
        
            
                
            
        

    
Rachel had never seen anything like this before. She was new to the world of BDSM, but the sight before her was beyond anything in her wildest, horniest, dreams. She was pulled from her reverie, literally, by a tugging on the leather collar around her neck. From its center ring, a metal clip led a long, black leash to her mistress’ hand.

Summer clucked her tongue over her shoulder, “Come.” She instructed firmly, giving the leash a couple of tugs. Rachel hurried forward a couple of steps and snuck one last glance of wonder around the dark room.

They were in the basement of an apartment building in an extremely wealthy area of the city. A doorman had let them inside and led them to the metal door beneath the building’s central staircase. There, a heavy pulse of bass had suddenly enveloped them as they went down a narrow set of metal stairs. It had been difficult with her hands cuffed behind her back, but Rachel managed to go slowly.

A soft red light filled the central room as they arrived at the bottom of the stairs. Now, Rachel understood why Summer had refused to tell her where they were going. At least thirty other mistresses and their subs filled the space. Though the music was loud, Rachel swore she could hear the moans of multiple people being pleasured throughout the space.

Summer’s lips were suddenly very close to her ear. “Do not disobey me tonight and you will be rewarded with a little treat.”

“Yes, mistress.” Rachel said.

She felt spoiled by the gifts Summer had given her for their night out. The metal fittings of her collar were gold-plated, as were the fittings on her chest harness. Beneath that, she wore a pair of crotchless latex pants and a pair of black stiletto heels. The black cuffs on her wrists were held together behind her back with a tight gold clip.

This, Rachel realized, was a BDSM sex party for women. And Summer had brought her here for a night out.

Summer tightened her hold on the leash and Rachel’s head dipped forward as she was led from the central room down a black hallway. As they neared the end of the hall, they entered a room with low, dark ceilings. In one corner was a small cell that could fit one, or perhaps two, people. Against the back wall was a bed with slippery looking sheets. And in the center of the room were a number of hooks hanging from the ceiling.

Rachel felt a warmth grow deep inside of her at the sight of a woman in the cell. Her hands were tied to two bars far enough apart that she was forced to stand with her arms wide open. There were clothespins attached to her nipples and her mouth was forced open by a metal spider-gag.

On the bed, another woman was lying face down with her ass in the air. Her hands were bound to the headboard and her mistress was fondling her clit while three others watched from beside the bed.

Rachel gasped at the sensation of Summer’s hands on her shoulders. She was growing incredibly horny and even that small touch was enough to startle her. “Do you like what you see? I’ll bet you do, you dirty slut.” She purred.

Rachel nodded, swallowing. “Mm, yes, mistress. Are you going to do to me what’s being done to them?”

“That, and more.” Summer confirmed. In one quick movement, Summer unbound Rachel’s hands from behind her back. She pulled them together in front of her and lifted them up. Then, she bound them together again and lifted them onto the hook just above their heads. Rachel was pulled upwards slightly and had to stand on the tips of her toes.

Summer removed the leash from Rachel’s collar, then turned away briefly and set down the large, leather bag she had brought with her. She busied herself with taking out a few items. Rachel glanced around her as well as she could from where she was tied. She felt the gaze of at least five other women looking her up and down. The sounds of the room were making her wet. Every few seconds she heard a moan from behind her where the woman in the cage writhed and struggled or from her right where the submissive was being fingered and tickled.

Summer circled around her own submissive slowly, licking her lips as she observed the curves of Rachel’s hips, the swell of her ass, and her erect nipples. She smiled a little when she noticed that her submissive could not keep her eyes off of the other dominating and punishing that was happening in the room. “Does it make you wet? Being exposed for everyone to see?”

Rachel nodded once, shutting her eyes for a moment. “Yes, mistress.”

“Why does it make you wet? Do you want everyone to see what a bad girl you are? How badly you need to be punished by your mistress?”

Rachel pulled a little on her wrist restraints. She was suspended from the ceiling and couldn’t shift any of her body weight to get out of this position. One of her favorite things about bondage was testing out her bonds. It was so exciting when she was restricted by something that was absolutely inescapable. “Yes, mistress. It... it makes me horny. I want to be punished by you. And... I want them to see. I’m yours. You can play with me wherever you want to.”

Summer ran her hand slowly down Rachel’s abdomen. She let her fingers hover just above Rachel’s clit. She laughed as her sub tried to push her hips forward, begging to be touched by her mistress.

“And what if I left you in here? If I left to go watch some other submissive get fucked by her mistress? What would you think of that?”

“Please, mistress, no. Please, don’t leave me. Please, I want you to fu–”

CLAP!

Rachel released a whimper of ecstasy and pain as Summer’s hand struck her bare ass.

“Stop talking.” Summer instructed her casually.

Rachel immediately silenced.

“I’m going to punish you in front of everyone in here. They’re all going to see you crying and whining like you do when I fuck your wet cunt. I’m going to punish you until you cum all over yourself. Everyone in here is going to see you leaking all over the place. I may even let a few others punish you.”

Rachel shuddered at the thought. While being bound and gagged was her favorite part of bondage, she was beginning to learn the joys of shame and humiliation. Last weekend Summer had tied and gagged her on display in her living room after inviting over her two friends, Felicity and Marie. It had been incredibly humiliating to be spanked, fingered, fondled, and fucked in front of these two strangers, but that humiliation had quickly transformed into horniness.

Rachel couldn’t help but release a ragged breath as she realized she was helplessly bound and surrounded by many dominant women who were gazing up at her exposed form. She could feel Summer standing behind her but was unsure what she was doing, what was going to happen next.

Then, a huge rubber ball gag was shoved into her mouth. This one was bigger than any she had ever felt before. It forced her mouth open wide and her teeth were pressed hard against the ball. The straps were tightened cruelly behind her head and her clit throbbed with want. Summer circled back around to face Rachel. She was smiling with amusement as she bent forward and grabbed a fistful of Rachel’s hair. She brought their heads together and gag-kissed her thoroughly. Her tongue ran across Rachel’s restricted lips, sliding over the ball, and sucking on the corners of her wet mouth.

Rachel moaned into the kiss, a slew of unintelligible gag-talk leaving her. ‘Please, Mistress, fuck my clit, please, please.’ She attempted to communicate.

Summer moved behind Rachel once again. From there, she reached around and took hold of both of Rachel’s nipples. She pulled on them very gently, squeezing them, rolling them around between her thumb and forefinger. “You like that, slut?” She murmured.

Rachel nodded, a whimpers leaving her.

“Yeah? You like that, hm?” Summer continued tweaking Rachel’s full nipples until they became erect. When they were sufficiently swollen and raised, Summer brought a clamp onto the left nipple. She tightened it until Rachel released a small cry of pain. Then, she attached the other clamp to her right nipple.

Rachel’s breath came harder and harder as the clamps gave her a rush of both pain and pleasure. “Mmmnnghhh,” She mumbled into the gag.

To her left, she could see a few more mistresses approach and watch as Summer dominated her. Her eyes ticked upwards and she felt a wave of hot pleasure swell inside of her as she met eyes with another dominatrix.

Summer’s hands were running over her hips, tickling her as her fingers danced downwards. One hand brushed through the soft wetness of her clit and labia. Then, her fingers very slowly began to slide up and down inside of Rachel’s cunt.

“Good girl,” Summer whispered into Rachel’s ear as the submissive began swaying slightly with writhing pleasure. She slapped Rachel’s clit with the palm of her hand. “Bound, gagged, a helpless prisoner...”

Rachel leaned backwards into Summer’s touch.

“I wonder what would happen if I left you here... Do you think they,” Summer nodded towards the three hungry looking mistresses watching closely, “would fuck you? Hm? Think they would punish you?”

Rachel squirmed as she shook her head, licking the back of the ball-gag with her tongue.

Summer’s hands slipped deeper inside of Rachel, entering into her, penetrating her. She pushed up against her submissive’s g-spot, pressing on the velvety area firmly. “You are mine, bitch. I own you. I can do whatever I’d like with you. You know that?”

The bound woman moaned appreciatively, her head lolling in a lazy nod.

Summer began to fuck Rachel with torturous slowness. She pumped her hand in and out of her every few moments. Her free hand moved around to Rachel’s front and tugged gently on the chain connecting the two nipple clamps. The longer she fucked her, the more Rachel’s need to cum grew. Her clit was swollen and sensitive despite having been given very little attention.

Suddenly, Summer’s hand pulled out of Rachel’s clit and the submissive slave was left suspended, weak with wanting. She watched as Summer moved away from her over to the group of women who had begun watching them when they began playing. Rachel could not hear what they were saying, but felt flares of hot desire heating her as her eyes continuously met the others’ gazes.

Moments later, Rachel found her hands being removed from the suspension hook. She made a quiet questioning moan, but of course, was told nothing of what was about to happen. Summer held Rachel’s wrists tightly together in her hand as she led her towards the occupied cell in the back of the room.

The woman that currently occupied the cell was bent over slightly as her wrists were bound to cell bars about three feet apart. Her nipples were purple and swollen from the clothespins that cruelly clamped them.

Rachel was surprised when Summer pushed her into the cell, and even more surprised when her mistress began binding her in the exact same way as the other submissive. With her wrists bound to the same cell bars, she was forced up against this blonde submissive, her breasts pushing up against the woman’s bare back and her dripping wet pussy pushing up against the woman’s ass. She had no choice but to rub up against this stranger. And now, with how incredibly horny she was, she couldn’t help but hump the woman’s ass. She needed friction, desperately, needed something, anything to touch her desperate clit.

“There,” Summer murmured, smiling down at the two women who moaned and whimpered up at her. The three other mistresses approached the cell, each laughing down at the two bound prisoners.

“Oh, Summer, your little pet is drooling onto mine. How sloppy of her.”

Rachel could not help but let a huge stream of drool fall from her gagged lips onto the back of the woman beneath her. She continued humping her, rubbing the front of her pussy up against this bound, helpless slave. The woman was pressed up against the cell bars and moaned hungrily at the sensation of Rachel’s rubbing.

“Look at that. They want to fuck each other so badly.” Summer murmured with amusement. “Too bad.”

The owner of the submissive beneath Rachel reached out and removed the clothespins from around her nipples. She massaged the nipples with her fingers, murmuring to her submissive, “Good girl. Such a good little fuck. I’m going to fill that mouth of yours.”

Rachel thrust her hips harder and faster as she watched this woman beneath her have a dildo shoved into her mouth, held open by a metal, wiry spider-gag. She raised her eyes up to Summer and felt fucked just by the woman’s gaze. She loved being watched by her mistress.

Rachel pressed her wet, drooling mouth up against the woman’s neck, trying to wipe away the excess of saliva from her lips.

Summer bent down close to the bars, caressing the back of Rachel’s neck. “Have fun.” She said, softly. Rachel struggled suddenly, pulling hard on her bonds as she whined and whimpered.

“She has some separation anxiety and jealousy issues.” Summer explained to the other women beside her. “I’m trying to train it out of her.” Before Rachel could protest any further, Summer turned on her heels and walked away.

“Mmmphhh,” Rachel moaned after her, sighing in defeat as she realized this was her true punishment. She enjoyed being bound and slapped and gagged and humiliated too much for it to be punishment. But when Summer left her to attend to other submissives, that truly was painful.

She need to cum very badly, but she wasn’t sure how she was going to accomplish that while tied up against this other submissive. The woman’s ass was round and supple, but there was no way she could rub her clit up against her. Her wetness was starting to slide down her legs.

The sub beneath her was sucking dutifully on the dildo inserted into her mouth, refusing to spit it out despite how easily it could have been done. She pushed her ass backwards up against Rachel, probably just as horny as Rachel was. Together, they continued rubbing uselessly up against each other, unable to give each other pleasure with their hands bound, suffering together.

Fifteen or so minutes went by until Summer walked by the cell again. She approached the bars and smiled almost lovingly down at her bent over sub. “Enjoying yourself?”

Rachel moaned a few times up at Summer, her mouth moist and wet and dripping.

“Okay, I think you’ve deserved a little treat.” Summer untied Rachel’s cuffs from each of the cell bars. She motioned for Rachel to step out of the cell. Clipping the leash back onto her collar, Summer cuffed Rachel’s hands behind her back again.

In silence, she led her dripping, panting submissive back to the main room. There were a number of sofas, benches, and armchairs dotted around the room where other women were fucking each other, observing, or conversing. Summer pushed Rachel gently down onto an empty sofa. She positioned herself against the edge of the sofa and drew Rachel towards her.

Rachel sucked in a huge breath as the ball-gag was removed from her mouth. Before she could exhale, Summer’s hand tightened over her wet lips.

“Did you enjoy that, my impatient slut? That’s one of my favorite things to do to you... Make you so wet and wanting, so painfully aroused that you’re squirming and writhing about, and then... leave you. Did you try to fuck yourself on that other little slut? Hm? Did you rub your wet mound up against her ass?”

Rachel moaned into the tight handgag that sealed her lips. She nodded at her mistress’ words, her clit begging to be touched. She didn’t care how Summer fucked her, she just needed the release as soon as possible.

“And you want me to fuck you now, don’t you? Even in front of all of these people?” Summer pulled again on the chain connecting the two nipple clamps that severely pinched Rachel’s red and swollen nipples.

Still keeping her prisoner gagged with a tight clamping hand, she reached downwards and began vigorously fingering Rachel. She focused all of her attention on the woman’s clitoris, rubbing it, slapping it, spreading her cunt’s wetness all around. “You are such a greedy little slut. Always wanting me to fuck you and only you. You do not deserve to be pleasured. Do you?”

Rachel pulled hard against her wrist cuffs, her hips twitching and shuddering with each moment of Summer’s mercilessly fingering.

“Here, here,” Summer scooped up some of the cum leaking out of Rachel’s crotch. She briefly stopped gagging her to shove her cum-covered fingers into her sub’s mouth. “Lick it, bitch. Lick it up, baby.”

“No, please, n-no, don’t make me taste my cum,” Rachel, in truth, loved when Summer forced her to taste her own juices. What turned her on even more was to pretend that she didn’t like it. It made their activity that much more pleasurable when she pretended Summer was forcing her into it.

“Shut up and take it, you dirty fucking slut.” Summer rubbed her wet hands all over Rachel’s face, spreading the cum all over her chin and cheeks. Then, she tightly gagged her with her hand again.

She continued flicking her clit, fingering her harder and faster than Rachel had ever been fingered before. Rachel whimpered again and again into the oppressively tight handgag, her eyes squeezing shut and the taste of her own cum filling her mouth. She was close to cumming, her orgasm building behind her navel and travelling downwards, threatening to spill out, to explode all over this sofa.

Rachel shuddered, pleasure overtaking her, burning her insides. Her cries were getting louder and louder behind Summer’s hand. And then, beyond Rachel’s control, she screamed into the gag, her body tensing tensing tensing and finally... cum sprang out of her, down her legs, coating Summer’s hand in her liquid pleasure.

Summer continued very gently fingering her submissive until the shudders began to quieten and lessen.

“Good girl.” Summer whispered.

Panting, Rachel was grateful that Summer did not remove her handgag just yet, despite having cum. She leaned into the touch and moaned appreciatively into her mistress’ wet palm.

“You’ve been a very good girl tonight. I think tonight I’ll let you pleasure me when we get home. How does that sound?”

Another wave of hot pleasure somehow materialized in Rachel’s loins at those words. She nodded again and again, and couldn’t wait to get home.
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