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The Match
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The napkin is still pinned behind the bar. Three weeks now, since the semi-finals of the cup pitched City & United, the teams of the two resident Dommes, against each other. 

Michelle's handwriting in black marker: *Loser submits. Full session. Minimal limits. Winner takes all.* Two signatures underneath. Two witnesses.

Michelle sits in the leather armchair she always claims, gin and tonic in hand, watching the prematch buildup on the big screen. The dungeon's upstairs lounge looks more like a pub than a fetish club on Saturday afternoons. Mismatched furniture, the fridge behind the bar humming, Sully and Ren sharing the sofa, Tomas on a bar stool, Nate leaning against the wall by the window. Dee in the corner with her phone, pretending she doesn't care about football while checking the score every thirty seconds.

Liz arrives at ten to three. Late enough to make an entrance. Shoulder-length black hair, sunglasses, push-up bra. She drops onto the arm of Michelle's chair, close enough that her thigh presses against Michelle's shoulder. She smells like her usual perfume, something sharp and expensive, and she's wearing jeans and a football shirt. Pale blue, City’s colours. Of course.

"Ready to lose?" she says.

"Sit down, Liz."

"Mistress Liz." She grins, wide and bright and a little bit mean. "Better practice. You're going to be saying it a lot tonight. Screaming it, in fact. When you’re not gagged, that is. Or gagging on a cock."

Michelle doesn't look at her. On screen, the teams are lining up. Her pulse is steady. She made it steady. She's been making it steady all morning, breathing through the low buzz of adrenaline that started when she woke up and hasn't stopped since.

She knows what she agreed to. She knows what's on the line.

Kickoff.

The lounge goes quiet, that particular focused silence where bodies lean forward and drinks stay still and conversations die mid-word. Michelle watches the shape of the game form in the first few minutes. City - Liz's team - are sitting deep, compact, disciplined. Her own team have the ball but aren't doing anything with it. Sideways passes, safe options, getting closed down quickly, the kind of possession that looks good on the stats sheet and means nothing on the pitch.

Eleven minutes in, City score.

A corner, half-cleared, headed back into the box. The defender loses his man. A close-range finish, by the giant blonde striker, scuffed and ugly, the keeper getting a hand to it but not enough. The ball crosses the line by inches.

Liz is off the armrest before the net stops moving.

"Yes! Fucking *yes!*" She spins, arms wide, face cracked open with a grin that's halfway to deranged. "Eleven minutes! Eleven fucking minutes in!"

She grabs Sully's shoulder, shakes him. He laughs. Everyone laughs along with Liz when she's like this. It's easier.

She turns back to Michelle, leans down, mouth close to her ear. "I've already picked your gag. The big red ball with the breathing holes." Her breath is warm. "So you can still drool when I fuck your ass."

Michelle watches the replay. The goal looks even worse the second time. Terrible marking, slow reactions from the centre-half. Her jaw tightens by a fraction.

"Long way to go," she says.

"That's what losers say, babe."

––––––––
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Half time. Still 1-0.

Liz has commandeered the sofa, legs stretched out, arm across the back like she's holding court. She's been talking for forty-five minutes straight. Not about the match. About what comes after.

"I'm thinking the cross first. Spread her out properly so everyone gets a good look." She gestures vaguely at the room, at the people in it. "Then the bench. Face down. I've got that new dragon tail I haven't broken in yet, and honestly, that arse is begging for it."

Michelle sits perfectly still. Drink untouched. Face neutral.

Liz runs a finger along Michelle's jaw. Tilts her chin up.

"You're going to look gorgeous in a collar. I wonder if you even own one? I bet you don't. That's fine. I've got spares."

Michelle meets her eyes. Doesn't blink. Doesn't pull away. Doesn't give her a single fucking thing.

"Half time isn't full time," she says.

Liz laughs, high and sharp. "God, you're boring when you lose. I’ll have to change that later. Make you a bit more interesting."

––––––––
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Second half. United, Michelle's team, push forward from the restart, probing but there's no product. Lots of the ball, nothing in the box. The minutes bleed past.

60th minute. A chance that goes wide.

68th minute. A half-hearted penalty appeal that comes to nothing.

74th minute. A substitution. Liz makes a comment about rearranging deck chairs on the Titanic. Sully snorts. Even Tomas cracks a smile.

Liz puts her feet up on the coffee table. Arms behind her head. She's barely watching the screen anymore. She's watching Michelle.

"You know what the worst part's going to be?" she says. Loud enough for the room. "Not the pain. Pain you can handle. You're a big girl." She tilts her head. "It's the audience. Everyone in this room watching Miss Michelle, sorry, just *Michelle*, face down on the bench taking it. Giving it up, in fact. That's the part that's going to break you."

She pauses. Smiles.

"Maybe I'll film it. Little keepsake for the group chat."

Tomas shifts on his stool. Even by the standards of this room, Liz is being a lot.

"Getting ahead of yourself," Dee says from the corner. Still not looking up from her phone.

"Am I though?" Liz points at the screen. "Look at them. They're done. Five at the back, parking the bus, a goal down but might as well be five. It's over."

82nd minute. A free kick from twenty-five yards. Over the wall, over the bar, over any hope that it was going to be that easy.

84th minute. United win a corner. It comes to nothing, barely clear the first man. City break, nearly double their lead. Liz looks round at Michelle, predatory.

85th minute. Liz drums her fingers on the sofa arm. "Five minutes and counting."

86th minute.

A throw-in. Hurled flat and hard towards the box. City clear it, but only to the left back. He takes a touch, looks up, clips a cross into the box. Low, flat, into the corridor between the keeper and the back line. The first shot is blocked. The ball bounces, bobbles, falls to a midfielder six yards out, and he hits it first time without looking, without thinking, without doing anything except swinging his boot through it.

The net billows.

Michelle's hand tightens on her glass. That's all. That's everything she allows herself, apart from the slow smile spreading across her face.

The lounge fractures. Sully is on his feet shouting something unintelligible. Ren grabs his arm. Tomas has both hands on his head. Even Dee stands up, phone forgotten, something bright and savage crossing her face.

1-1.

Liz sits very still. The grin hasn't quite left her face. It's stuck there, a reflex that doesn't match the sudden blankness behind her eyes.

"Doesn't matter," she says. Her voice is thinner now. "Extra time. It goes to extra time. My lot are fitter, they'll see it out."

Michelle looks at her. For the first time all afternoon, really looks at her.

"Maybe," she says.

The room recalibrates. The energy is different now, volatile, the kind of atmosphere where anything can happen and everyone can feel it. On screen, City are rattled. Their shape has gone/ Their heads have gone. The two centre-backs are arguing with each other. The keeper's distribution has been shaky all match and now his decision-making has gone with it.

88th minute. A scramble in midfield. Nothing comes of it.

89th minute. Liz's striker wins a free kick on the halfway line. Wastes it.

90 minutes. The fourth official holds up the board. Four minutes added.

"Four minutes," Liz says. She's trying to sound casual. It's not working. "They just need to see it out. Four minutes."

91st minute. United keep the ball. Patient, probing, working it side to side.

93rd minute. A turnover in midfield. Liz's favourite midfielder gives it away cheaply, a tired pass to nobody, and suddenly there's space. Acres of it. The kind of space that opens up when a defence is exhausted and afraid.

The through ball.

It's simple. That's what kills Michelle about it afterward, every time she replays it. The simplest pass in the world. A straight ball between the two centre-backs, weighted perfectly into the stride of the striker running onto it.

One touch. Goalkeeper rushes out. One shot. Low, side-footed, bottom corner.

The lounge detonates.

Sully is screaming. Tomas has fallen off his stool, literally off it, and he's laughing on the floor. Ren has his face in his hands. Nate is slamming his palm against the wall. Dee has both fists in the air, phone nowhere to be seen.

Michelle sets her glass down on the side table. Carefully. Precisely. The way she does everything.

She turns to Liz.

Liz is staring at the screen. Her face has gone white. Not pale. White. Like someone pulled a plug and all the colour drained straight out of her.

"No," she whispers. "No, they'll check it. VAR, they have to..."

On screen, the referee points to the centre circle. Goal stands. The striker slides on his knees into the corner flag. The commentator has lost the ability to form complete sentences.

"Liz," Michelle says. Just her name. Not Mistress. Just Liz.

Liz looks at her. And there it is. That thing Michelle has never seen in two years of knowing her, of working alongside her, of watching her reduce grown adults to whimpering messes in the rooms downstairs. Something behind those eyes that looks a lot like fear.

Full time

The final whistle blows. 2-1. United win. City lose. Fernandes, Sesko. Michelle.

Michelle stands. She's shorter than Liz by two inches, but right now the height difference has inverted. Somehow. Quietly.

"A bet's a bet," she says.

Liz swallows. The room is watching. Every single person in it. The napkin on the corkboard might as well be glowing.

"Right." Her voice cracks on the word. She clears her throat. "Right. Okay."

"Downstairs. I need twenty minutes to set up." Michelle looks around the room. "Sully, Tomas, Ren, Nate. You're welcome to join if you want to. The terms were no limits." She holds Liz's gaze. "Weren't they?"

Liz opens her mouth. Closes it. Nods.
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