The Bet
	I awoke and got out of bed at the normal time, took care of my normal bathroom activities, and started the coffee. It was time to awaken Mistress. I slipped under the covers and found her on her back, her naked body easily available. As I lightly began licking her most intimate spot, I sighed with the pleasure serving her brought me. Mistress moaned and stirred under my mouth. “Good morning, pet.” Not missing a flick of my tongue, I mumbled a good morning in return. Mistress moaned again. “Do remember what tomorrow is?” I nodded my head. Our one year anniversary and also the beginning of a new four week cycle. Who would have thought we would have been together one year as the result of a bet. It was a bet neither of us would have made under normal circumstances. But those were not normal circumstances. 

 

Both of us had recently lost subs to the perils of submission--mine wanted to be worshiped for the gift she gave me, and when I pointed out that I was also providing a gift of dominance, she decided we were not compatible. I agreed. Some subs want to be put on a pedestal and worshiped. In my opinion, that misses the point. Karen had lost her sub to illness. When one cannot physically submit to the labors of submission, something's got to give, so he reluctantly retired from D/s, and moved out of state to be closer to his family.

 

Karen and I were members of a local bdsm club. We were developing a friendship that seemed to surprise other club members because we both practiced the lifestyle differently. Karen was more severe with her male submissives, but she was always fair. I was more tolerant of my female subs, applying more severe actions, only when required.

 

We had countless conversations and debates over drinks about whose style was more effective, and both of us thought we were winning.

 

Karen looks nothing like the image of a Domme created by many stories and books. By that, I mean she is not a fox. She is attractive, but in the sense of looking more like the sister-or-girl-next-door image. She is in her mid-thirties, and about six feet tall. She has red hair, an ample body, which reveals lots of freckles on the parts you can see. And she is in excellent physical shape.
We were both having a drink at The Lash, the club I mentioned earlier. As usual, and because things were slow, we were arguing the merits of our own styles. Several other members were nearby and within earshot of our conversation. That was also as usual.  Karen was trying to use psychology on me. And she wasn’t bad at it. She told me she sensed I had submissive tendencies, and that if I gave her half a chance, she could prove her technique was superior to mine by ensnaring me in it. All I had to do was submit to her in a play session, she said, and I would submit willing to her on a more permanent basis.

I didn’t admit it to her then, but her argument struck a chord with me. I have always had an unfulfilled submissive streak in me. In fact, in my younger days, I tried to go that route, but had not been able to connect with a dominant woman. In the search process, I had done considerable research, and discovered I was good at topping submissive women, and enjoyed it. My submissive tendencies were thus sublimated in favor of my dominant tendencies. I was too proud to admit she might have a point; and there was no way I was going to give any sign to the group at The Lash that my dominant shell might have cracks in it. From my point of view, any sign of uncertainty was a sign of weakness—and a weak Dom does not attract submissive women.
Inside my shell though, I wondered what it might be like to submit just once to a Domme like Karen, who knew what she was doing.  Turning the psychological tables on Karen, I told her, while she was wrong about me, I sensed that she had submissive tendencies, and if given the opportunity, I could make her into my sub—all that I needed was for her to submit to a session with me, and there was a good chance that might happen. The group at The Lash had heard of this before, and had grown tired of it. Mona, the owner of The Lash, finally told both of us we should put up or shut up. We both protested we were willing, but the other was not. That is when Mona suggested a bet.
The bet was simple enough. Each of us would have a limited time topping the other, and the winner would be the first one that got the other to do something mutually agreed upon. Karen and I looked at each other, mental wheels turning. After some discussion, we agreed the winner would be the one, who could make the other come in the shortest time. We would each take turns topping the other, who would be tied spread-eagle on a bondage table in one of Mona’s session rooms upstairs. We decided anything would be allowed, as long as we respected each others limits and did not injure the other. The winner’s prize would be a day as the top of the loser. We would flip a coin to decide who would assume the role of top first, and since we needed a judge, we both agreed that Mona would be a good choice. As judge, she would be the timekeeper and also have the right to disqualify either one of us for unfair activity with the disqualified person automatically being declared the loser.
We discussed individual limits and safewords and shook hands. Mona suggested since it was a slow night that we head upstairs and get it on. Karen and I looked at each other, shrugged, and then nodded our heads in agreement. Mona led the way upstairs, and I let Karen follow her. That gave me an excellent view of the way her ass filled the leather pants she was wearing, and my cock began to stir.

Once upstairs and settled in the session room, Mona flipped a coin. I let ladies go first, and Karen called heads. It was tails. I took immediately took charge. “Strip,” I told her. Karen slipped out of her blouse and pants and folded them, then put them on a nearby chair. I admired the way her full breasts filled out her black bra. When she reached behind her back and unfastened it, her breasts seemed to spring free. There was little or no sag to them. Their tops were lightly sprinkled with those beautiful freckles I had admired for so long on those areas she chose to expose by her choice of clothing. She placed her hands behind her head and stretched a bit, causing her light reddish-brown nipples to point directly at me. My cock expanded to full erection.
“Now the panties.” Using both hands, she slowly slipped them off and allowed them to drop to the floor. Stepping aside, she bent over to pick them up, taking care to give me a good look at her full bottom. When she turned around, I saw her red hair had been trimmed in a bikini cut that allowed her sex full exposure to the air. She stood awaiting my instructions.

I grabbed ankle and wrist restraints from their places on the wall and beckoned for Karen to lie on the bondage table. Helping her up, I gave Mona one wrist and one ankle restraint, and we fastened them to her limbs. I then stretched Karen to her limits with ropes to each corner of the table. She was beautiful—tied, helpless and all mine for the length of time it took for me to make her climax.
We had agreed beforehand that once the bottom was bound to the table, the time started at the first touch of the top any place on the bottom’s body. I turned to Mona, who was prepared to start the stopwatch function on the watch I had supplied earlier. She glanced at both of us. “Ready?” Karen and I both nodded.
I began with Karen’s orange-sized breasts, caressing them with my hands and fingers, then pinching and biting them. She moaned. So much for not enjoying being submissive. I removed a pair of clover clamps I had placed in my pocket earlier. Karen’s nipples were hard as pebbles, and she groaned when I squeezed the clamps onto her juicy fruit. No time for finesse. The clock was ticking, so I went for the gold. Stepping around to the bottom of the table. I spread the lips of Karen’s sex with my thumbs, and buried my mouth in her steamy pussy. She jerked and squealed with the shock and delight of it. I tongued her clit and pressed two fingers of my right hand into her wet channel. The palm of my hand was on top, so my fingers could probe for the spongy area of her g-spot. Karen moaned in delight. My tongue fast-flicked her clit, while my fingers massaged her clit. She was resisting with all she had. Knowing I was losing time, I picked up an electric clit massager from where it hung on the side of the table, turned it on, and placed it where it did the most good. Karen squealed with delight. I continued to work my fingers into her channel, pressing them against her most sensitive area. Seeing she was about to lose her battle of resistance, I placed the massager in my right hand, so the vibrations would also work their magic on her g-spot. When I removed the clover clamps from her nipples with my left hand, Karen lost it, and shuddered through a screaming climax as she fought her restraints. I shut off the massager and replaced it with my mouth, and she came again.
Mona and I unfastened her bonds, and covered her shaking body with a blanket while she recovered. I gently massaged Karen’s shoulders and told her how wonderful she was. She looked into my eyes as though seeing me for the first time. After a few minutes, Karen sat up and sipped a cup of coffee that Mona had called down to the bar for. When she appeared able to fully function again, she put her clothing on, and returned to the table and finished her coffee. “What was the time?” she asked Mona.

“Two minutes and four seconds.” I breathed a sigh of relief. Karen was going to have her work cut out for her. If I had anything, it was self-control.

Karen looked into my eyes. “Ready?” I nodded. “You know the routine.”  She seemed almost too casual—as though she knew something I didn’t. I stripped and sat on the table. My heart was beginning to beat faster. Have I misjudged her? Is she better than I thought? Well, I’m going to find out.. When the restraints were secure, I stretched out on the table. Karen first fastened ropes to each restraint, and then stretched my arms to each corner of the table. I was beginning to feel a bit of apprehension in my gut. The ropes for each ankle where then stretched and tied to each table corner. I felt totally helpless and vulnerable, and realized my cock was standing straight up. Karen tested the ropes to my stretched legs, and then untied them and stretched them even farther apart—just a bit past comfortable. I started to breathe more deeply. 
Karen leaned over me and looked directly into my eyes. “Let yourself go. Give yourself to me. You can’t win, so there’s no point in fighting it. Give in to it.” She held my eyes for a moment more, and I felt her power, realizing for the first time there was a chance of losing. I wonder what it would be like to be her sub.
She started the same way I did, by working on my nipples. I closed my eyes and surrendered to her magic mouth as it licked and then bit them. Her hand grasped and pumped my cock, touching me like she was a man and had one herself. I was panting by the time she finished. She was a worthy opponent. “Have you noticed that dominants tend to use things on others that are also their weak areas? I have. Since you used them on me, I’m going to use the clamps on you, too,” she cooed, as she pinched each nipple and released the clovers on them. I moaned a protest. She was wise to me. My nipples are a major weakness, and clover clamps my nemesis. The pain/pleasure ignites my arousal. Wearing them just about guaranteed I was not going to be able to resist coming.

The pain was intense, and my aroused cock was so swollen, it hurt. Karen had moved to the bottom of the bondage table, picked up the clit massager and pressed it against the underside of my cock head, so it pressed against my stomach. When she turned it on, I moaned with the intensity of the sudden pleasure it was giving me.  As a mixture of fear and pleasure flooded my mind, I realized holding off was not going to be as easy as I thought. Karen played my mind and body like she was a virtuoso and I was her instrument. I tried to resist, but found it more and more difficult. My mind slipped more and more into wanting to let go as my body gave it more and more reasons. I struggled against my tethers and tried to think of something to take my mind off the desire to come that was building in my groin and mind. I could hear the guttural, continuous groan that was escaping my throat through my open mouth. I knew it was going to be close-I was becoming weaker by the minute. If only I could resist a bit longer, I still had a chance of winning the bet.
Then Karen delivered the death blow to my efforts to outlast her. Her hot mouth attacked my balls, kissing them and biting the sensitive flesh covering them. No! Yes! A primal groan escaped my lips, and I started to shake with the painful pleasure from the sensory overload. All of my resistance was blown away as her teeth quickly nipped at what was now the center of my world. The intense jolts they provided were electric, fiery heaven.  I needed to come. I had to come. I surrendered to it. My groin clenched as my balls drew up into their sack. Karen intensified her biting, as the vibrator produced dozens of pleasures per second. My body was paralyzed with pleasure, as my cock exploded my essence over my stomach and chest. Spasm after spasm of shiveringly delightful sensations held me in their power, as I had the most intense climax of my life. And in the middle of it, Karen reached up and released the clover clamps, which made me squeal and sent me through another series of spasms. 
When my climax was finally over, I lay there in a totally submissive state, whipped, knowing Karen had beaten me. I felt a cloth wipe my come from my stomach and chest, then heard Karen’s voice. “Lick it off.” Without hesitation, I licked my own spicy sperm from the cloth. There was a lot of it, but I did not resist. “Good boy.”

The women released my arms and legs from their bonds, and gave me a few moments to stretch and recover. When I finally sat up on the table, I looked at Mona. Mona held up the watch. “Two minutes and two seconds.”
I had lost! In spite of my best efforts, I had lost. I would be Karen’s sub for the next 24 hours—or whenever she chose. Well, if she was that good, it was only appropriate to enjoy more of what she had already proved she was able to do.
Then Karen did something that totally surprised us. She said she had actually climaxed a few seconds before it was obvious she had done so. Well what do you know! An honest person. But as relief flooded my mind, I realized nothing had been solved—there was no way to judge who had won the bet. I shook my head in amazement, and suggested I get dressed and we return to the bar to discuss the situation.
Nothing was immediately resolved at the bar. Karen and I spent the next few days discussing what happened, our new respect for each other and our reactions to it. We finally both admitted that while we were practicing doms, we each had submissive needs. Then we made a decision that no one would have guessed would have resulted as the result of what we lovingly call, The Bet. We agreed to take turns topping and subbing each other. We decided on a four week cycle, so 13 times a year, we switch. Tomorrow will be my turn to be Master, and Karen will be my slave.

But today I am still her slave—and it’s time to get back to business. Life is good.    
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