abused me. That would go on abusing me. Like it was a long lost lover. Jenny knew about my failure to get into grad school. Somehow that was worse than any of the physical pain she was putting me through.

“I got in.” Jenny said. “My first class is next week.”
My mind was just taking that bombshell in when the next blow came down hard on my back. I held it in as much as possible, but a single tear rolled down my face. Jenny bent down and looked me in the eye.

“While I'm busy in class, what do you think you'll be doing? Sitting in your little closet? Waiting for your next trick to come. So you can make her come.” her hands played around my breasts, holding onto the chain that connected the nipple clamps. She leaned her forehead against mine and hissed “Beg me to lick my pussy!”

“Please, please may I taste your wonderful pussy. I want it soooo badly. I will do anything you want, I just need to have you in my mouth.”

“No.” Jenny lingered over the word drawing out that one simple syllable.

She undid the nipple clamps. Blood started to course through them again bring hot searing pain. I wanted to lift my hands up to them. Cradle them. Do anything. But Jenny had ordered me not to move and she was staring me right in the face. Daring me to disobey her. I scrunched my eyes closed. Clenched my fingers and toes. Cried. But I managed to stay in the same position while my poor breasts felt like they were on fire.

She flogged me once more. This time on the backs of my feet. Then she brought out the ice. She ran it down my back like she had the flogger. This time she made it all the way down my spine. The coldness above was adding contrast to the hot pain coming from my abused breasts. When she got to my butt she prodded the plug forcing it to go slightly further in. She cupped my overheated sex and the frozen ice cube in the same hand and left it there until the ice had fully melted.

My ass had been whipped. My nipples were on fire. My pussy was frostbit. I was being overwhelmed with physical sensations. Not to mention the emotional ones. My rival had won our great war. Now she was rubbing my nose in it.

“That was fun, Karen. Thanks. I could do this all night, but I really should be going home. I've got an early appointment and you know how long my train ride is.” Jenny said, standing up.

She couldn't be going. I hadn't had a chance to pleasure her. If I didn't get her to come, she wouldn't pay me. I would go insane knowing that I was only a penny short of my goal and had to wait until tomorrow.

“Please don't go.” I begged Jenny.

“Awww. It looks like she likes you.” My Goddess said to Jenny.

“It doesn't matter; I'm straight.” Jenny said. My own words were echoing back at me through time. Mocking me.

Jenny took a step to the door and I reached out and grabbed her leg. I couldn't let her leave without servicing her. I felt the flogger come down hard on my back. Then a second strike landed on my butt. It took a third strike to make me let go of my former rival.

I lay there on the floor, sobbing. I was a wreck. I'd failed my Goddess. I'd thrown myself at a woman whom I hated and was rejected. I was aware of the real people in the room talking, but I was too caught up in my own failure to pay them any real attention.

The next thing I knew I felt a soft hand on my shoulder.

“She's gone now. It's going to be all right.” I heard my Goddess' soothing voice.

“But I've failed you.” I blubbered. I couldn't look up at her. Not after what she saw me go through and how I so miserably failed her.

“Why don't you do one more recount before you go jumping to that conclusion.” she said.

I managed to get myself up off the floor and crawl to my closet. I knew it wasn't going to do me any good, but my Goddess had ordered me and I instinctively obeyed.

I pulled out the cigar box and began my final recount. Only this time there wasn't $1.15, there was $1.20. Had I missed a nickel? No. That wasn't possible. It's not like there was a lot of room for change to hide in that shoe box.

My Goddess must have put it there for me. But when? The count had been $1.15 when Jenny opened the closet door and my Goddess remained seated on the couch the entire time that I was being abused by my former rival. She couldn't have put it in there.

It was a miracle! Proof that she was my Goddess.

“Goddess, I've earned the right to please you.” I beamed up at her holding my meager coins up in offering.

“What a good girl.” she said. She patted my head and collected her tribute. “I want you to go to the bathroom and take a nice long hot bath. I want you nice and relaxed and squeaky clean for me. Can I trust you to do this on your own? Its not going to be too hard is it?”

“No, my Goddess. I'll do a good job. I promise.”

“Good girl. I'll be waiting for you in my room.”

My Goddess patted me on the butt in the direction of the bathroom. I flew across the floor faster than anyone had ever crawled before. I ran the hottest bath that I could stand. My butt and breasts didn't like getting into the steamy water, but it was what my Goddess wanted so I overcame the pain. I scrubbed every inch of flesh. I washed my hair with the shampoo that my Goddess liked to use on me. I wanted to smell exactly the way she wanted me to.

The thought of leaving now never even crossed my mind. I belonged here. Belonged to and with my Goddess. I had been through hell and I was on the verge of getting my reward; there was no way that I was going to walk away for anything. Not grad school. Not my old life. Nothing.

I dried my hair and crawled to my Goddess' room. I went slower this time. Not wanting to get myself dirty on the floor between rooms. I wanted to be pristine for her. Like a virgin bride on her wedding night. Forget about the women that I had sexually serviced. Got off with my mouth or hands. They didn't mean anything. They were just tutors preparing me for the only college that I wanted – the one between my Goddess' legs.

The night air was cool as I knocked on the door to her room, but my skin was on fire.

“Come in.” she called.

I reverently pushed open the door. I felt like Dorothy marching up to the Great and Powerful Oz. Like a priestess entering a holy shrine. There were candles lit everywhere filling every place that a candle could conceivably be placed. I could smell cinnamon and jasmine in the air.

I felt like praying.

My Goddess was on the kingsized bed. Her only covering a thin sheet. I could tell that she was nude underneath. I wanted to explore her body. With my fingers. With my mouth. She patted the bed indicating that I could come up and join her. I felt so small. Like a little girl. But what I wanted was very grown up.

When I was on the bed my Goddess bent forward and gave me a long passionate kiss on the mouth. I could taste her lipstick on my naked lips. It felt different. It felt right. After something close to eternity she broke the kiss. The sheet had fallen away from her leaving her breasts exposed. They were full and firm like ripe fruit tempting me to bite them. Her nipples pointed out at me obscenely. I wanted them in my mouth. I wanted to lick and lick until her perfect breasts were forced to give milk. I wanted to suckle on her. I would need no other food.

She placed a hand under one of her large breasts and pointed it up to me. I looked her in the eye, not certain if I was lucky enough to be given this blessing. My Goddess nodded. I lowered my head and took her teat in my mouth. Her skin tasted sweet. Like she had bathed in honey wine. I worked her nipple around in my mouth, running my tongue over it, making it feel as good as I could possibly make it feel. When she pulled back I thought that I had done something wrong. I was relieved when she offered me the other breast.

I worshipped that breast as much and as well as I had the first. I was gratified to hear my Goddess moan. She lay back against a sea of pillows. I leaned in to keep in contact with her. My mouth on the one breast while my hand massaged the other.

She kicked off the sheet. I knew that her sweet sex,my goal almost since the day she enslaved me, was inches from my grasp. But I kept my focus on her breast and making her happy. I would give her pleasure when SHE wanted it, not on my timetable.

I felt her hand on the top of my head exerting gentle pressure. I kissed away from her breasts, down her tummy. I flicked my tongue in her navel as preview for what I had planned lower down. She let out a little gasp. I kissed down to and around her perfect vagina. The center of my world.

She tasted better than any of the other women I had gone down on. Better than those who used me after a workout at the gym. Better than those who douched before hand. Even better than the earthy sweetness of Mistress. Words cannot begin to describe her sublime flavor.

I had learned so much in such a short time. About my Goddess. About myself. About how to please a woman. I put everything that I had learned to good use. I had her moaning and breathing heavily. She pushed my face deeper and deeper; harder and harder against her demanding vagina. I took everything she had and gave her my all.

Her orgasm was powerful. Her thighs clenched around my head. My ears could only hear that sound you hear when you put your ear up against a seashell. She bucked and twisted with me helplessly between her legs going along for the ride.

The potent spasms petered out into a gentle pulsing. I could feel her heart beating through the pulsing of her clitoris. I was close to her heart and I felt proud of the gift I had given my Goddess. The gift she had given me.

I knelt between her open legs waiting for her next order. All of the pain and humiliation of the day erased in the moment we had just shared.

“Now I think I owe you a treat.” my Goddess said after she'd recovered enough to speak. “You've been so good. How would you like it?”

I thought about it carefully. There was no doubt in my mind.

“I have done things that I never thought I would do to have this orgasm. Things I didn't think that I could do. Not without you leading me the way you did. You have everything that is mine. Everything that I brought with me; everything that you need of mine from the internet. The only thing that I have left in the world is this orgasm.”

“Yes.” my Goddess purred, twirling some of my hair around her finger.

“I want you to have it.”
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