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"So, what do you think?" she asked, biting her lower lip shyly. 

"Well, I'm not familiar with some of the names," I said, "but the rest of the guys actually seem like a good fit." I bit my lip and frowned, "Maybe not Irving. That guy gives me the creeps," I said. 

"He does?" she gasped. It seemed like news to her. 

"Yeah. Even when I was a Dom, he kept making advances at me..." I found myself deliberately isolating him from the other subs I knew. "I know some people like rough, but he plays a little too close to breaking hard limits for my taste..." 

She looked as if she was making a mental note of that. Then, she sighed and looked almost disappointed at me. She said, "I wish you could come to more meetings, Ally. Your input would be so helpful for us when it comes to choosing the right Dom," she said. 

I didn't know what to say, so I kept quiet. 

"Other than him, the rest of the guys are okay, right?" she asked. 

I considered getting rid of Victor as a candidate with the guise of keeping work and personal relationship separate but I knew Lisa could see past the obvious lie. There were two levels of management between us and nobody could really object to who the boss dated. 

"Do you really think Victor would be a good fit?" I asked. 

She looked torn between telling the truth and lying out of fear, and then said with absolute conviction:

"Yes." 

"Okay," I nodded, biting my lower lip. "So, how's your Dom treating you?" I asked. 

"Oh," her face flamed red. "There's something I want to show you," she said a little shyly. 

My eyes widened as she started unbuttoning her shirt. My heart thumped rapidly and I wisely kept my mouth shut, less I say anything I'd regret later. 

Then, she twisted around so I could see the freshly-tattooed words on her upper back. It was still red and painful, but the words were clear. 

I want to be owned, to be used. My time, my thoughts, my dreams, my life. Yours.

And just like that, I felt as if a missing puzzle piece of my heart had just fallen into place. This was what I wanted: A surrender so absolute that it enveloped me completely. 

I knew I was prepared for a Dom. I was prepared to belong. 

But nothing prepared me for Victor. 
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"I think I've found the perfect Dom for you," Lisa announced in the middle of swallowing perfectly good pizza. I stopped chewing completely. I wasn't aware that I was looking for a good Dom but now that she's brought it up... 

I waited patiently for her to continue. There was a hitch to her voice that made me wait for the inevitable "but..." 

"He's black," she said, somehow making the word sound more like a question than a statement. 

I sighed in exasperation. "I'm not racist, Lisa." 

"I know, I know, but you're so... in control sometimes. Especially towards Jack..." she said as if that explained everything. 

The word she was looking for was 'brash'. Sometimes I said things without going through a filter. So, I cursed a lot and Jack was a particular colleague at work whom I cursed at a whole lot because he's an idiot... who also happened to be black. 

"Just because I shout at Jack a lot, doesn't make me racist towards black people, Lisa," I tried to explain, and then closed my mouth. That wasn't why she was hesitant to share it with me. I waited for her next 'but...'  

"He's very dominating," she continued, setting aside the magazine she had been pretending to read for the past five minutes and dropping all pretences that she was interested in "Getting The Perfect Manicure". 

I shrugged. "Can't be a Dom if he's not dominating, can he?"  

Her eyes darted from side to side guiltily as she built up the confidence to talk. I started to question my choice in friends. 

I can't help but feel as if I had somehow coerced her into befriending me. We had very little in common and she seemed almost fearful of me. On the other hand, she seemed to enjoy my company enough to voluntarily come over every other week. Maybe she enjoyed how uncomfortable I made her. 

Lisa was a little on the curvier side and her demeanor screamed sub. I identified as a sub and even I wanted to tie her down and order her around. 

"His name is Victor," she said finally, studying me with terrified eyes. 

I suddenly understood her apprehension. I looked at her like she had grown a second head. "You mean my boss's boss? Victor Chavez-Murray?" I said with a deadpanned expression. 

"Yes," she spluttered out finally. "That's why I told the other subs you probably couldn't handle him, you know? But they thought he would be perfect for you, since he preferred his subs to be more rebellious," she blabbered on. "I mean, I know your auction's coming up and you haven't chosen even one Dom that you think is your type yet so I thought, maybe Victor will be the one?" 

My auction. 

That's such a crass way of putting it. It was an opportunity for me to find the right Dom. 

The sub chooses the Dom as much as a Dom gets to choose a Sub. And because there were a lot more men and women who wanted to be domineering than those willing to be their submissives, the subs in our club had the upper hand of choosing.  

The auction was the first step into life as a sub. After all, what better way to be indoctrinated than to be sold to the highest bidder?

Money was relative, depending on incomes. Two hundred dollars for me for example, would be 1 out of a maximum of 10. So if I bid 10 on a person, I would be paying two thousand dollars to the club. It wasn't enough to bankrupt me, but enough so that I wouldn't just toss out numbers during an auction. Each number signified an amount of money that correlates with income. A 10 for me might be two thousand, but it could be twenty thousand for a Dom with higher income. 

When I was still exploring, I had a few submissives under my care. I remember going to 7 to get Tanya. That was $1,400 from my bank account. Half the money goes to club maintenance while the rest goes to the Dom and Sub activities. 

"Have you decided on the Doms that will be invited to your auction?" Lisa asked, pulling me from my thoughts. 

I frowned at her and shook my head. I haven't even decided on a single Dom. It felt weird to have them as my Dom, especially since I was one of them just a year prior. Many times in the past I considered changing clubs, but I was too comfortable to move. I knew the people here, and they knew me.  

I was hoping to put off my auction until later, but it seemed my time of being a mere spectator was reaching an end.

"It's impossible that you don't find any of the Doms in our club attractive?" she looked at me dubiously. "There's literally more than a hundred for you to choose from. Can I help?"  

"I don't know, Lisa," I answered honestly, a little touched by how concerned she was about my lack of decision. 

"Are you sure you're not a Dom?" she asked me for what felt like the thousandth time. 

"I'm sure," I sighed. "I know I can be quite... controlling in every other aspect of my life but when it comes to sex, I just want to let somebody else be in control." 

She nodded as if she understood that and resumed chewing on her pizza and pretending to read the magazine. She stole glances at me like a puppy who just chewed on her master's favorite sock.

"Tanya told me you used to be her Dom," she started softly. 

My eyes widened and I wondered what else Tanya told her. Tanya was from another lifetime ago. When I was still exploring and thought that I liked to be in control. 

...

"Stop thinking so much," I whispered softly. My legs wrapped around her naked torso as I straddled her. "Sluts don't need to think," I whispered into her ear, my breath warming her cool skin. 

I watched with disinterest as cold sweat trickled down the side of her face. Her eyes were squeezed shut and she tried to push my weigh off her body but arching her back against the metal slab.

I wasn't the only thing keeping her from moving. She didn't seem to care about the metal constraints that held her captive. Her ankles and wrists were bound tightly to all four corner, leaving her spreadeagle and exposed. 

The crows around us was waiting for me to do something other than sit on her, but I knew she needed a little time to gather herself. She was too panicked to enjoy the show otherwise. It was her show after all, and I wanted her to have fun, not fight me every step of the way. I knew it was how some of the Doms broke their slaves but I didn't want to break Tanya. I had a feeling she would be too traumatized to enjoy the rest of her time in the club if her first wasn't pleasant. 
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