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    Day 01

  

  
    Chapter 01


    My name is Gabriella Ferrara, but everybody calls me Gabby. I’m a high school senior and I’ve turned 18 one month ago.
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    I’d like to be admitted to a good college and I spend lots of time doing homework. I don’t go out with my friends very often.


    


    I’m a bit shy. I’ve been secretly in love with one of my classmates, Emma Lindberg. She’s very popular and gets invited to all the parties.
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    I’ve tried to talk to her several times and be her friend, but she didn’t seem interested. It has already been three years since I met her, but she’s still constantly in my mind.


    


    Last weekend Emma also turned 18. Many of my classmates were invited to her party, but not me. Although I already expected that, I still felt a bit sad.


    However, last Monday Emma started talking to me! I couldn’t believe it. She didn’t have any concrete reason to chat with me.
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    We chatted again on Tuesday and on Wednesday. On Thursday, I told her I was surprised that she’s not spending much time with her usual friends anymore. She just said that, now that she’s 18, she wishes to move forward and be friends with girls like me.


    


    Today is Friday, and Emma and I are chatting again.
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      	Emma: Do you have any plans for the weekend?


      	Gabby: I’d like to finish my Biology project.


      	Emma: I meant more…like going out somewhere.


      	Gabby: …No, I don’t. I guess I think too much on my homework.


      	Emma: I like that you are so responsible. Still, why don’t you come to my place after class? We can do something fun.


      	Gabby: (I’m shocked. I’ve never met her out of school.) …Yes, I’d like to.


      	Emma: Cool! I’ll be at the front door and we’ll go together. See you!


      	Gabby: See you!

    


    I can’t believe it! She’s invited me to go to her place! I’m so nervous. I need to calm down.


    


    Emma lives close to our school. After class, we walked to her place.
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      	Emma: So this is where I live.


      	Gabby: Nice house!


      	Emma: I live with my mom, but I think that at the moment she has gone shopping. We’ll be on our own. Come in.


      	Gabby: Thanks.

    


    Actually, I already knew where Emma lives because I had followed her once after class, but I don’t want to tell her that.


    


    We went upstairs and continued chatting in her bedroom.
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      	Emma: What do you usually do in your free time?


      	Gabby: I like reading novels. At the moment I’m reading “The Well of Loneliness”.


      	Emma: Sounds sort of depressing…anyhow, I was thinking more on something we could do together.


      	Gabby: What would you like to do?


      	Emma: Well…I used to spend lots of time with my friends. But now that I’m 18, I want something different. I’m very keen on getting into bondage.


      	Gabby: What is bondage?


      	Emma: You don’t know? I could show you right know. It will be fun. I promise.


      	Gabby: OK.

    


    What on earth is bondage? I honestly don’t know. English is not my native language. I moved here with my mom just 5 years ago.


    


    
      	Emma: Stand up.


      	Gabby: OK.

    


    Emma opens a drawer behind me and picks up something. Then she comes and takes my hands. It’s the first time she touches me. I feel nervous again. Then I notice something else.


    
      	Gabby: What are you doing?


      	Emma: I’m handcuffing you.


      	Gabby: What!?
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      	Emma: You really don’t know what bondage is…now you’re finding out.


      	Gabby: But…


      	Emma: Don’t be nervous. You’ll enjoy it. I promise.


      	Gabby: OK.

    


    


    
      	Emma: Sit down on the bed.

    


    Emma starts to untie my shoelaces.
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      	Emma: My mom practiced bondage for many years. She’s quite an expert. She fell ill two years ago and stopped, but she has recently recovered. I think she’ll get into bondage again soon.


      	Gabby: I see. Have you learnt from her?


      	Emma: Yes and no. I have been interested since I was 13 or 14, and my mom has told me a bit of how she does things, but she said that I mustn’t practice it until I’m 18. But I’m now 18, so here we are.


      	Gabby: So this is your first time.


      	Emma: Yeah!

    


    Emma’s continuous talking sort of calms me down, but I’m still wondering what I’m getting into.


    


    
      	Emma: I have an outfit I bought years ago for Halloween. It doesn’t fit me anymore, but I hope it’s your size. Let’s try it on.


      	Gabby: OK.


      	Emma: Let’s take off your shorts. Stand up.


      	Gabby: OK. (Emma easily removes my shorts)

    


    
      [image: ]
    

    
      	Emma: Your panties are pretty.


      	Gabby: Thanks.

    


    I’m a bit embarrassed and I blush.


    


    
      	Emma: This outfit is more appropriate for bondage than your clothes. My mom has lots of stuff, but she keeps everything in a locked wardrobe in the basement. I hope she will soon let me use all she has.

    


    Emma takes a miniskirt and puts it on me.
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      	Emma: Does it fit?


      	Gabby: Yes, it’s fine.


      	Emma: Then it’s yours.


      	Gabby: Well…thanks!

    


    


    Emma takes rope from the drawer.


    
      	Gabby: But…what’s the rope for?


      	Emma: Bondage involves trust, you know. Do you trust me?


      	Gabby: …yes.


      	Emma: Then there’s nothing to worry about.


      	Gabby: OK.

    


    Emma ties the rope around my legs. She seems so enthusiastic that I don’t want to tell her to stop. In addition, I get excited when she touches me.
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    Emma removes the handcuffs from my hands. I feel a bit relieved.


    
      	Emma: Let’s try on the top. Take off your t-shirt.

    


    I remove my t-shirt.


    
      	Emma: Take off the bra as well.

    


    I remove my bra and I blush again. This time Emma notices it.


    
      	Emma: Why are you embarrassed? You have a nice body!


      	Gabby: …thanks.
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    Now I’m even more embarrassed. It’s the first time a girl tells me my body is nice. And that girl is Emma!


    


    Emma gives me the top and I put it on.


    
      	Emma: How much do you like it?


      	Gabby: …I look sort of like a stripper.


      	Emma: You look sexy.


      	Gabby: …thanks.

    


    The one that looks so damn sexy with whatever she dresses is Emma. Why am I unable to tell her?


    
      	Emma: Let’s put the cuffs on your wrists again.
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      	Emma: Get on your knees.


      	Gabby: OK.

    


    Emma picks up from the drawer a collar with a leash! I think this is getting out of hand.


    
      	Emma: Bend your head down.


      	Gabby: But…


      	Emma: I’m going to collar you.


      	Gabby: OK.

    


    I don’t know how this is going to end, but I feel unable to stop it.


    Emma puts the collar around my neck and locks it.
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      	Emma: From now on, you don’t reply OK anymore. Say always yes or no.


      	Gabby: Yes.


      	Emma: And you must address me properly. When it’s the two of us, you’ll call me mistress, and when we are with others, Mrs Lindberg.


      	Gabby: …yes, mistress.

    


    Emma smiles.


    


    
      	Emma: Get up. Look at yourself in the mirror.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.

    


    I get up and look at the mirror. I’m not used to wear anything like this. It’s like I’m not myself anymore.
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      	Emma: I think you look cool.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.


      	Emma: Damn it, I’m not sure if I have any shoes for you. Let me check.

    


    Emma opens the wardrobe. After searching for a while, she takes a pair of high heels.


    
      	Emma: Try them on.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.


      	Emma: They fit! Now you look even cooler.

    


    Emma smiles again.


    


    
      	Emma: Let’s take some pictures.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.

    


    Emma removes the leash from the collar and then takes her phone.


    
      	Emma: Smile.

    


    Emma takes a selfie with me.
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      	Emma: Let’s go to the balcony.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.

    


    Emma seems so happy that I don’t dare to say anything. I hope nobody sees us from outside. With my legs tied and wearing high heels, I can barely move. I jump little by little.


    
      	Emma: Smile again. You’re quite photogenic.


      	Gabby: Thank you.
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      	Emma: Now turn around.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.
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    Emma continues taking pictures of me for a few minutes.


    


    
      	Emma: Let’s sit on the sofa.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.
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      	Emma: How do you feel?


      	Gabby: I feel…nervous…and restrained.


      	Emma: You shouldn’t be nervous, but being restrained is mainly what bondage is about. Do you like it?


      	Gabby: …I’m not sure.


      	Emma: It’s fine. It has been just a few minutes.


      	Gabby: How long will I be restrained?


      	Emma: As long as I decide. In bondage, the girl that is restrained must obey the one that restrained her. My mom thinks that introduction to bondage should be done step by step over a long period of time. However, I believe that it’s better to give a full experience from scratch.

    


    Emma’s words do not calm me down anymore, but I’m afraid of saying anything against what we are doing. She seems so excited that I fear that telling her that I want to stop would mean she would not talk to me ever again. That would break my heart.
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      	Gabby: So…what do we do now?


      	Emma: There are hundreds of things that you will experience, rules that you will learn, and orders you’ll need to obey. But we can already start with the first rule. When you wish to speak or ask a question, first you must ask for permission politely. You should say: “I beg your pardon, mistress. May I have your permission to speak, please?”


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress. I apologize.


      	Emma: When you forget the rules or disobey my orders, you will be punished. However, if you are well-behaved, I will reward you, and I promise you’ll be truly happy.

    


    I’m curious about what punishments and rewards Emma has in mind, but I don’t dare to ask her.


    


    
      	Emma: I’ve had an idea when we were taking photos. I think I’ll open an Instagram account about bondage and I’ll start posting our pics.


      	Gabby: What?! No…

    


    Emma’s face turns serious.


    
      	Emma: It seems that you’ve already forgotten rule number one.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress. I apologize.


      	Emma: Apologizing is fine, but this time is not enough. Open your mouth.

    


    Emma picks something from the drawer again. I’m not sure what it is. Then she puts it on my mouth and straps it around my head.


    
      	Emma: This gag will teach you that I decide when you are allowed to speak.
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      	Emma: Now I’m going to spend some time browsing Instagram accounts about bondage to see what others post. In the meantime sit on the floor next to me and stay still. You’ll slowly get used to being restrained.

    


    I do what Emma tells me. I feel I don’t have other options. First, I don’t want to disobey her because I fear that she would not talk to me anymore. And now I can’t even move or say anything, and I’ll be punished if I try.


    I should use this time to think carefully.


    
      	Emma: Come closer.

    


    Emma starts caressing my hair with one hand while she uses her phone with the other. Her touch feels so nice that I relax and forget about everything.
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    Chapter 02


    Emma kept browsing Instagram and caressing my hair for over an hour. Suddenly, we hear a door closing downstairs.


    
      	Emma: I think my mom is back. I’d like to introduce you to her.

    


    Emma takes off my mouth gag.


    
      	Emma: Have you understood that you need permission to speak?


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.


      	Emma: Stand up.

    


    Emma leaves the room and comes back with a mug of water. Meanwhile I was able to get on my feet somehow.


    
      	Emma: Drink.

    


    Emma puts the mug on my mouth and I drink all the water. I was actually very thirsty after all that time with the mouth gag.
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      	Gabby: Thank you, mistress.


      	Emma: Let’s go downstairs.

    


    Emma removes the rope from my legs and attaches the leash to my collar.


    


    
      	Emma: Hi mom!


      	Patricia: Hi!

    


    Emma’s mom was inside a bedroom on the ground floor. She came out to meet us.


    
      [image: ]
    

    
      	Emma: This is my friend Gabby. Gabby, this is my mother, Patricia Schulte. (Oh my goodness! She could be Emma’s sister.)


      	Gabby: Nice to meet you, Mrs Schulte. (I wonder why they don’t have the same surname.)


      	Patricia: Nice to meet you, Gabby. Wow! It seems that Emma has already been playing with you.


      	Emma: Yes, mom. We came here after class.


      	Patricia: When you told me yesterday that now you’re 18 and you wish to get into bondage, I didn’t think you were going to find a girl so fast!


      	Emma: I know Gabby from school. She’s been my classmate for years. (Grrr! Yes, but until this week you wouldn’t talk to me. I’m beginning to think that the only reason Emma wants to be my friend is to try bondage with me.)
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      	Patricia: And she’s so cute!


      	Emma: You see, Gabby. You shouldn’t be embarrassed because of your body! She blushed when she had to strip before.


      	Patricia: Haha! So tell me, what have you done so far?


      	Emma: A few things: I put cuffs in her wrists, rope to tie her legs, I collared her and I gagged her mouth.


      	Patricia: You already gagged her!


      	Emma: Yes. She spoke without permission, so I had to punish her. But she took it well.


      	Patricia: I’m sure. She looks like a very well-behaved girl. (I feel like Emma and her mom talk about me as if I wasn’t here. I had some hope that Emma’s mom would put an end to all this, but my hope has vanished.)

    


    


    We walk towards the living-room.
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      	Patricia: The outfit you gave her is a bit trashy though.


      	Emma: Because I don’t have anything else of her size! Mom, please let me use your stuff.


      	Patricia: Mmm…let me think about that. That wardrobe hasn’t been opened in two years!


      	Emma: Please…


      	Patricia: OK, I’ll check everything this evening, and tomorrow I’ll give you what you can have.


      	Emma: Thanks!
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      	Emma: You know, I had the idea of opening an Instagram account about bondage and post pictures with her. With your stuff, we’ll take the coolest pictures!


      	Patricia: An Instagram account about bondage? You’re going a bit too fast. I know that now you’re 18 and so on, but you should think twice on that.


      	Emma: Why?


      	Patricia: Just consider all the consequences that could have on your life. And on her life, too.


      	Emma: OK, I’ll think it twice. (At last, Emma says something sensible.) Still, please take pictures of us.


      	Patricia: Well… if we’re going to take some pictures, I’ll bring some stuff from the basement already. We need to dress her more elegantly. You can also get dressed.


      	Emma: Thanks, mom! Here is the cuffs’ key. Gabby, while I’m upstairs, do what my mother says. And don’t forget to address her properly.


      	Gabby: Yes, Mrs Lindberg.

    


    Emma goes upstairs, while Patricia goes downstairs. Mmm… I could try to leave now and go home… but I’m handcuffed and I don’t have the keys. What would I tell my mom?


    


    After a few minutes, Patricia is back with a bag full of things.


    
      	Patricia: Come to my bedroom.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.

    


    Patricia holds the leash and guides me to her bedroom. Then she removes my collar.


    
      	Patricia: I took a few of the first things I found. I hope they will fit you. Let’s undress.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.

    


    Patricia takes off my miniskirt and my top. I blush again. I can’t help myself.
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      	Patricia: My daughter is right. You have a nice body! You shouldn’t be ashamed.


      	Gabby: Thank you, mistress. (But I’m not ashamed of my body. I’m ashamed of being seen almost naked!)

    


    


    
      	Patricia: I’ve had this bodysuit for many years. It conjures up many memories. Let’s put it on.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress. (This bodysuit could actually be dressed with my handcuffs on.)


      	Patricia: Let’s put on these stockings as well.

    


    Patricia removes my high heels and dresses me quite fast. It must be true that she has lots of experience with this sort of clothing.


    
      	Patricia: Oh! Almost forgot the necklace and the belt.

    


    Patricia seems very friendly. Her talking almost makes me forget the awkwardness of the situation.


    
      [image: ]
    

    
      	Patricia: You look quite good.


      	Gabby: Thank you, mistress. (It’s true. I don’t think I’ve ever looked so sexy.)

    


    


    
      	Patricia: I’ve found this armbinder and this legbinder. I had almost forgotten about them!

    


    Patricia puts on the legbinder and my high heels.


    
      	Patricia: Handcuffs are fine, but armbinders look much more elegant. Don’t you think?


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress. (Until now, I didn’t know armbinders existed.)

    


    Patricia removes my handcuffs and puts on the armbinder.
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      	Patricia: Perfect! You look super cool.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress. (And I’m super restrained. With the handcuffs, I could still use my hands somehow. Now, not at all.)


      	Patricia: I’ve got more stuff here, but let’s ask Emma. I’ll go upstairs and check how she’s doing.

    


    


    Soon after, Emma comes back. I turn my head around. She looks stunning! I can’t keep my eyes off her. Then Patricia also returns.
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      	Emma: Oh my God! Mom, she looks awesome!


      	Patricia: Actually, you look even better.


      	Emma: Thanks, mom.

    


    


    
      	Patricia: I’ve got more stuff… a blindfold, for instance.


      	Emma: Not for the pictures. I like her eyes. Do you have a mouth gag? While we take photos, she doesn’t need to speak.


      	Patricia: Sure. Gabby, open your mouth.

    


    Patricia takes a mouth gag from the bag and puts it on my mouth.
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      	Patricia: Perfect. Should we go to the room?


      	Emma: Yes, please.

    


    We go to another room. I need to jump to follow Emma because of the legbinder.


    
      	Emma: This is my mom’s little photo studio.

    


    I nod towards Emma. She’s really excited. And I’m getting excited too, just by thinking on having pictures of Emma on that outfit.


    


    
      	Patricia: Let’s start. What background would you like to choose?


      	Emma: Mmm…something classy, like an old town.


      	Patricia: OK…I have this old town alley. Do you like it?


      	Emma: Yes! It’s close to what I had in mind.


      	Patricia: Stand there.

    


    Emma starts posing like a professional model. I wish I was as confident as her. Patricia takes lots of pictures.


    
      [image: ]
    

    


    
      	Patricia: Gabby, it’s your turn.

    


    I nod and jump as fast as I can towards the right spot.


    
      	Patricia: These pics will be amazing. You look awesome. Stay right where you are.

    


    Patricia’s words cheer me up somehow.


    
      	Patricia: Look right there.

    


    I do as Patricia says and she starts taking photos. I’ve just found out a positive thing of being restrained and mouth gagged: I don’t have to pose or to smile that much.
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      	Patricia: Emma, look at this one. Do you like it?


      	Emma: I do. Please, mom, take some more like that.

    


    


    
      	Patricia: Emma, join her now.

    


    Emma comes next to me.


    
      	Patricia: Gabby, look at Emma.

    


    I do as Patricia says. Emma also looks at me and smiles. It’s the first time I’m able to stare at her face so close for so long. She looks so pretty. At this moment, I’d really do anything she wishes to make her happy.
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      	Patricia: You two look gorgeous.

    


    Patricia takes lots of pics of us. She also seems excited by now.


    


    
      	Patricia: Gabby, get on your knees.

    


    I manage to do that. Then Emma starts posing and caressing my head, while Patricia takes pictures.


    
      [image: ]
    

    
      	Patricia: I must say, I do think these pics would get lots of likes on Instagram (Fuck! I wish Emma still thinks twice about it.)


      	Emma: You too could be an influencer, mom. Next time you’ll pose as well.


      	Patricia: I’ll think about that. OK, let’s stop. But we should do this again, definitely.


      	Emma: Yes, it’s so much fun!

    


    


    We exit the photo room and Emma removes the mouth gag.


    
      	Emma: Let’s go outside to breath fresh air.


      	Patricia: Yes, the weather is very nice.

    


    I jump behind them towards the small garden. I get nervous thinking that somebody could see me from outside.
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      	Patricia: It’s already 7:00pm. Is Gabby staying with us for dinner?


      	Emma: Of course!


      	Gabby: I beg your pardon, Mrs Lindberg. May I have your permission to speak, please?


      	Emma: …You may.


      	Gabby: I usually have dinner at home with my mom. If I don’t go home, she’ll be worried.


      	Emma: Don’t worry. Let’s call her to let her know that you are staying here. Your phone is upstairs, right?


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress. (This could be an opportunity. I could tell my mom something so that she knows something is off… but I don’t want to worry her… and I’m not sure I want to leave either.)

    


    


    Emma goes upstairs and brings back my phone. Then she calls my mom and sets up hands-free calling.
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      	Elena: Hello?


      	Gabby: Mom, it’s me.


      	


      	Elena: Where are you? I’ve been waiting for you.


      	Gabby: A classmate of mine has invited me to have dinner. I’m at her place.


      	


      	Elena: OK. Is it far away?


      	Gabby: No, not at all. It’s like 20 minutes on foot.


      	


      	Elena: Fine.


      	Gabby: See you later, mom.


      	


      	Elena: See you.

    


    


    
      	Patricia: Dinner is ready. Aren’t you changing your clothes?


      	Emma: What for? This is the style I really like. Let’s sit at the table.

    


    I jump behind Emma and Patricia towards the dining-room. Then Emma removes the armbinder, but she puts the handcuffs on with my hands in front of me.


    
      [image: ]
    

    
      	Emma: You must learn to use cutlery while being handcuffed. It’s not difficult.


      	Gabby: Yes, Mrs Lindberg.


      	Patricia: I hope you like carrot soup, Gabby.


      	Gabby: I do, Mrs Schulte.

    


    I take a spoon and more or less manage to start eating the soup.


    


    
      	Emma: Mom, perhaps you can tell Gabby more about bondage. You’re the expert.


      	Patricia: Oh, I’m not the expert!


      	Emma: You’re always so modest. You’ve been doing it for over a decade!


      	Patricia: Well, yes, it’s true I have experience, but in bondage nobody knows everything. It’s an infinite universe. Gabby, is there anything you’d like to ask me?


      	Gabby: Yes, Mrs Schulte. How long am I supposed to be restrained?


      	Patricia: That depends. For some women, bondage is something they do occasionally. It’s like another leisure activity, which they practice when they feel like it. For others, bondage is a lifestyle. They do it regularly or even permanently.


      	Emma: Yeah! That’s the full experience I like. (So Emma wants me to be restrained regularly or permanently? My face is turning pale.)
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      	Patricia: I’ve always introduced my women to bondage progressively, but I know Emma’s idea of giving a full experience from scratch. I’m curious to see how it goes.


      	Emma: My theory is that, if you start doing it occasionally, you get only a fraction of the feeling. Then you think it’s not so exciting and in the end you don’t do it anymore.


      	Patricia: Who knows? Maybe you’re right. Gabby, let me ask you. How did you become interested in bondage?


      	Gabby: I was unaware of bondage until today, Mrs Schulte.


      	Patricia: Wow! That’s surprising. It looks like you’re very into it. But then I guess this is all new for you, right?


      	Gabby: It is.


      	Patricia: Has Emma talked to you about rules and so on?


      	Gabby: Mrs Lindberg said that I must learn and follow her rules and obey her orders. If I do, I’ll be rewarded, but if I don’t, I’ll be punished.


      	Patricia: That’s right. You must always do as your mistress says. Simply keep in mind that, when you want to stop, you just use your safeword.
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      	Gabby: What safeword?


      	Patricia: The safeword that Emma and you have agreed on.


      	Gabby: …


      	Patricia: Emma, what is your safeword?


      	Emma: …We haven’t agreed on one yet.


      	Patricia: And what are you waiting for?!


      	Emma: …Nothing. I was very excited and I forgot. I’m sorry, mom.

    


    Patricia shakes her head in disbelief.
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      	Patricia: This can’t happen again.


      	Emma: It won’t.


      	Patricia: Gabby, a safeword is a word that you can say whenever you want to stop. Many people use the name of a color or a fruit. Do you understand?


      	Gabby: Yes, Mrs Schulte.


      	Patricia: Emma, do you have any safeword in mind?


      	Emma: I remember you told me your first safeword was Madagascar.


      	Patricia: Wow! I can’t recall when I told you that. It was long ago I guess. And you remember it.


      	Emma: I like it.


      	Patricia: So it’s settled. Gabby, your safeword is Madagascar.


      	Gabby: Yes, Mrs Schulte. (Great! So now I say Madagascar, and Emma removes my cuffs and legbinder, and I’m free to go home!)
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      	Patricia: How do you feel so far? Do you like being in bondage?


      	Gabby: … (And I arrive home, and then I realize that probably Emma and I won’t talk anymore, and I get sad…)


      	Patricia: Gabby?


      	Gabby: I do, Mrs Schulte. I really like it. (I have to be honest with myself. It’s not the cuffs that made me stay here all along. It’s my love for Emma.)


      	Patricia: I’m glad to hear that.

    


    Emma smiles and caresses my legs with her boot under the table. I smile back.
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    Chapter 03


    
      	Patricia: I’ve finished my dinner. I think I’ll go soon to the basement and go through the wardrobe.


      	Emma: Thanks, mom.


      	Patricia: You know, all this talk about bondage has made me realize how much I miss it. I think I’ll get stuff for myself too.


      	Emma: That’s great!

    


    Suddenly, we hear a thunder. Patricia gets up and looks through the window.
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      	Patricia: It was sunny the whole day, but now it’s stormy.


      	Emma: Oh! I was planning on going out with Gabby…but I guess we’ll stay home. There is a new TV series on Netflix. Let’s watch it together.


      	Gabby: Yes, Mrs Lindberg.

    


    


    Patricia leaves, while Emma and I finish dinner and then go to sit on the sofa. It’s night already.


    
      	Emma: I don’t know about you, but I prefer to watch movies or TV series in silence. And I get annoyed when people make noise or make comments.


      	Gabby: I understand, mistress.


      	Emma: And I prefer to prevent misbehavior rather than to punish it. So open you mouth.

    


    Emma leaves and comes back with a mask with a harness. She puts it on. She also takes off the cuffs from my hands, but puts them on again behind my back.
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      	Emma: Lie down.

    


    Emma and I watch the TV series in silence. We watch several episodes. She caresses my hair and I feel relaxed and blessed.
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      	Emma: It’s already 11pm. I think it’s better that we prepare to go to bed. I have plans for tomorrow. (11pm! I need to call my mom.)

    


    I try to talk through the mouth gag, but I can only mumble. Then Emma removes the gag.
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      	Gabby: I beg your pardon, mistress. May I have your permission to speak, please?


      	Emma: You may.


      	Gabby: I need to call my mom. She’s probably worried already.


      	Emma: Fine. Just tell her that you’ll spend the weekend here, so that she doesn’t need to worry anymore. (The weekend! My mom is not used to me spending the night somewhere else.)
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      	Elena: Hello?


      	Gabby: Hi, mom.


      	


      	Elena: Do you need a ride home? It’s very stormy.


      	Gabby: No, mom. Listen. I’d like to spend the weekend at my classmate’s place. She invited me.


      	


      	Elena: Oh!


      	Gabby: Yes, we already have some plans for tomorrow.


      	


      	Elena: And who’s this classmate of yours?


      	Gabby: Emma Lindberg. We’re at 20 Barton Street.


      	


      	Elena: Fine. Just call me if you need anything, OK?


      	Gabby: I will. Goodnight, mom.


      	


      	Elena: Goodnight.

    


    


    When the call ends, Patricia comes back from the basement.
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      	Emma: Hi, mom! How is it going? (Oh my goodness! This woman…)


      	Patricia: It’s going slow, you know. The garments in the wardrobe bring back many memories. I feel nostalgic.


      	Emma: I’ve also missed seeing you dressed like that. This is your true style.


      	Patricia: Yes. I’ve been trying on lots of outfits. They still fit me. (Of course they do!)
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      	Emma: Mom, Gabby is spending the weekend here.


      	Patricia: That’s nice.


      	Emma: She’ll sleep in my bedroom. (My heartbeat increases when I hear that.)


      	Patricia: I’m also going to bed. I’ll give you some stuff tomorrow morning.


      	Emma: Thanks, mom. Gabby, let’s go upstairs.


      	Gabby: Yes, Mrs Lindberg.


      	Emma: Goodnight, mom.


      	Patricia: Goodnight. Goodnight, Gabby.


      	Gabby: Goodnight, Mrs Schulte.

    


    Emma removes the legbinder, and then I follow her upstairs.


    


    We go back to Emma’s bedroom. She again removes the cuffs from behind my back and places them in the front.


    
      	Emma: Do you use pajamas?


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.


      	Emma: From now on, you won’t use them anymore while in bed.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress. (I guess this means we’ll just be in panties :-)…I hope Emma doesn’t tell me to sleep on the floor though.)

    


    Emma removes my necklace and my belt. Then she removes my bodysuit, leaving my breasts exposed again.


    
      	Emma: Take off your panties.


      	Gabby: …yes, mistress. (I’m not used to expose my vagina. I blush again and I try to cover it with my hands.)
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      	Emma: I should have an unused toothbrush for you somewhere…Here it is. Brush your teeth and rinse your mouth with the mouthwash on the wash basin. And use the toilet.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress. (I like that Emma thinks on what I need. I haven’t been to the toilet since I was at school.)

    


    I go to the bathroom and somehow manage to do what Emma said. I’m realising that having the cuffs in front of me or behind my back is a big difference.
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    I go back to the bedroom.


    
      	Emma: Take off your stockings and shoes.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.

    


    I do what Emma says.


    
      	Emma: Do you know what shibari is?


      	Gabby: No, mistress.


      	Emma: Well, to simplify, it’s bondage using rope, with fancy patterns. My mom has a human size figure, and I have practised with it. Now it’s time to do it with a real girl!

    


    Emma looks delighted.


    
      	Emma: Stand next to the bed.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.

    


    Emma picks up rope from the drawer.
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    Emma starts working with the rope around my body. She ties it here and there. She also asks me to move sometimes. When she touches my buttocks or my breasts, I get excited. After quite a while, she removes my handcuffs.


    
      	Emma: It’s done!

    


    Emma smiles, and I smile back.
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      	Emma: Look at yourself in the mirror.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.


      	Emma: What do you think?


      	Gabby: …It’s amazing! (I’m honestly quite impressed.)

    


    Emma looks proud of her work.
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      	Emma: Let’s take a picture.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress. (If these pics are posted on Instagram, the account will be deactivated for sure.)

    


    Emma takes first a selfie of us, and then she takes some pictures of me.
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      	Emma: You look gorgeous. For this sort of photos, I could open an OnlyFans account, you know. (Fuck!)

    


    


    
      	Emma: Lie on the bed.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.


      	Emma: Now one last touch.

    


    Emma takes more rope and ties up my wrists and my ankles.
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      	Emma: Perfect!

    


    


    Emma leaves the bedroom. I think she went to the bathroom. When she comes back, she’s just wearing panties! I’ve been dreaming about seeing Emma like this for more than three years.
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      	Emma: Are the knots too tight?


      	Gabby: No, mistress. I’m comfortable.

    


    Emma smiles.


    


    Emma lies down next to me and caresses my cheeks.


    
      	Emma: I’ve dreamt about sleeping with a properly-restrained girl for years. You are about to make my dream come true.

    


    Emma caresses my cheek again and then kisses me. I close my eyes and we keep kissing for a minute or so.
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    Emma stops kissing me and moves back. She smiles.


    
      	Emma: I promise that you’ll always be special to me.

    


    That was my first kiss. I feel blessed.


    


    Emma takes something from a drawer. It’s a blindfold, and she puts it on me.
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      	Emma: It’s time to sleep now. Goodnight, Gabby.


      	Gabby: Goodnight, mistress.

    


    Emma turns the lights off.


    


    Emma falls asleep. I can’t. My brain is spinning and my heart is beating fast.


    I spend several hours awake thinking on everything that happened today. When I got up, it was a day like any other. My only wish was to chat with Emma at school. Now I’m sleeping with her, and she has just kissed me! I can’t believe it. After several hours, I also fall asleep.
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    Emma removes my blindfold.


    
      	Emma: Good morning, Gabby.


      	Gabby: …Good …morning, mistress. (Ouch! Emma woke me up, but I still feel tired.)


      	Emma: Time to get up.

    


    Emma removes the rope from my ankles. Then she takes cuffs from the drawer and puts them there.


    
      	Emma: It’s a pity to undo the ropes… but we need to take a shower.
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    Emma contemplates the shibari pattern for some seconds, while she caresses my leg. Then she quickly unties all the knots and removes the ropes.


    
      	Emma: Let’s go to the bathroom.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.

    


    I follow Emma. With these cuffs I can walk much better than with the legbinder.


    


    My heart rate skyrockets when I realize that we’re going to take a shower together.


    
      	Emma: Do you take a shower every morning?


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.


      	Emma: I like that.

    


    Emma smiles, and I smile back. Emma turns on the water and we get wet. Then she turns it off.


    
      	Emma: Take the sponge and the shower gel. Apply the gel all over my body. (I get excited when I hear that.)
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    Emma uses shampoo on her hair, while I wash her body slowly with the sponge. I don’t dare touch her with my hands, although I wish to.


    


    
      	Emma: My crotch needs to be cleaned as well.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.

    


    I put more gel and use the sponge on Emma’s crotch. I do it for over a minute, but I don’t dare to stop until she tells me to.


    
      	Emma: I’m a morning person, you know. Usually I feel like it in the morning. (I get nervous when I hear that.)

    


    Emma looks at me, as if expecting me to say something.


    
      	Emma: Do you like my pussy? (I sort of freeze when I hear that.)


      	Gabby: …yes.


      	Emma: Go for it. Use your tongue.

    


    I get on my knees, stick out my tongue and begin to kiss and lick Emma’s clit. I’ve dreamt about doing this so many times, and now it’s happening! Emma begins to moan, and she caresses my hair while I lick.
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    Soon after, Emma moans louder and rubs her labia over my mouth and nose. Eventually, she has an orgasm.


    
      	Emma: Damn, it felt good… Get up.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.

    


    Emma catches her breath and smiles.


    
      	Emma: You have a hidden talent.

    


    I smile back and Emma kisses me briefly. Then she turns on the water and cleans herself up quickly.
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    When she’s done, she steps out of the shower.


    
      	Emma: Use shampoo and shower gel to wash yourself.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.

    


    Emma dries herself while I wash my body. I’m shocked. I’ve licked a pussy for the first time. And it was amazing!

  

  
    Day 02

  

  
    Chapter 04


    I go back to Emma’s bedroom after my shower. Emma is already dressed. My mind is still spinning, thinking of oral sex and Emma.


    
      	Emma: Let’s dress you up.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.


      	Emma: My mom has already given me some of her stuff. I like this top and bottom outfit. Not many people have a set like this one! (I’m pretty sure that’s true.)

    


    Emma removes the cuffs from my ankles and then I put on the top and the bottom.


    
      	Emma: They fit you nicely, don’t they?


      	Gabby: Yes, they’re comfortable.

    


    Emma smiles.
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      	Emma: I like these boots.

    


    Emma looks excited, like a little girl that has just received lots of toys. I put the boots on.


    
      	Emma: They look cool. Don’t you think?


      	Gabby: Yes.

    


    She puts back the cuffs, but on my hands.
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      	Emma: Do you like how you look?


      	Gabby: I do, mistress. You have an excellent taste, both to dress me and to dress yourself.


      	Emma: Haha!

    


    After kissing Emma yesterday and licking her pussy today, I feel like I’m walking on clouds. I think I’m getting used to being in bondage.


    


    Emma takes a collar with a chain and puts it around my neck.


    
      	Emma: Let’s go downstairs.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.

    


    Patricia is in the kitchen getting something for breakfast.
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      	Emma: Good morning, mom!


      	Patricia: Good morning. Good morning, Gabby.


      	Gabby: Good morning, Mrs Schulte. (Oh my…! The body of this woman…)


      	Patricia: Did you sleep well? You look tired.


      	Gabby: …I could sleep for some hours.


      	Emma: Was the shibari pattern uncomfortable?


      	Patricia: Oh! You slept in a shibari…


      	Gabby: It was comfortable, Mrs Lindberg. I was just… too excited after all of the things that happened yesterday.

    


    Emma smiles.


    


    
      	Emma: Usually, for breakfast I just drink something. Would you like a coffee?


      	Gabby: Yes, Mrs Lindberg. Thank you.

    


    Emma pours coffee on two mugs. She helps me drink it.
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      	Patricia: What are you doing today?


      	Emma: We’re going shopping now. I haven’t been to Angela’s store recently. (We’re going outside! I almost spit the coffee I was drinking…)


      	Patricia: I haven’t gone in ages. Send her my regards.


      	Emma: I will. (I thought I was getting used to bondage… but I don’t feel prepared for this… my face is turning pale.)

    


    Emma and I finish drinking our coffees. Then she cleans my mouth with a napkin.


    


    Emma goes upstairs and comes back with her handbag.


    
      	Emma: Let’s go, Gabby. Have a nice day, mom!


      	Patricia: You too.

    


    Emma takes the chain and guides me outside. She stops at the gate.


    
      	Emma: Angela’s store is nearby. We’re going on foot. You should walk next to me, but one step behind me, and always follow me.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress. (I’m feeling sort of paralyzed… I’m not sure if I’ll be able to step outside.)


      	Emma: I don’t fancy talking while I walk. Open your mouth.

    


    Emma takes a mask with a gag from her handbag and puts it on. She smiles.
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      	Emma: You look really cool. (Well… with the mask perhaps people cannot recognize me…)

    


    Emma takes the chain and starts walking. I follow her.


    


    We walk towards a neighbourhood I’m not very familiar with. The street is empty initially, but soon we begin to encounter people, and they notice us.


    They have various reactions. Some turn their heads away and start walking faster. Others stare at us. Groups of people point at us and make comments. A man followed us for a minute or so. I’m very nervous. I keep constantly checking if we encounter somebody who knows me. However, Emma looks relaxed.
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    After fifteen minutes or so, we arrive to the store. I look around. At this time, there are no other clients.


    


    Emma removes my mask and my chain. We walk towards a woman next to the till. The woman sees us and smiles.


    
      	


      	Angela: Oh! Hello, hello! What a nice surprise!
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    The woman walks towards us and hugs Emma.


    
      	


      	Angela: How are you doing?


      	Emma: Fine, thanks. I’ve been sort of busy recently.


      	


      	Angela: How’s your mom?


      	Emma: She’s fine as well. She sends you her regards. The doctors have said that she’s totally disease-free.


      	


      	Angela: That’s awesome! Very happy to hear that.

    


    


    
      	


      	Angela: So… who’s your friend here?


      	Emma: This is Gabby. Gabby, this is our friend Angela Kelly.


      	


      	Angela: Nice to meet you, Gabby.


      	Gabby: Nice to meet you, Mrs Kelly.


      	


      	Angela: …I see that you’ve begun to follow in Patricia’s footsteps.


      	Emma: Yes. I’ve been looking forward to it for a long time.


      	


      	Angela: She’s really cute, and she seems well-mannered. I’m happy for you.


      	Emma: Thanks. (It seems Angela is already familiar with bondage. I calm down.)
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      	Emma: So… Summer is coming. I’d like to try on some swimsuits.


      	


      	Angela: Of course! We’ve just received the new collection. This is the catalogue.

    


    Emma browses the catalogue. I see these are all…sexy swimsuits.


    
      	Emma: I’ll try on these ones.


      	


      	Angela: Good choice. I’ll be right back.

    


    Emma goes into the changing room and Angela brings some swimsuits. I wait outside. Angela keeps staring at me, but she doesn’t say anything. Soon after Emma steps out.
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      	Emma: What do you think?


      	


      	Angela: You look amazing, Emma. Don’t you think, Gabby?


      	Gabby: Definitely, Mrs Kelly. (Emma is so hot… I wish to give her oral sex again and again…)

    


    Emma smiles and goes back into the changing room.


    


    Angela talks to Emma while she’s changing.


    
      	


      	Angela: Is Gabby also trying something on?


      	Emma: Mmm… not today. This morning my mom has given me a lot of stuff to dress her. I still need to go through all of it.


      	


      	Angela: That’s fine. I bet Patricia could open a store herself with everything she has.


      	Emma: Haha! Pretty much.

    


    Emma steps out again.


    
      	Emma: What about this one?


      	


      	Angela: I’ll let Gabby answer.


      	Gabby: You look truly stunning, Mrs Lindberg.
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    Emma smiles again and goes back into the changing room.


    


    Angela comes closer to me and whispers.


    
      	


      	Angela: Gabby, let me ask you. How long have Emma and you been practising bondage?


      	Gabby: Since yesterday, Mrs Kelly.


      	


      	Angela: Wow! I thought… I mean, since you’re already doing it in public, I thought you were together for a longer time.


      	Gabby: …Mrs Lindberg and I have known each other for over three years. She’s my classmate.


      	


      	Angela: But… were you in a relationship before yesterday?


      	Gabby: No, Mrs Kelly. (I wonder why Angela is asking me all this.)

    


    Emma steps out wearing another swimsuit.


    
      	Emma: And this one?


      	


      	Angela: You know the answer, Emma.
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    Emma grins and goes back into the changing room.


    


    Angela whispers again.


    
      	


      	Angela: How did you become interested in bondage?


      	Gabby: I didn’t know about bondage until yesterday, when Mrs Lindberg talked to me about it.


      	


      	Angela: Wow!
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    Angela stops talking and looks pensive for some seconds.


    
      	


      	Angela: So… you’re very much in love with Emma, right?


      	Gabby: … (I look down and my face turns red.)


      	


      	Angela: You don’t need to answer. It’s crystal clear. (I look back at Angela.)


      	


      	Angela: I’ve known Emma since she was a little girl. During primary school, my daughter and Emma played together every second day at my place. Emma has had an… unconventional upbringing, you know. She’s into things that many people find scandalous, and she might push people a lot. But she’s good at heart.

    


    At that moment, Emma steps out of the changing room wearing her clothes.


    
      	


      	Angela: What about the last swimsuit?


      	Emma: Since your opinion never changes… why would I ask for it?


      	


      	Angela: Haha! You know you look nice on anything you wear. You could be a model.

    


    


    We walk back towards the till.
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      	Emma: Speaking about modeling, I’ve been thinking on opening an Instagram account about fetish clothing and bondage, but my mom said that I should think it twice. She said it could have consequences on my life or on Gabby’s life.


      	


      	Angela: Well… That’s true. But if you’re really into modeling, not long ago I’ve opened an Instagram account to advertise the collections we sell here. So instead of fetish clothing, you could model for us, and advertise our clothes both in our account and in your account.


      	Emma: Really!?


      	


      	Angela: Of course! I’d be very happy to work with you. Isn’t it a good idea, Gabby?


      	Gabby: It’s an excellent idea, Mrs Kelly. (This Angela is like my guardian angel.)

    


    


    
      	


      	Angela: So… what swimsuits did you like?


      	Emma: I’ll buy all of them.

    


    Angela starts processing the payment.


    
      	


      	Angela: It’s 1835. (What?! Now I understand why there aren’t more clients here.)


      	Emma: I’ll pay in cash. (Emma is not at all surprised by the price. I wonder how wealthy Patricia is.)


      	


      	Angela: I have a better idea. Why don’t you take some pictures wearing the swimsuits in Patricia’s photo room and send them to me? It would be like your first modeling job. Then the swimsuits are yours for free.


      	Emma: You’re awesome. Thank you so much!

    


    Angela takes something from a shelf.


    
      	


      	Angela: This is a little present for you, Gabby. It’s perfume. You can open it at home.


      	Gabby: Thank you very much, Mrs Kelly.
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    Angela comes from the till, gives the present to Emma and hugs her. Then she also hugs me. I like this woman :-).


    
      	Emma: Have a nice day, Angela. And thanks for everything!


      	


      	Angela: Send my regards to Patricia. Have a nice day!

    


    


    Emma and I walk outside the store.


    
      	Emma: Take the shopping bag.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.

    


    Emma puts the handle of the bag in my hand.


    
      	Emma: We’re going home.

    


    Emma attaches the chain to the collar and pushes me gently to start walking. She looks happy. Suddenly, I realize that I don’t have my mask on. Perhaps Emma forgot about it? I become nervous again, constantly checking if we encounter somebody who knows me.
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      	Gabby: Oh my God! It’s Jessica!

    


    I see our classmate Jessica walking directly towards us. I have an instant reaction to turn back, run and hide behind a tree. Emma was taken by surprise and could not hold the chain anymore when I pushed.
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    Jessica passes by Emma. They greet each other and Jessica continues walking. I think she didn’t see me.
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    I walk back fast and I look at Emma. She’s staring at me. Her face is a mix of anger and sadness.
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    Suddenly she turns around and starts walking away. I fear the worst and I follow her.


    
      	Gabby: I apologize, mistress. I’m so sorry.

    


    Emma continues walking. She doesn’t look at me.


    
      	Gabby: Please, mistress. I know what I did was wrong.


      	Emma: I don’t think you’re up for this. You can go home with your mom.

    


    Emma continues walking.


    
      	Gabby: I know I deserve to be punished. Please, mistress. I’ll never do it again. At this point, I start crying and Emma stops.

    


    


    
      	Emma: You’re ashamed of being seen with me.


      	Gabby: Not at all, mistress. I’m proud of being seen with you.


      	Emma: So you’re ashamed of being seen in bondage.


      	Gabby: … (I need to think carefully. I feel that what I say now will be crucial.)


      	Emma: Speak.


      	Gabby: I’m not ashamed of being seen in bondage. I just…fear the consequences of being seen in bondage. It’s like…when Mrs Schulte talked about the consequences of opening an Instagram account to post our bondage pics. I fear the consequences. I wish I was as confident and strong as you are, mistress, but I’m not.

    


    I continue crying while Emma looks at me in silence.
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    Emma picks up something from her handbag.


    
      	Emma: It seems you would enjoy being anonymous. Let’s make it happen.

    


    Emma puts a head mask on me and spends some time adjusting it properly. I stop crying.
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      	Emma: I was very happy after meeting Angela, and you have ruined my day. You have disobeyed several rules simultaneously. Are you ready to be punished?


      	Gabby: I am, mistress. I’ll receive the punishment you decide.


      	Emma: Let’s go home.

    


    Emma takes the chain and we start walking home again.


    


    We arrive home.
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      	Emma: Mom, are you at home?

    


    Nobody replies. Emma removes my head mask, my collar and my handcuffs.


    
      	Emma: Go upstairs and leave the shopping bag in my bedroom. And use the toilet before coming back.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.


      	Emma: Ah! And put on your heels.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.

    


    I go upstairs and do what Emma said.


    


    When I go downstairs, I see Emma holding some kind of metal bar.


    
      	Emma: Sit down on the floor there.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.

    


    Emma puts my wrists and ankles inside the bar. Then she screws here and there to close it.


    
      	Emma: This bar will teach you that I decide when you can move and where you can go.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.


      	Emma: This mask will teach you again that I decide when you can speak.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.

    


    I open my mouth and Emma puts on the mask.


    
      	Emma: And this blindfold will help you concentrate. I want you to reflect upon what you have done and to think on how you will avoid doing it again from now on.

    


    I nod and Emma puts on the blindfold. Strangely enough, I feel calm. I don’t know how long I’ll be in this position, but I’m sure that I’ll suffer much less than what I’d be suffering if now I was missing Emma at home with my mom.
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    Chapter 05


    I hear Emma’s footsteps going upstairs, but after a while she returns and sits on the sofa next to me (I think).
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    I try to do what Emma said, that is, to reflect upon what I did when I saw Jessica, but my head keeps jumping to everything that has happened since yesterday: how excited I was at school when Emma invited me to her place, how nervous I was when she handcuffed and collared me… then meeting Emma’s mom… sleeping with Emma and kissing her… taking a shower together and licking her pussy… going shopping in bondage and meeting Angela… and finally running away from Jessica.


    


    After one hour or so (I don’t really know), Emma gets up and leaves. Soon after she comes back and removes my mask. My jaw hurts a bit.


    
      	Emma: Would you like a veggie sandwich?


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress. Thank you.

    


    I was indeed getting hungry. I like that Emma thinks of my needs. She puts the sandwich on my lips and I bite it. I taste lettuce, tomato, egg, mayonnaise, cheese, avocado and something else I can’t identify. I eat all of it. Then Emma brings water and I drink it.
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      	Emma: Your punishment hasn’t ended. Open your mouth.

    


    Emma puts back the mask.


    


    Emma goes upstairs and comes back. I believe that she has brought her laptop and she’s typing something.


    
      [image: ]
    

    I try to concentrate again on what I did and on how to avoid doing it from now on. After thinking for a while, my conclusion is that the only thing that could prevent me from running and hiding is my fear of losing Emma. So what’s worse for me, the likely negative consequences of being seen in bondage, or losing Emma?


    At the moment, I must admit to myself, losing Emma is worse.


    


    Suddenly, I hear the front door closing.


    
      	Emma: Hi, mom!


      	Patricia: Hi!
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      	Emma: Where have you been?


      	Patricia: I was with Catherine. It’s been a long time and we needed to catch up.


      	Emma: Oh! So you’re back!


      	Patricia: You could say so.


      	Emma: I’m glad to hear that. (I’m surprised Patricia hasn’t said anything about me. It’s not possible that she didn’t see me.)


      	Patricia: How is Angela?


      	Emma: She passes you her regards. I think she’s doing great. She offered me a modeling job to advertise her shop.


      	Patricia: Really!?


      	Emma: Yeah! The swimsuits I wanted to buy, I didn’t pay for them. She said that I should take photos wearing them and post them on Instagram.


      	Patricia: Cool! This is what you were already planning to do, right?


      	Emma: Yes, sort of.


      	Patricia: I’m happy for you.

    


    


    
      	Patricia: So… what happened with Gabby? (At last! I feared she was going to ignore me.)


      	Emma: We were coming back home and she saw our classmate Jessica walking towards us. She shouted something, then she ran away and hid.


      	Patricia: Probably she was afraid of what Jessica might think. (At least Patricia understands me.)


      	Emma: She said something like that.


      	Patricia: Don’t you worry about that as well?


      	Emma: No. Why would I? (Emma does not hesitate at all!)


      	Patricia: Anyway… how long has Gabby been in this position?


      	Emma: Over three hours. (Three hours! I thought it was less than two.) I told her to think on what she did and how to avoid it.


      	Patricia: Let’s talk with her.
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    Patricia removes my blindfold and my mask.


    


    
      	Patricia: Gabby, why did you do that when you saw Jessica? (Wow! I’m impressed by Emma’s and Patricia’s outfits.)


      	Gabby: Because I feared the possible negative consequences of being seen in bondage, Ms. Schulte.


      	Patricia: If you have concerns, you should not hesitate to tell your mistress, but you must not disrespect her.
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      	Gabby: Yes, Ms. Schulte. I’m so sorry.


      	Emma: Will you disrespect me again?


      	Gabby: No, Ms. Lindberg. I have already reflected upon it. The consequences of disrespecting you are much worse than being seen in bondage.


      	Patricia: Emma, remove the restraint bar.


      	Emma: Yes, mom.

    


    Patricia goes to her bedroom.


    


    Emma gets up and releases me from the bar.


    
      	Emma: You still owe me a proper apology. To apologize properly, you should say: “Please accept my apologies, mistress. I deeply regret what I have done.”


      	Gabby: Please accept my apologies, mistress. I deeply regret what I have done.


      	Emma: Kiss my boots. (I didn’t expect this…)


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.

    


    Emma moves her right boot forward and I kiss it. Then she steps back.
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      	Emma: Kiss the other one.

    


    I comply.


    


    Emma sits down on the sofa.


    
      	Emma: Do you like my boots?


      	Gabby: I do, mistress.


      	Emma: Caress them.

    


    I touch Emma’s boots for half a minute or so.


    
      	Emma: Worship my boots. Lick them clean.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.

    


    I lick Emma’s boots. They’re not dirty. I haven’t felt so humiliated in my life, but… Emma looks so hot on these boots that doing this is turning me on.
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      	Emma: You’ve got such a long tongue! (I’m surprised. Is that true?)

    


    Emma smiles and keeps looking at me. I continue licking her boots for two or three minutes.


    


    
      	Emma: What’s the dirtiest part of my boots?


      	Gabby: …I suppose the soles, mistress.


      	Emma: Therefore?

    


    Emma puts the sole of her right boot in front of my face. I look at it. I feel this is disgusting, but I already got this far, so… I close my eyes, stick my tongue out and start moving forward.
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      	Emma: Stop.

    


    Emma moves her boot back. I guess she just wanted to know if I was willing to do it. Still, I feel I’ve lost some dignity. I look down with resignation.


    


    Emma takes my chin and I look up.
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      	Emma: This evening, it’s Evelyn’s birthday party, and I’m invited. Would you like to go with me?


      	Gabby: … (Evelyn and many of my classmates will be there. I need to think what to reply carefully. As Patricia said, I should voice my concerns.)


      	Emma: Gabby?


      	Gabby: I’d love to go with you to the party, mistress, but… not restrained. I’m still afraid of the consequences.


      	Emma: …I like that you’re honest with me… and that you tell me about your fears. (I feel relieved… and I wish I had told Emma about my worries before going to Angela’s store…) Anyway, I don’t feel like going to the party. I’d rather just stay at home with you.

    


    Emma smiles, and I smile back.


    
      	Emma: I accept your apologies, but you mustn’t do that again.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress. Thank you.

    


    Emma moves forward and kisses my lips. I close my eyes and kiss her back. I feel much better.


    


    
      	Emma: Let’s go upstairs.

    


    I follow Emma to her bedroom. She takes something from the stuff Patricia gave her.


    
      	Emma: Undress.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.

    


    I take off my clothes. I arrived here just 24 hours ago, but now I don’t feel ashamed of being naked in front of Emma at all…


    
      	Emma: I’d like you to try on this harness.

    


    Emma hands me the harness. I attempt to put it on, but I can’t figure out its shape. I don’t know where to start.


    
      	Emma: Haha! I’ll help you.

    


    Emma’s tone is friendly, and she looks excited again. With her help, I get dressed quickly.
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      	Emma: You look cool!


      	Gabby: Thank you.

    


    


    
      	Emma: I’d like to try on this outfit my mom gave. Help me undress.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.

    


    I unzip Emma’s bodysuit, and then I take off her boots.


    
      	Emma: My mom said it was designed by Angela.


      	Gabby: Oh! So Angela designs the clothes she sells…


      	Emma: Yes. (I understand now why they are expensive.) But before she was more into fetish clothing than now… anyway, help me get dressed.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.

    


    Emma gets dressed and I help her here and there.
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      	Emma: What do you prefer, this outfit or the bodysuit I was wearing? And don’t tell me I look nice on everything.


      	Gabby: This outfit, mistress. (Although before she also looked nice…)

    


    Emma smiles.


    


    
      	Emma: Put on these ballet heels. (Wow! They look so…vertical.)

    


    I sit on the bed and put them on. I try to stand up, but I lose my balance and fall on the mattress.


    
      	Emma: Take my hand.

    


    I take Emma’s hand and stand up. I try to walk but I stumble. Emma hugs me to prevent me from falling.


    
      	Emma: With these heels, your steps need to be very short.

    


    I look up. Our faces are very close and Emma is smiling. She closes her eyes and kisses me. We keep kissing for twenty seconds or so. I feel she has indeed forgiven me.
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      	Emma: Try again.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.

    


    I walk very short steps while Emma holds my hand.


    
      	Emma: Now I won’t handcuff you, but with practice you should be able to walk on ballet heels while cuffed and collared. (I wonder how much practice I’ll need…) Now let’s go. I want to show you the basement.

    


    


    Emma and I walk towards the basement. Emma holds my hand all the time, and somehow I manage to walk downstairs. The entrance to the basement is in the garden, which surprises me.


    Emma opens the door and we go downstairs again. Then Emma opens another door and turns on the lights.
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      	Gabby: … (My mouth is wide open. I’m shocked.)


      	Emma: Do you like it?


      	Gabby: What is this!? (All along I thought the basement was a storage room.)


      	Emma: This is a bondage club. It’s one of the best women-only clubs in the country.


      	Gabby: But… how could you construct a club this big here?


      	Emma: Well, my mom inherited this place. You should ask her one day. She’ll love to tell you all the details.


      	Gabby: I will.


      	Emma: My mom used to host great bondage parties before she fell ill. I hope she’ll do it again soon.


      	Gabby: This place is amazing. (I’m still stunned.)


      	Emma: I’m glad you like it.

    


    Emma smiles.


    


    With a sign, Emma tells me to start walking again.


    
      	Emma: There’s a lot to see here, but today I’ll just show you this.

    


    Emma leads me to a place with some furnishings.
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      	Emma: Do you know what this is?


      	Gabby: …I guess. It looks a bit like medieval furnishings for torture. I saw one in an old castle I visited some years ago.


      	Emma: Yeah! It’s a pillory.

    


    


    
      	Emma: Gabby, I’ve brought you here with a purpose. You need to be interrogated.


      	Gabby: Eh?!


      	Emma: A pillory is good for questioning, you know.


      	Gabby: … (I feel I’m getting nervous again.)

    


    Emma opens the piece of furniture and takes both my hands.


    
      	Emma: Don’t be scared. It will be fun. I promise.


      	Gabby: …yes, mistress.


      	Emma: Take off your heels and put your head here.

    


    After I remove my heels, Emma helps me position my head and wrists on the pillory, and then she closes it. She also cuffs my wrists and locks the cuffs.
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    Emma leaves, and soon after comes back holding a bag. She takes out something. It’s a paddle! I get more and more nervous.


    
      [image: ]
    

    
      	Emma: Gabby, you must always be honest with me.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.


      	Emma: And you mustn’t keep secrets from me.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.

    


    Emma walks to the other side and caresses my buttocks. Her touch feels warm, but my heart rate keeps growing.


    


    
      	Emma: Do you touch yourself?


      	Gabby: … (I’m not ashamed of being seen naked anymore, but I feel shame now…)


      	Emma: Answer.

    


    Emma spanks my buttocks with the paddle. It’s not very painful, but I feel like a chill.
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      	Gabby: I do, mistress.


      	Emma: How often? (Emma doesn’t shout, but her voice sounds compelling…)


      	Gabby: …Every week.


      	Emma: How many times per week?


      	Gabby: … (I feel so embarrassed…)


      	Emma: Answer.

    


    Emma spanks my buttocks again, a bit harder.


    
      	Gabby: …Almost every day.


      	Emma: Mmm… nasty Gabby.

    


    


    Emma begins to caress my pussy with her fingers. Her touch feels nice and I begin to get excited.


    
      	Emma: What do you think of when you touch yourself?


      	Gabby: … (My face is turning red.)


      	Emma: Reply.

    


    Emma spanks me again, each time a bit harder than before.
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      	Gabby: I think of you, mistress.


      	Emma: Of me… you confess you think of me.

    


    Emma spanks me, this time with double strength. Then she starts to finger my pussy, and I begin to get wet.


    


    
      	Emma: And what am I wearing when you think of me?


      	Gabby: …Different things.

    


    Emma keeps fingering me. Sometimes she also spanks me lightly with the paddle.


    
      	Emma: Which one is your favourite?


      	Gabby: … (I can’t cope with the shame, and with the excitement.)


      	Emma: Answer.


      	Gabby: Your cheerleader uniform, mistress.


      	Emma: …Deviant Gabby!

    


    Emma fingers my pussy faster, and I come. I don’t think I’ve ever come so quickly.
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      	Emma: Wow! You came so fast… Haha!


      	Gabby: … (I’m still catching my breath. Emma looks delighted.)


      	Emma: Look at all this juice. Clean my hand.

    


    Emma puts her hand next to my mouth, and I lick it. It’s the first time I lick my own juices.


    
      [image: ]
    

    
      	Emma: From now on, when you wish to come, you must ask for permission. You should say: “Mistress, may I have your permission to come, please?”


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.

    


    


    Emma withdraws her hand and takes another paddle. This one looks scarier.


    
      	Emma: Your interrogation hasn’t ended.


      	Gabby: Eh!?

    


    Emma spanks me hard. I bet my buttocks are already red.
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      	Emma: Do you use sex toys?


      	Gabby: No, mistress.


      	Emma: Be honest. Don’t you even have a magic wand?


      	Gabby: I don’t, mistress. I’m honest. (I am. I’ve never had a vibrator or anything similar.)


      	Emma: Then this will be your first time.

    


    


    Emma takes a device from the bag and turns it on.


    
      	Emma: You’ll enjoy this.

    


    Emma applies the device on my pussy. I’m already very excited, and the vibration feels intense. I begin to moan.


    
      	Emma: Haha! Look how much you’re squirting.

    


    Suddenly, Emma increases the device’s speed.
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      	Gabby: Mistress, may I have your permission to come, please?


      	Emma: No, we’ve started barely twenty seconds ago.


      	Gabby: Please, mistress…

    


    Before I finish the sentence, my body starts shaking and I come again. I don’t think I’ve ever come twice so fast.


    


    I catch my breath and look up. Emma is in front of me.


    
      	Gabby: I apologize, mistress. I couldn’t hold…


      	Emma: Don’t worry. I like that you’re so passionate.

    


    Emma opens the pillory and uncuffs my wrists. I stand up.


    
      	Emma: You must never touch yourself again. When you have needs, you should tell me. As your mistress, I’m in charge of your sexual wellness.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress. (The future looks bright :-) )

    


    Emma smiles and I smile back.
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      	Emma: Wasn’t it fun?


      	Gabby: I loved it, mistress.

    


    Emma and I kiss. All this was definitely better than touching myself.

  

  
    Chapter 06


    
      	Emma: Put on your heels. Let’s go back to my bedroom.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.

    


    When I am back on my ballet heels, Emma takes my hand and we walk towards the exit. Suddenly, somebody opens the door. It’s Patricia with a woman… crawling!


    
      	Emma: Oh! My favorite puppy!

    


    Emma stops holding my hand and walks towards the woman. The woman also looks excited and crawls towards Emma. Emma bends over and starts caressing the woman’s face and body, while the woman licks Emma’s boots and hands. I’m shocked.
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      	Emma: It’s been such a long time, Ashleigh-puppy! Did you miss me?


      	Ashleigh: Woof!

    


    She barks!


    


    Emma stands up.


    
      	Emma: Gabby, this is Ashleigh, my mom’s puppy.


      	Gabby: …yes. (I don’t find anything else to say…and now I’m thinking that I saw her somewhere.)
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      	Patricia: I see that you aren’t upset with Gabby anymore.


      	Emma: All that is over. I’ve accepted her apologies.


      	Patricia: That’s nice. Gabby, do you like the basement?


      	Gabby: This place is awesome, Ms. Schulte.


      	Emma: We’ve had so much fun. Gabby is multiorgasmic!


      	Patricia: Haha! (I feel such shame at the moment that I’d let the floor swallow me up.)

    


    


    
      	Emma: We’re going upstairs. See you later, mom.


      	Patricia: See you.

    


    Emma holds my hand again and we walk back towards her bedroom. I keep thinking about everything that has just happened.


    
      	Gabby: I beg your pardon, mistress. May I have your permission to speak, please?


      	Emma: You may.
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      	Gabby: I think I saw that woman before.


      	Emma: Probably. She’s Ashleigh Clifford, the chief assistant district attorney.


      	Gabby: Oh, yeah! She was recently on TV because of the trial of that serial rapist.


      	Emma: Yes. She did great! (The chief ADA is Patricia’s…puppy! This keeps shocking me.)

    


    


    Emma and I arrive to her bedroom.


    
      	Emma: Take off your heels.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.

    


    I begin to take off my heels, but my brain keeps thinking about the chief ADA.


    
      	Emma: I’m so happy that my mom is back into bondage.


      	Gabby: I’m also happy for her, mistress. Could I ask you…how Ms. Clifford became Ms. Schulte’s puppy?
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      	Emma: I don’t know myself. She’s been my mom’s puppy for more than five years. Before my mom fell ill, she came here regularly.


      	Gabby: And…why is she a puppy?


      	Emma: My mom says that it’s because she has lots of responsibilities in her daily life. Being a puppy allows her to have no responsibilities for a while and to forget about her worries.

    


    


    Suddenly my phone vibrates. I had completely forgotten about it since the morning!


    
      	Emma: Check your phone.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress… (I take my phone.) I have missed calls from my mom.


      	Emma: Call her.

    


    I see it’s 6:00 pm. I call.
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      	Gabby: Hi, mom.


      	


      	Elena: I’ve been calling you. Where were you?


      	Gabby: Sorry, mom. We went shopping and I forgot my phone.


      	


      	Elena: What did you buy?


      	Gabby: Umm… I got perfume. (Emma smiles.)


      	


      	Elena: Tomorrow I’d like to go to church at 11:00. I’ll pick you up at 10:30 and we go from there.


      	Gabby: Umm… I’m not sure. Perhaps we have plans for tomorrow.


      	


      	Elena: It doesn’t matter. I’ll take you back there after the service. Bye!


      	Gabby: Umm… bye.

    


    


    I look at Emma. I was afraid she could be upset, but she isn’t.


    
      	Emma: I didn’t know you were religious.


      	Gabby: I’m not, but… I’ve always accompanied my mom to Sunday service. She’s very religious.


      	Emma: You look worried.


      	Gabby: Umm… yes, mistress. I’m afraid of how my mom would react if she found out about what we’ve been doing.


      	Emma: Mmm… I have an idea. Would you like to be a puppy?


      	Gabby: Eh!? (I was hoping for Emma to say that we would keep everything secret from my mom…)


      	Emma: This way you will forget your worries.


      	Gabby: …


      	Emma: Just for some time. It will be fun. I promise!

    


    Emma looks very excited while she awaits my answer.
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      	Gabby: … yes, mistress. (I wonder what exactly I’m getting into.)

    


    


    
      	Emma: I think my mom gave me some stuff for puppies. Take off your harness.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.

    


    While I undress, Emma goes through the things Patricia gave her.


    
      	Emma: Here they are. I hope everything fits you. Lie down face up on the bed.

    


    I lie down and Emma starts to dress me up. The garments are similar to what Ashleigh was wearing. First Emma dresses my arms and hands, and then my legs and feet.
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      	Emma: Get on all fours and crawl.

    


    Emma helps me get on the floor and I try to crawl on my knees and elbows. It’s not as simple as it looks. I’m quite restrained.


    
      	Emma: Keep trying. You’ll manage soon.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.

    


    


    I crawl while Emma undresses her catsuit and gets dressed again.


    
      	Emma: Do you like this outfit?


      	Gabby: You look awesome, mistress.


      	Emma: But your outfit is better. You’re such a cute puppy!

    


    Emma smiles. I’m feeling ridiculous.
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      	Emma: When I snap my fingers, you’ll become a puppy, and you’ll be a puppy until I snap my fingers again. As a puppy, you can’t speak but you can bark. One bark means yes and two barks mean no.


      	Gabby: I understand, mistress.

    


    


    I look at Emma. She caresses my cheeks, and suddenly she snaps her fingers in front of my nose. I’m a puppy now.


    
      	Emma: I have the cutest puppy.
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    Emma caresses my face and my body. Her touch is soft. I like the feeling. Then she takes a small ball from the stuff for puppies.


    
      	Emma: We’ll play catch. Let’s go downstairs.

    


    Emma stands up and I follow her to the living-room.


    


    Emma sits on the sofa and I crawl next to her. She puts the ball under my nose, and then she throws it towards the kitchen.


    
      	Emma: Go!

    


    I crawl and I find the ball easily. Unlike when I licked Emma’s boots, this time I don’t think on whether the floor is dirty or not. I just take the ball with my mouth and bring it back to Emma.


    
      	Emma: Good puppy!

    


    Emma smiles and caresses me. I’m liking her touch more and more.


    
      	Emma: Go!

    


    Emma throws the ball again. We continue playing catch for some minutes. I must admit this is good exercise.
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      	Emma: Go!

    


    Emma throws the ball and I search for it, but I can’t find it. Perhaps it fell outside? I return “empty-mouthed”.


    
      	Emma: Have you found it?


      	Gabby: Woof, woof!

    


    Emma goes to the kitchen and looks around. She can’t see the ball either.


    
      	Emma: Anyway…I’ll search for it later. Let’s stop. You’re sweaty already. I guess you’re thirsty.


      	Gabby: Woof! (I’m indeed very thirsty.)

    


    Emma takes a bowl, fills it with water and puts it on the floor. I try to drink, but I’m quite slow. I wonder how dogs do it.


    
      [image: ]
    

    


    
      	Emma: It’s time for dinner already. Probably you’re hungry.


      	Gabby: Woof!

    


    Emma takes some leftovers from the fridge and puts them in another bowl. She warms them up briefly in the microwave and then lays the bowl on the floor.
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    It smells nice. It has carrots, zucchini, aubergines and other vegetables. I start to eat and find the meal quite tasty. I can’t manage to eat without making my cheeks dirty, but I don’t care.


    


    I finish my meal and crawl towards Emma. She’s sitting at the table.


    
      	Emma: You ate everything! Good puppy.
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    Emma takes a wet rag and cleans my face. Then she caresses my cheeks and kisses one of them, in the way people sometimes kiss dogs. I like the feeling.


    
      	Emma: It looks like you enjoyed your meal. Did you have enough?


      	Gabby: Woof!

    


    


    Emma takes something from the table. It’s a macaron! I love macarons, and I haven’t had any in a long time. Emma bites it.


    
      	Emma: These macarons are yummy.

    


    I really want one, but I don’t know how to tell Emma. I put my arms on the chair and I open my mouth.


    
      	Emma: Sweet foods are bad for puppies.

    


    Emma pushes me down to the floor. I look at Emma, and she eats the rest of the macaron. I sit up again and try to put my face over the table. Emma moves the plate with macarons away from me.
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      	Emma: It’s not happening.

    


    


    Emma takes another macaron and eats it. I try to cry like dogs do, but the sound I make is ridiculous and Emma laughs at me.


    
      	Emma: You said you had enough food.

    


    I look around hopeless, and suddenly I see the ball! I pick it up and bring it to Emma.


    
      	Emma: You found it!

    


    Emma takes the ball from my mouth. I keep my mouth open and stare at Emma.


    
      	Emma: OK… but just this time.

    


    Emma takes a macaron and holds it above me for some seconds, teasing me. Finally she drops it on my open mouth. It’s delicious.
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      	Emma: Let’s continue watching the TV show we started yesterday.

    


    I follow Emma to the sofa. Emma takes a cushion and taps it with her hand, signalling that I can lie on it.


    
      	Emma: Come!


      	Gabby: Woof!

    


    I jump on it and I feel relieved, because my knees and elbows are already a bit sore.


    
      	Emma: I want silence now, so…

    


    Emma takes a gag and puts it on my mouth.


    
      	Emma: Let’s play it.

    


    Emma and I watch the show, while she caresses my body. I feel relaxed despite the gag.
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    When the show ends, Emma removes my mask. Then nature starts calling me. I jump off the sofa and crawl towards the toilet, but the door is closed.


    
      	Gabby: Woof!


      	Emma: I see. Wait a moment.

    


    Emma goes upstairs and returns with a collar and a leash.


    
      	Emma: Let’s go outside. (Does she mean we are going for a walk for me to urinate? I feel petrified.)

    


    Emma puts on the collar and holds the leash.
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      	Emma: You know, normally puppies are excited when they see they’re going to be taken outdoors. This is weird. I might need to take you to the vet.

    


    Emma pushes the leash and I follow her slowly.


    


    Emma opens the front door and we exit the house.


    
      	Emma: You can pee in the garden.


      	Gabby: Woof!

    


    Emma detaches the leash from my collar. I feel relieved that we are not going to the street. I find a place next to the wall that is almost hidden from people outside and I urinate there. Now I feel totally relieved.
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      	Emma: Do you need to do anything else?


      	Gabby: Woof, woof!

    


    I realize that I’ve just peed in front of Emma and I haven’t felt any shame!


    


    The door to the basement opens and Patricia comes to the garden with Ashleigh.


    
      	Emma: Hi, mom!


      	Patricia: Hi. Oh! So Gabby is now a puppy.


      	Emma: Yes. Ashleigh-puppy inspired me.

    


    Patricia bends over and caresses my head and my back. I feel nervous, even though she didn’t touch any intimate areas.
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      	Patricia: She’s so adorable.


      	Emma: And she’s very well-behaved. I didn’t have to teach her not to pee on the floor inside. (Was that an option? I see that indeed as a puppy I don’t have any responsibilities.)

    


    


    In the meantime, I realize that Ashleigh is also peeing. I guess that’s why Patricia took her to the garden. When Ashleigh finishes, she crawls towards Emma and starts licking her shoes. Emma bends over and caresses her.


    
      	Emma: Still, no puppy is better trained than this one.


      	Patricia: Indeed. She remembers everything. She’s the best.

    


    I realize that Emma does not pay attention to me anymore, and I get somewhat jealous. I get closer to Emma and Ashleigh.
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    Ashleigh looks at me. She comes towards me and starts smelling my face, like dogs do. Then she sticks her tongue out!


    
      	Gabby: Woof!

    


    I turn around and try to get away from her, but she’s somehow able to crawl faster than me, so I stop. I look behind, and I see her smelling my pussy!
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      	Emma: Perhaps they are in heat.

    


    Patricia and Emma laugh. I look behind another time, and Ashleigh has her tongue out again. I begin to get furious.


    
      	Gabby: Woof! (Don’t you even dare…)


      	Ashleigh: Woof!


      	Gabby: Woof, woof, woof, woof, woof! (I think I felt Ashleigh’s tongue on my pussy and I couldn’t take it anymore. I would have bitten her if Emma hadn’t reacted quickly and stepped in between us)

    


    


    Ashleigh crawls fast and protects herself behind Patricia’s legs.


    
      	Patricia: …Gabby-puppy is very possessive.


      	Emma: It looks like that. And she’s also violent. I guess she needs a muzzle.
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    Patricia attaches the leash to Ashleigh’s collar.


    
      	Patricia: Come on! Let’s go back.

    


    Ashleigh follows Patricia towards the basement. Emma attaches the leash to my collar and I follow her towards the front door.


    


    We arrive to Emma’s bedroom and she removes my leash.


    
      	Emma: You shouldn’t attack other puppies. I was there to protect you. Now you need to be punished.

    


    Emma brings a mouth mask and puts it on me. Then she leaves for a while, and comes back with metal grids. She uses them to construct a cage.


    
      	Emma: Come in.

    


    Emma opens the door and I enter the cage. She attaches my collar to a chain inside the cage, and then she closes the door.
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      	Emma: This is what happens to bad puppies.

    


    


    Emma takes her phone and sits on the sofa. I reflect upon what has happened. Did Ashleigh really lick my pussy? Perhaps she touched it with her nose. Did Emma see it? How should I have reacted? Does Emma think that I don’t trust her with protecting me?
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    After half an hour or so, Emma stands up.


    
      	Emma: I’ll be right back.

    


    Emma leaves and comes back with a bowl full of water. She opens the cage and puts it inside.


    
      	Emma: Come here.

    


    I stick my head out and Emma removes my mask. She also detaches my leash. Then she pushes me inside, closes the cage and leaves the bedroom. I feel tired and I lie down. It’s already night. Soon after I fall asleep.

  

  
    Day 03

  

  
    Chapter 07


    I wake up. It’s already morning! I look at Emma. She looks so pretty when she’s sleeping. I turn around and drink water from the bowl.


    
      	Emma: “Good morning!” (She’s woken up. Perhaps I’ve made too much noise…)


      	Gabby: “Woof!”


      	Emma: “Did you sleep well?”


      	Gabby: “Woof!” (Despite being restrained, I slept the whole night. I was so tired…)

    


    Emma gets up.


    
      	Emma: “You look so adorable when you are sleeping… I decided not to wake you up yesterday evening.”
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    Emma opens the door of my cage. I begin to come out and she caresses my face and body.
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      	Emma: “Do you promise to be a good puppy?”


      	Gabby: “Woof!”

    


    I come out completely and Emma kisses my forehead. She keeps caressing me.


    


    Emma takes off her panties and sits on the bed.


    
      	Emma: “Come!”


      	Gabby: “Woof!”

    


    She opens her legs.


    
      	Emma: “You know how I feel in the mornings. Be a good puppy.”


      	Gabby: “Woof!” (I think I was unconsciously hoping for this.)

    


    Emma’s pussy smells stronger today, perhaps because yesterday I had washed it in the shower. I begin licking.
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      	Emma: “This feels so good…my puppy has a supertongue.”

    


    Emma gets wet fast. She keeps caressing my head. I can’t get enough of her pussy.


    
      	Emma: “Mmm…!”

    


    Emma’s body begins to shake and she has an orgasm. She lies on her back, while I keep licking the juices around her pussy.


    


    After resting for a few minutes, Emma sits up and caresses my cheeks. Suddenly she slaps her fingers in front of my nose.
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      	Emma: “Time to stop.” (I was really enjoying being a puppy now…but I don’t think I want to be one forever…)


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Let’s undress you. Lie down face up on the bed.”

    


    Emma begins to take off my puppy outfit.


    
      	Emma: “I’ve had quite a lot of fun. What about you?”


      	Gabby: “I liked it… especially all the times you caressed me and kissed my cheeks…”


      	Emma: “Oh!”

    


    Emma smiles.


    


    
      	Gabby: “I’m sorry I reacted that way when Ms. Clifford…”


      	Emma: “You don’t have to apologize. While being puppies, neither Ashleigh nor you have responsibilities. If anything happens to you, my mom or myself would be responsible.”


      	Gabby: “Then why did you punish me?”


      	Emma: “I didn’t punish you. I punished Gabby-puppy. And I’m sure my mom also punished Ashleigh-puppy, if she really tried to lick you.”


      	Gabby: “…I understand, mistress.”


      	Emma: “And remember always that I’m in charge of protecting you.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma smiles. She finishes undressing me and makes a gesture so that I sit next to her.
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      	Emma: “So did it work? How many times did you think about your mom?”


      	Gabby: “My mom! I had completely forgotten about her.”


      	Emma: “I suppose my mom is right then.”

    


    Emma smiles, and I begin to get nervous thinking about my mom. I wish to be a puppy again.


    


    
      	Emma: “Let’s take a shower.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I follow Emma to the bathroom. We enter the shower and get wet. Then Emma starts to shampoo her hair.


    
      	Emma: “Soap my body.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Like yesterday, I take shower gel and a sponge and wash Emma, but I’m absent-minded, thinking about my mom.
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      	Emma: “You seem preoccupied.”


      	Gabby: …“yes, mistress. I’m thinking again about my mom.”

    


    Emma looks pensive for a few seconds.


    
      	Emma: “Do you like my boobs?”


      	Gabby: “Eh!?” (Emma’s question surprises me.) “I love them, mistress.”


      	Emma: “You can soap them without the sponge.”

    


    I begin to massage Emma’s tits. I realize that I hadn’t touched them yet. I bite my lips.
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      	Emma: “You can suck them.”

    


    Emma turns on the shower briefly to remove the soap, and I lick and suck Emma’s nipples. I had fantasized with this hundreds of times…


    


    
      	Emma: “You need to relax…”

    


    Emma caresses my pussy. I close my eyes and keep sucking her boobs.


    
      	Emma: “Come here.”

    


    I open my eyes and Emma kisses me. Then she fingers my pussy faster and I moan quite loudly. I have to hug her so as not to fall down.
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      	Gabby: “Mistress, may I have your permission to come, please?”


      	Emma: “You may.”

    


    I come a second after Emma replies. I might have a supertongue, but she has superfingers.


    
      	Emma: “Haha! You were so loud. I may gag you next time.”


      	Gabby: “…I’m sorry…” (I’m still breathing too fast).


      	Emma: “No need to apologize.”

    


    Emma hugs me. Definitely, she knows how to calm me down. I’m not nervous anymore.


    


    Emma and I go back to the bedroom after we are done in the bathroom.


    
      	Emma: “Yesterday evening, while you were asleep, I went through all the stuff my mom gave me. I’ve chosen this bodysuit and this pair of ballet boots for today.”

    


    Emma hands them to me and I put them on. Meanwhile, Emma also gets dressed.


    
      	Emma: “Today you’ll practice walking on ballet boots while handcuffed. Come here.”

    


    I manage to stand up without losing my balance. Emma puts handcuffs on me, this time with my hands in front.


    
      [image: ]
    

    
      	Emma: “You look fantastic. And you’re as tall as I!”


      	Gabby: “Thank you, mistress.” (I’m starting to like ballet boots :-))

    


    Emma smiles.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s go downstairs.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    


    
      	Emma: “Good morning, mom!”


      	Patricia: “Good morning. Good morning, Gabby.” (Each time I see this woman I bit my lips…)


      	Gabby: “Good morning, Ms. Schulte.”


      	Patricia: “How have you recovered from yesterday? Did you sleep well today?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, Ms. Schulte. I’ve slept very well.”


      	Patricia: “The bodysuit you’re wearing today is Angela’s design, you know.”


      	Gabby: “Oh! That’s nice.” (This made me smile.) “Angela is very talented.”


      	Patricia: “Yes, she is. She’s very hard-working too.” (I guess that’s true. She also designed the catsuit Emma wore when we were in the basement.)
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      	Emma: “Mom, what are you reading?”


      	Patricia: “Yesterday I passed by the big sex shop and took this catalogue. I’m thinking on starting a completely new collection of garments and accessories, you know. I think I’ll give you everything I have.”


      	Emma: “Really?! Thanks!”

    


    Emma looks delighted.


    


    
      	Emma: “Gabby, how hungry are you? Would you like a piece of fruit for breakfast?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, Ms. Lindberg. Thank you.”

    


    Emma brings a fruit platter and I pick up an apple. I wash it and eat it, while Emma and Patricia have a cup of coffee.
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      	Patricia: “What are you doing today?” (Suddenly, my mom comes back to my mind and I feel a chill. I had forgotten about her again since we took a shower.)


      	Emma: “We’re staying at home. I have to work on my Biology project. You also need to do that, right? You mentioned it on Friday.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, Ms. Lindberg.” (Another thing I had completely forgotten. I like that Emma remembers that.)


      	Emma: “What about you, mom?”


      	Patricia: “I’m also staying at home. I need to sort out my schedule and decide who I’ll meet up for sessions next week.”

    


    Emma nods. I wonder how many women are in bondage to Patricia.


    


    After breakfast, Patricia goes to her bedroom. It’s 10:00 am.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s sit on the sofa.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I follow Emma to the living-room. Then she looks pensive for some seconds.


    
      	Emma: “As your mistress, I can’t accept that you receive orders from anybody else.”


      	Gabby: “I understand, mistress.”


      	Emma: “This includes your mom.”


      	Gabby: “…” (My worries were justified…)


      	Emma: “I want you to stay here. When your mom arrives, we’ll explain to her that now you’re in bondage to me, and thus you no longer obey her, and we’ll answer any question she might have.”


      	Gabby: “Umm…” (I need to think very carefully how to reply to Emma.)
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    Suddenly, the doorbell rings.


    
      	Emma: “I guess this is your mom.”

    


    Emma gets up and opens the door.


    
      	


      	Elena: “Good morning. Is this the house of the Lindbergs?” (Why is my mom always so much ahead of time!? She had said 10:30.)


      	Emma: “Yes, I’m Emma. You must be Gabby’s mom.”


      	


      	Elena: “Yes, my name is Elena Boschini. Nice to meet you.”


      	Emma: “Nice to meet you. Please come in.”


      	


      	Elena: “Thank you.”
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    My mom comes in and finds me sitting on the sofa. She looks shocked.


    
      	


      	Elena: “Oh my God! What happened to your clothes? What are you wearing?”


      	Gabby: …“a bodysuit.”


      	


      	Elena: “Where’s your bag? Pick it up and let’s go. We should go home first so that you can change before going to church.”


      	Gabby: “Umm…”
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      	Elena: “And what is that? You’re handcuffed!” (I was trying to hide my handcuffs behind a cushion, but in the end my mom saw them.) “What are you doing?”


      	Gabby: “Mom, let me explain.”


      	


      	Elena: “You can explain to me while in the car. Now we must hurry. Remove the handcuffs and let’s go.”

    


    


    
      	Gabby: “Umm… I can’t.”


      	


      	Elena: “What do you mean?”


      	Gabby: “I don’t have the keys.”


      	


      	Elena: “Did you lose them?”


      	Gabby: “No…”


      	Emma: “I have them, Ms. Boschini.”
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      	Elena: “OK, so bring them here.”


      	Emma: “Could you please sit down? Gabby and I need to talk with you.”


      	


      	Elena: “We’ve got no time. We need to hurry to go to church.”


      	Emma: “Wouldn’t it be possible for you to attend another service later in the afternoon? Please have a seat. This is important.”


      	


      	Elena: “…fine.”

    


    Emma sits next to me, and my mom also sits down.


    


    
      	


      	Elena: “So what is it?”


      	Emma: “Gabby is now in bondage to me.”


      	


      	Elena: “…What does that mean?”


      	Emma: “Basically, it means that she allows me to restrain her and, in general, to decide what she can or cannot do.”


      	


      	Elena: “Eh?! Gabby, what is this? You’re joking, right? …Are you secretly recording a video for TikTok or something?”


      	Gabby: “No, mom. It’s true. I’m in bondage to Ms. Lindberg.”


      	


      	Elena: “Ms. Lindberg?”


      	Emma: “I’m Ms. Lindberg.”


      	


      	Elena: “Haha! Look, maybe you two think that this is funny, and maybe I’ll find it funny myself later but, at the moment, I don’t have time for this.”


      	Gabby: “Mom, please try to understand. We aren’t joking.”


      	


      	Elena: “I’ve had enough! Emma, bring the keys.”


      	Emma: “Ms. Boschini, Gabby is not underage anymore. Her situation has changed, and I want her to stay here.”

    


    My mom gets up.


    
      	


      	Elena: “Gabby, let’s go! Don’t worry about the handcuffs. We’ll go to an ironmonger’s and we’ll find out how to break them.”
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    Patricia comes back from her bedroom.


    
      	Patricia: “What’s all this shouting? Who are you?”


      	


      	Elena: “Ah! You must be Emma’s mother. My name is Elena Boschini. I’m Gabby’s mom. Nice to meet you.”


      	Patricia: “Yes, I’m Emma’s mom. Patricia Schulte, nice to meet you. So what’s going on?”


      	


      	Elena: “Listen, Gabby is handcuffed and your daughter Emma says that she has the keys, but she refuses to bring them.”


      	Patricia: “Yes.”

    


    My mom waits for Patricia to do something, but she doesn’t.
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      	Elena: “Eh?…So could you please ask you daughter to bring the keys?”


      	Patricia: “Emma, have you explained to Ms. Boschini that Gabby is in bondage to you?”


      	Emma: “Yes, but she thinks that Gabby and I are joking.”


      	Patricia: “They aren’t joking. Gabby is in bondage to Emma.”


      	


      	Elena: “If I hear again the word bondage…What are you trying to do? Are you trying to kidnap my daughter? I’m losing my patience!”


      	Patricia: “There is no need to shout. Nobody is kidnapping Gabby. Please sit down, and I’ll explain everything to you.”


      	


      	Elena: “There’s nothing to explain! Gabby is my daughter and she’s is coming with me. Gabby, let’s go!”

    


    


    
      	Gabby: “Mom, please listen. I know that this isn’t easy and that you’re in shock now, but if you calm down and sit we can discuss…”


      	


      	Elena: “Enough!!! Gabby, if you don’t get up now, I’m calling the police. These two women are crazy and they want to kidnap you, and you already have this…what’s the word? Stockholm syndrome.”


      	Gabby: “No, mom. Nobody is kidnapping me. I’m in bondage to Ms. Lindberg willingly.”

    


    My mom walks towards me, takes my arm and tries to pull me to get up.
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      	Emma: “Ms. Boschini, calm down now, please.”


      	


      	Elena: “Shut up you crazy daughter of Satan…”

    


    My mom pulls me hard and makes me stand up, but I lose my balance because of the ballet boots and we both fall down.


    
      	Patricia: “Emma, leave Ms. Boschini and I alone. We need to have a long conversation. Take Gabby with you.”


      	Emma: “Yes, mom.”

    


    The usual friendly tone of Patricia has turned grave. Emma helps me stand up, and we go upstairs.

  

  
    Chapter 08


    I follow Emma to a small bedroom upstairs.


    
      	Emma: “Are you injured? You fell on your chin.”


      	Gabby: “No, mistress. I’m fine.” (In fact, I bit my tongue and now it hurts, but I prefer not to tell Emma, or else she would dislike my mom even more…)

    


    Emma smiles.


    
      [image: ]
    

    
      	Emma: “I want to ask you something. Why don’t your mom and you speak Italian with each other?”


      	Gabby: “Eh?…” (After all the things that have just happened with my mom, this is what Emma is thinking!) “When my mom and I moved here 5 years ago, I didn’t speak English well and she spoke even worse. So she said that we must speak English all the time and…we’ve continued until today. Now she speaks quite well.”


      	Emma: “She does. She speaks even too much.”

    


    Emma doesn’t look upset, but I’m preoccupied.


    


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress, I apologize for what happened…usually my mom is not like that.”


      	Emma: “No worries. Your mom seems very attached to you.”


      	Gabby: “…she is…besides me she doesn’t have any family or close friends here. I’m afraid of what will happen if my mom doesn’t allow…”


      	Emma: Don’t be. My mom will talk with her about bondage and she will understand everything.


      	Gabby: “…are you sure?”


      	Emma: “Yes! My mom is a great conversationalist and she’s also very persuasive. She could be talking for two hours or more, but in the end she always finds a good solution.”

    


    Emma smiles, and I try to calm down, but I’m not convinced that my mom will understand anything.
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      	Emma: “I use this small bedroom to study. We can start working on our Biology projects.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma opens a drawer, takes a laptop and hands it to me.


    
      	Emma: “This is my old laptop.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you, mistress.”


      	Emma: “You must practice typing while handcuffed.”

    


    Emma opens another drawer and takes a mask.


    
      	Emma: “I need silence.”

    


    I open my mouth and Emma puts the mask on. Then she sits at the desk and starts working on her laptop. I sit on the bed and also try to work, but I can’t concentrate. I keep thinking about what happened with my mom…and about what will happen next. Probably my mom won’t accept that I’m in bondage to Emma, which means that…in a few hours I’ll be back home with my mom, and she won’t allow me to see Emma again. I feel sad.
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    After an hour or so, Emma turns around. She removes my mask.


    
      	Emma: “You look down.”


      	Gabby: “…I can’t concentrate on the project, mistress.”


      	Emma: “You can lie down on the bed for a while.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you, mistress.”

    


    I close the laptop, and suddenly I have an idea. If these are my last hours with Emma, we should do something fun.


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress, I wonder if…we could work on the project later, and now do something else, like…you could show me more of the basement.”


      	Emma: “…you want to go to the basement…interesting.”


      	Gabby: “It’s just an idea.”

    


    Emma looks pensive.
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      	Emma: “It’s a good idea. Come.”

    


    Emma gets up and I follow her to her bedroom.


    


    
      	Emma: “I want to try on this bodysuit. It’s from the same collection as the one you’re wearing. Help me undress.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I remove Emma’s slippers and pants. Then I help her get dressed.
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      	Emma: “How do I look?”


      	Gabby: “Awesome, mistress.” (I do hope this is not the last time I see Emma dressed like that…)

    


    Emma smiles.


    
      	Emma: “Let’s go. Come this way.”

    


    I follow Emma towards the basement. We use the stairs at the back of the house, so as not to disturb our moms, I suppose.


    


    Emma and I arrive to the basement. This time we go to the other side.


    
      	Emma: “This is one of the best bondage furnishings here. It’s very versatile.”

    


    I look at it with curiosity while Emma removes my handcuffs.


    
      [image: ]
    

    
      	Emma: Take off your boots.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.

    


    I remove my boots and Emma takes a bag from a drawer.


    
      	Emma: “You need to be interrogated again.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.” (I wonder what Emma will ask me…this is promising :-) )


      	Emma: “Bend over here on your stomach.”

    


    Emma cuffs my wrists and ankles. I begin to get excited, just by remembering what we did yesterday.


    


    Emma takes a cane from the bag. Then she starts caressing my buttocks with it.


    
      	Emma: “Why did you suggest coming to the basement?”


      	Gabby: “…” (I didn’t expect this line of questioning…)


      	Emma: “Answer.”

    


    Emma canes my ass. It’s quite more painful than yesterday.


    
      	Emma: “Is it because you think that your mom will soon take you back home with her, so you wanted to be here one last time?” (Emma’s tone is quite grave.)


      	Gabby: “Ouch!”

    


    Emma canes me harder, and I scream.
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      	Emma: “Answer.”


      	Gabby: Ouch!!

    


    Emma canes me even harder. This is really painful.


    
      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress. I thought that.”


      	Emma: “I knew it.”

    


    


    
      	Emma: “Let’s assume that I’m wrong, and after talking with my mom, your mom doesn’t accept that you’re in bondage to me. What would you do?”


      	Gabby: “…” (I should have thought twice my idea of coming to the basement. I regret it now.)


      	Emma: “Reply.”


      	Gabby: “Ouch!!”


      	Emma: “What if she tells you that you must leave with her and you mustn’t see me again?”


      	Gabby: “Ouch!!”

    


    This pain is above my level of tolerance. I start to weep. Emma moves towards the front and takes my chin with her hand.
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      	Emma: “You have to answer.”


      	Gabby: “I would…stay here with you, mistress.”

    


    Emma goes back.


    
      	Emma: “Liar!”


      	Gabby: “Ouch!!!” (I can’t stand this caning…)

    


    


    
      	Emma: “You contradict yourself. If you were planning to stay with me, you wouldn’t have thought this could be your last time in the basement.”


      	Gabby: “Ouch!!! Please accept my apologies, mistr…Ouch!!!”

    


    Emma canes me twice very hard.
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      	Emma: “I haven’t told you to apologize. Just tell me, when where you telling the truth: before, or now?”


      	Gabby: “Ouch!!! …now, mistress. I don’t understand why I thought that before.”

    


    I begin to sob, and Emma stops for a few seconds.


    
      	Emma: “And what’s the reason why you want to stay with me?”


      	Gabby: “Ouch!!!”


      	Emma: “Do you like to be handcuffed? Do you like to be tied up?”


      	Gabby: “Ouch!!!” (I can’t withstand this…)


      	Emma: “Do you like to be spanked, or to be caned?”


      	Gabby: “Ouch!!!” (Please, Emma…)


      	Emma: “Just tell me why!”


      	Gabby: “Because I love you!”

    


    


    Emma puts the cane back in the bag, and then opens my cuffs. I’m still weeping.


    
      	Emma: “Come here.”

    


    I stand up and Emma hugs me until I stop crying.
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      	Emma: “I know I was harsh, but… I’m serious about being your mistress, and I need to know that you’re serious about being in bondage to me.”


      	Gabby: “I understand, mistress.”


      	Emma: “To be clear… I don’t intend to cut you off from your mom. I just need her to understand that now I’m your mistress.”

    


    I hug Emma, and she kisses my head.


    


    
      	Emma: “Apologize to me now. Get on your knees.”

    


    I get on my knees and look up towards Emma.


    
      	Gabby: “Please accept my apologies, mistress. I deeply regret what I have done…and also a lie I told you before.”


      	Emma: “What lie?”


      	Gabby: “That I wasn’t injured after I fell. I bit my tongue.”


      	Emma: “Stick it out.”

    


    Emma bends over and looks at it.
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      	Emma: “Mmm…I see it up there. I think you bled a bit. We’ll take care of it later.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you, mistress.”

    


    


    Emma stands up.


    
      	Emma: “Have you told me any other lie, or hid from me anything that I should know?”


      	Gabby: “…no, mistress.” (I’m honest. I can’t recall any other lie at the moment.)


      	Emma: “Kiss my boots. Don’t lick them. Just kiss.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I kiss Emma’s boots repeatedly. I’m glad I’ve told Emma the truth. Using my tongue to lick now would have been painful.
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      	Emma: “Lie on your back.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma puts her boot one inch above my mouth.


    
      	Emma: “Go on.”

    


    I begin to kiss the boot’s sole. Unlike yesterday, I don’t think this is humiliating or disgusting. I think instead that Emma deserves a proper apology.
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    Emma steps on my chest with her right boot.


    
      	Emma: “I want to be clear with you. As your mistress, I’m your first and only priority. You’ll have to serve and obey me always.”
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      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “And if you refuse to do something I say, or show doubts again about being in bondage to me, everything will be over.”


      	Gabby: “I understand, mistress. My commitment to being in bondage to you is total.” (I say this without thinking it twice. However, to my own surprise, I do mean it.)

    


    Emma smiles and steps back.


    


    
      	Emma: “You must keep in mind that I prefer to prevent misbehavior rather than to punish it.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “So after you receive a punishment, you must thank me properly. On your knees, and with your hands behind your back, you must say ‘I’m truly grateful for my fully-deserved punishment, mistress, and for your determination to address my misbehavior’.”

    


    I get on my knees and put my hands behind my back.


    
      	Gabby: “I’m truly grateful for my fully-deserved punishment, mistress, and for your determination to address my misbehavior.”


      	Emma: “Kiss my hand.”

    


    Emma extends her right arm, and I kiss her glove. She smiles.


    
      [image: ]
    

    
      	Emma: “I accept your apologies, and I will educate you until you behave impeccably.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you, mistress.”

    


    


    
      	Emma: Take off your bodysuit.


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.

    


    While I undress, Emma moves up the bench of the bondage furnishing and puts a pillow on it.


    
      	Emma: “Lie on your back here.”

    


    I lie on the bench, and then Emma cuffs my wrists and ankles again. Unlike before, now she’s smiling.


    
      	Emma: Let’s clean you up.

    


    Emma takes a wet wipe and cleans my pussy with it. I wonder what she’s planning to do.
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      	Emma: “I haven’t done this many times, and I only did it to girls that were very special to me.”

    


    Emma caresses my pussy. Then she bends over and starts licking it!


    
      	Emma: “You taste good.”

    


    Emma continues licking. I imagined this so many times… and it’s better than I’ve ever thought. I begin to moan.
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      	Emma: “You get wet so fast!”

    


    Emma licks faster and my body starts to shake.


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress, may I have your permission to come, please?”


      	Emma: “You may.”

    


    I squirt and come :-) I’m breathing very heavily.


    
      	Emma: “Haha!”


      	Gabby: “…thank you… mistress.”

    


    


    Emma comes to the front and kisses me. She also caresses my hair.


    
      	Emma: “I haven’t asked you…although I guess I know the answer. You haven’t been with any other girl before, right?”


      	Gabby: “No, mistress. When you kissed me on Friday, that was my first kiss.”

    


    Emma smiles. Then she takes off her bodysuit.


    
      	Emma: “I’ll be gentle.”

    


    Emma takes something from the bag and puts it on. It’s a strap-on dildo!
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      	Emma: “I think you’re still pretty wet, but just in case…”

    


    Emma takes a condom and puts it on the dildo, and then she puts plenty of lubricant on the dildo and on my pussy. Her smile gets bigger and bigger.


    


    
      	Emma: “You’ll feel amazing. I promise.”

    


    Emma penetrates me slowly with the dildo. It feels big, and I bit my lips.


    
      	Emma: “It’s all in.”

    


    Emma begins to fuck me slowly. She also caresses my legs and my crotch. I’m already very excited and I moan.


    
      	Emma: “You’re so passionate!”

    


    Emma fucks me a bit faster, but I can’t hold it anymore.


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress, may I have your permission to come, please?”


      	Emma: “You may. Now you can come whenever you wish.”

    


    I come again.
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    Emma stops fucking me for a few seconds, but then she resumes.


    
      	Gabby: “Ah!! Mistress…”

    


    My body feels like it’s going to explode. Emma keeps fucking me faster and faster, and shortly after I come again.


    
      	Emma: “Haha! You’re amazing!”

    


    


    Emma comes to the front and kisses me.
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      	Emma: “I must say…you’re the most intense girl I’ve ever been with.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you, mistress.”


      	Emma: “With all the furnishings and machines here…we’ll have so much fun!”

    


    I smile. Emma uncuffs my wrists and ankles and I stand up.


    


    
      	Emma: “So… first time you’ve had sex. How was it?”


      	Gabby: “It was awesome, mistress. Better than in my fantasies.”

    


    Emma smiles.


    
      	Emma: “As you know, I’m in charge of your sexual wellness. In addition, I’m in charge of your sexual education and training. You’ll learn lots of things.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.” (I smile. This is definitely the best part of being in bondage :-) )


      	Emma: “After sex, you must thank me properly. You must get on your knees and say ‘I’m eternally thankful for your dedication to my sexual education and wellness, mistress’.”

    


    I get on my knees and look up towards Emma.


    
      	Gabby: “I’m eternally thankful for your dedication to my sexual education and wellness, mistress.” (From the things that Emma makes me say, this one I totally mean in.)


      	Emma: “Kiss my dildo.”

    


    Although I didn’t expect this order, I comply gladly. I kiss Emma’s dildo for a minute or so, while she caresses my hair.
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      	Emma: “That’s enough. Take off my strap-on.”


      	Gabby: Yes, mistress.

    


    I unfasten Emma’s strap-on and she puts it back inside the bag.


    
      	Emma: “Get dressed.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    After I put on my bodysuit and my boots, Emma cuffs my wrists again.
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      	Emma: “Perhaps your mom and my mom are already done with talking. They started around three hours ago. Let’s go back to the house.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I follow Emma back to the house. I don’t know what my mom will say, but I don’t really care anymore. I’m going to stay with Emma no matter what.

  

  
    Chapter 09


    Emma and I enter the house through the front door and we walk into the living-room.


    
      	Emma: “Hi, mom!”


      	Patricia: “Hi.”


      	Emma: “How was the conversation with Gabby’s mom?”


      	Patricia: “We’ve just finished. I was going to call you now.”


      	Emma: “Has she already left?”


      	Patricia: “No, she’s in my bedroom. Wait a moment.”

    


    Patricia goes to her bedroom and comes back with… I’m left speechless. My mom is completely dressed in a catsuit. She’s blindfolded and mouth gagged, and his hands are covered by mittens. I feel like I’m fainting.
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      	Patricia: “Gabby, your mom and I have had a long conversation. We’ve talked about bondage and I’ve answered all her questions. She now understands and accepts that you’re in bondage to Emma.”

    


    Emma smiles, but I’m unable to say anything.
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      	Patricia: “We’ve also talked about what happened here before. Your mom acknowledges that she was disrespectful towards Emma and myself, that she insulted us and that she accused us falsely. She accepts that she needs to be punished for that, and she is also keen on experiencing bondage herself to better understand it and to become polite and well-mannered.


      I’m also intrigued by the ‘full experience from scratch’ favored by Emma, and I’d like to try it. Therefore, we’ve agreed that your mom will spend some time in bondage to me, effective immediately.”


    


    Patricia pauses briefly. I’m so much in shock that I couldn’t follow her explanations.


    


    
      	Patricia: “Do you have any question?”


      	Gabby: “But… what is she?!”


      	Emma: “Gabby, your mom is now my mom’s rubber doll.”


      	Gabby: “…rubber doll… mom, are you OK?”


      	Emma: “She can’t hear you. She has earplugs. Rubber dolls don’t have auditory perception.”


      	Gabby: “What?! Mom…” (I can’t believe I’ve dragged my mom into this situation.)
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    My heart is beating too fast. I’m having an anxiety attack.


    
      	Gabby: “I can’t breathe…”


      	Patricia: “Help Gabby lie down on the sofa. She seems distressed.”

    


    Emma helps me walk towards the sofa and I lie down.


    
      	Emma: “Try to calm down.”

    


    Emma leaves, but soon she comes back with a blindfold. She puts it on my eyes.


    
      	Emma: “This will help you.”

    


    Emma sits next to me and caresses my hair and my cheeks for a while. Then she kisses my forehead and leaves.
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    After 10 minutes, I feel somewhat better. Emma comes back and removes my blindfold.


    
      	Emma: “I’ve made instant soup. Sit down and drink.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you, mistress.”

    


    I manage to drink the soup despite the handcuffs. It’s warm and it helps me relax, but I keep thinking about my mom.


    
      	Gabby: “I beg your pardon, mistress. May I have your permission to speak, please?”


      	Emma: “You may.”


      	Gabby: “What’s a rubber doll?”


      	Emma: “…well, basically it’s a woman in bondage who is totally enclosed in skintight rubber clothing, and restrained in various ways. It’s like having a toy.”


      	Gabby: “A toy!?”


      	Emma: “Yes… how to explain it? Yesterday, as a puppy, Ashleigh and you could do what you wanted. Now, my mom can do with your mom what she wants. Your mom is her doll.”
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    Emma’s words make me nervous again.


    


    
      	Gabby: “I’d like to speak with my mom.”


      	Emma: “At the moment, that’s not possible.”


      	Gabby: “How long will she be a rubber doll?”


      	Emma: “I don’t know. I’ll ask my mom later.”


      	Gabby: “Where are they now?”


      	Emma: “…Gabby, you seem worried.”


      	Gabby: “I am.”


      	Emma: “I have an idea. I’ll turn you into my rubber doll, so that you experience the same as your mom.”


      	Gabby: “Eh!?”


      	Emma: “This way you’ll calm down.”


      	Gabby: …“yes, mistress.” (I don’t know if Emma is right, but I must obey her.)

    


    Emma smiles.
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      	Emma: “Go upstairs and use the toilet. Don’t lock it.”

    


    


    I go to the toilet and I use it. Then I see the caning marks on my buttocks. My word! I understand now why they feel like burning. Suddenly, Emma comes in.


    
      	Emma: “How is your tongue?”

    


    I had already forgotten about my tongue. I look at it in the mirror. It’s not that bad.


    
      	Gabby: “I think it will be fine soon, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Let’s go to my bedroom.”

    


    Once in the bedroom, Emma takes off her gloves and removes my handcuffs. She sits on her bed and taps her thighs.


    
      	Emma: “Lie down on your stomach here.”


      	Gabby: …“yes, mistress.” (Is Emma going to spank me!? Perhaps she’s upset because of my reaction when I saw my mom…)

    


    Emma looks at my buttocks and caresses them.


    
      	Emma: “I’ve brought this ointment for your skin.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you, mistress.”

    


    Emma takes the ointment from a bag and begins to apply it on my buttocks. I am somewhat surprised and ashamed that I have just felt afraid of her, while she was thinking about my well-being. I must trust her.
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      	Emma: “I’d like to wear something more casual now. Help me get dressed.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I try to forget about my mom and I look at Emma while I help her. I like her idea of casual.


    
      	Emma: “You’ll be an amazing rubber doll. Get undressed.”

    


    Emma goes through the garments Patricia gave her. Her smile is big.


    
      	Emma: “Put on this catsuit and these boots.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    After I get dressed, Emma puts mittens on my hands.


    
      	Emma: “These are your earplugs. You’ll be my doll until I remove them.”


      	Gabby: “…yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma puts the earplugs on me. After that, she puts a mask that covers all my head, except for my nostrils, and something around my neck. I’m a rubber doll now.
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    This outfit feels like having a second skin. It’s really like nothing I have experienced before. I can’t see or speak, and I barely can hear anything. The earplugs are of high quality.


    Suddenly, I begin to feel worried about myself, but I remind myself that I must trust Emma. Emma takes my arm and pushes me gently to start walking. We move a few steps and she makes me stop. Then she takes me in her arms and carries me!
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    I hadn’t realized she was strong enough to do that. I notice we are walking downstairs. When we arrive to the living-room (I believe), she puts me back on my feet.


    


    I stand on my feet, motionless. I don’t know what Emma is doing, but I think that probably there is no point in trying to guess what’s going on. Instead I should use this time to reflect upon my current situation.
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    I arrived here 48 hours ago and my life has been turned upside down. Everything has happened very fast, too fast for me. On Friday morning, I didn’t know what bondage was. Now I’m in bondage to Emma, but I still need to figure all the implications this will have on my life. And I also have to think about my mom. I wonder what she is doing.


    


    Emma takes my arm and we walk. I’m disoriented, so I don’t know where we are going. Shortly after, we stop and she makes me stay on all fours. Later I notice something on my back…
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    Anyway, I should concentrate on my thoughts. First, do I really want to be in bondage to Emma? Do I like being restrained? Do I wish to obey her all the time?


    I guess my answer to those questions stayed the same since Friday: I love Emma. I’ve been wishing to get close to her for more than three years, and now I have. I can’t stand the idea of going home and not talking to her ever again. Moreover Emma said that she’s very interested in bondage. She seems to really enjoy it, and I like to see her happy.


    


    And I definitely like one aspect of this ‘full bondage experience from scratch’: Emma pays me lots of attention.


    We’ve been together 48 hours non-stop, and she keeps thinking about me, about what I need, what I should wear and do… I really enjoy her company.
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    Besides that, lots of my sexual fantasies have been fulfilled: we kissed, we licked each other, we had sex…and it was awesome! I feel like I’ve lived more in the last 48 hours than in the previous 4 years.


    


    But I’m just thinking about the positives… Emma has said that she’s serious about being my mistress. I suppose this means she wishes to be my mistress for a long time, and I wish to be with her for the rest of my life, so that’s perfect, but… I need to think about the consequences.


    
      [image: ]
    

    Undoubtedly what scares me the most is to be seen restrained in public. Now my mom already knows, but I’m afraid of what others would think about me if they found out. I fear they’ll reject me. I’ve always been too afraid of rejection. This is why I didn’t speak with Emma about my feelings all these years. I feared she would reject me.


    


    Tomorrow we have to go to school, and I know I don’t want to be seen restrained there. As Patricia said, I should voice my concerns, and this is the biggest one. I hope Emma is reasonable and thinks this through. But if she wants me to be handcuffed or whatever at school… at the moment this is a red line for me.
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    Apart from that, the punishments… today’s punishment was really painful. But Emma said she prefers to prevent misbehavior rather than to punish it, so I should just not misbehave.


    


    Emma takes my arm and we walk. We stop and she makes me stay on all fours again. Is she now using me as a footstool!? …It doesn’t matter. I should continue thinking.
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    I was assuming Emma and I will go to school. If she doesn’t let me go, that’s another red line. But why wouldn’t she? She has said that she likes that I’m so dedicated to my studies. And she herself is quite responsible, although not as focused on studying as I am.


    This reminds me we still have to work on our Biology projects. I hope Emma remembers this and we can work on them later. I still have lots to do… I start to think about my project, but I feel tired. I’ve gone through many emotions today.


    I lay my head down over my mittens to feel more comfortable, and I fall asleep.


    


    I wake up. I’ve no idea how long I’ve been sleeping. I raise my head slightly and I can smell some nice food. Today I’ve just eaten an apple for breakfast and instant soup for lunch, so now I feel hungry. I’m thirsty as well. Moreover, my muscles are sore after being in this position for so long. I try to go back to reflecting upon the consequences of being in bondage, and about my mom, but I can’t.
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    I wait for twenty or thirty minutes, hoping that Emma makes me move, but it doesn’t happen. Being a rubber doll is tough.


    Suddenly, whatever was lying over my back goes away, but Emma doesn’t make me move. I really want to get up, stretch my arms and legs, drink water and eat something. However, I don’t dare to do it. Emma wants me to stay in this position, and I mustn’t disobey her.


    Another 20 minutes or so go by, and I begin to feel desperate. I don’t know how much longer I’ll be able to stand this.


    


    Eventually, Emma grabs my arm and makes me stay on my knees. I feel immensely relieved. She removes the thing around my neck, my mask and finally my earplugs.
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      	Emma: “You’re a very good rubber doll.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you, mistress.” (Strangely, a feeling of accomplishment invades me, like when someone overcomes a challenge.)

    


    Emma puts a mug of water on my mouth, and I drink it fast.


    
      	Emma: “Gabby, I need to know. What you said when we were in the basement, that you would choose to be in bondage to me over your mom… did you just say it to end your punishment, or do you really mean it?”


      	Gabby: “I really mean it, mistress. I’ve thought about that while I was a rubber doll. Before I was afraid of my mom’s reaction, but not anymore. I’m serious about being in bondage to you.”

    


    Emma smiles.


    
      	Gabby: “I’m still afraid of being seen restrained by others though, for example at school.”


      	Emma: “I haven’t thought about that yet, but don’t worry. Sit down on the sofa.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.” (I hope this means we’ll go to school dressed as usual.)

    


    Emma gets up and goes to the kitchen.


    


    Emma comes back with a tray.


    
      	Emma: “I have prepared a dessert.”

    


    She puts the tray over my legs and sits next to me.


    I look at the plate and… Oh my God! It’s full of heart-shaped waffles with strawberries and cream. And there is also a red rose. My mouth is wide open. I want to say so many things, but I can’t choose one. Emma brings a waffle to my mouth and I bite it. I’m feeling emotional. Does this mean Emma has feelings for me? I’m afraid of asking her.
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      	Emma: “I hope you like it.”


      	Gabby: “I love it, mistress.”

    


    Emma brings a strawberry to my mouth. She also eats one. I really need to say something.


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress, this has really touched me. It’s beautiful.”

    


    Emma smiles.


    
      	Emma: “It has been an eventful day. You deserve it.”

    


    


    
      	Gabby: “Mistress… what I said in the basement just before my punishment ended… I also do mean that.”


      	Emma: “I know… I already knew.”


      	Gabby: “You knew?”


      	Emma: “Yes. I think many others do, at least our classmates. Still, you needed to be caned harshly to say it. I wonder… what were you waiting for all these years?”


      	Gabby: “…I was afraid.”


      	Emma: “I bet… you’d have never said anything. If I hadn’t approached you this week, we would have graduated from high school to never see each other again.”
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    Emma is right. That would have happened. But all along she didn’t seem interested in me at all.


    


    
      	Gabby: “I was afraid you’d reject me. You didn’t seem to like me.”


      	Emma: “I’ve always liked you.” (My heart goes boom when I hear that.)

    


    Emma pauses briefly, and she caresses my face.


    
      	Emma: “I suspected you wanted to have a committed long-term relationship. Isn’t that right?”


      	Gabby: “Yes.”


      	Emma: “I wasn’t ready for that. I’ve been hooking up with many girls and… I didn’t want anything serious. However, I knew that after turning 18 I wanted to get into bondage relationships, and I’ve understood that bondage requires a strong commitment. Then I realized we were ready for each other.”
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    Emma’s words are a revelation to me. All along I never imagined those were her thoughts. She doesn’t know how much I suffered… but it doesn’t matter now. She said she has always liked me, and that means the world to me.


    
      	Gabby: “I feel so happy, mistress.”

    


    Emma smiles and kisses me. We finish eating the dessert in silence, just smiling to each other.

  

  
    Chapter 10


    After finishing the dessert, we go back to Emma’s bedroom. It’s already 9:00 pm. Perhaps we’re getting ready for bed? Emma begins to remove my mittens and I look at her. I feel more in love than ever before.


    
      	Emma: “We’re going again to the basement. Get undressed.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.” (I was wrong. Emma has so much energy :-))

    


    I take off my boots and my catsuit, while Emma goes through her clothes.


    
      	Emma: “I’ll wear something simple. Help me get dressed.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I help Emma with her boots. I think I’ll never get tired of her wearing this sort of outfits.
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      	Emma: “Put on these shorts and these boots.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    While I put them on, Emma browses the garments Patricia gave her.


    
      	Emma: “You’ll wear this restraint jacket.”

    


    Emma begins to put the jacket on me. Then something unexpected happens. I start to feel arousal just from the fact that she’s restraining me! I remember that on Friday, when Emma handcuffed me for the first time, I was mostly surprised. Other times I was afraid, and later I began to get used to it. But this is definitely the first time it excites me!


    
      	Emma: “You look super cool.”


      	Gabby: “Thank you, mistress.”
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    Emma smiles. Maybe she also gets excited while she restrains me. I’m getting to like bondage more and more. I hope we have some fun in the basement :-)


    
      	Emma: “Let’s go.”

    


    


    We arrive to the basement.


    
      	Emma: “I wanted to show you the bed, but my mom told me earlier that we should go to the upper floor. I think she’s waiting for us.”



      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”


    


    I thought Emma and I were going to be on our own. What does Patricia want? I begin to feel nervous again while we go upstairs. Emma walks in silence and she’s not smiling.


    
      	Emma: “This way.”

    


    It’s my first time on the upper floor. I hadn’t realized how big the basement really is until now. We pass by some rooMs. with cages, and then a room with the sign ‘BDSM Maze’. Finally we walk towards a room called ‘DieselPunk play area’. What on earth does DieselPunk mean? I guess I’ll find out very soon.
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    The DieselPunk play area looks different from the rest of the basement. It has lots of metal columns and some water tanks. I’m quite impressed.


    
      	Emma: “The basement is very popular thanks to this area. Not many bondage clubs have something like this.”

    


    I want to ask Emma so many questions, but she signals that we should continue walking. We go further inside and… Oh my God! My nervousness was justified.


    
      	Emma: “Hi, mom!”


      	Patricia: “Hi. Hi, Gabby.”

    


    I’m too shocked to reply. There is a big tank full of water and a water wheel over it. My mom is nude and strapped to the top of the wheel.
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      	Patricia: “I asked Emma to come here with you because your mom needs to be questioned, and it will probably be necessary for you to be here to talk with her. However, if you find this distressing, Emma and you may leave.”


      	Gabby: “I wish… I wish to stay, Ms. Schulte.”

    


    I find this very distressing indeed, but I feel I must stay with my mom. I haven’t talked with her since we both fell down in the living-room. First, Patricia turned her into a rubber doll, and now this. I need to know if my mom is OK.


    
      	Emma: “Gabby, don’t be nervous. Your mom is safe.”

    


    Emma whispers while caressing my back. I try to calm down.
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    Patricia goes back to the wheel controllers.
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      	Patricia: “Elena, after our conversation about bondage, you told me that you accept that Gabby is in bondage to Emma. Is that true?”


      	


      	Elena: “Yes, Ms. Schulte.”


      	Patricia: “You also told me that you accept you need to be punished for disrespecting Emma and me. Is that right?”


      	


      	Elena: “Yes, Ms. Schulte.”


      	Patricia: “And you told me that you wish to be in bondage to me, so that you know more about bondage and you become well-behaved. Right?”


      	


      	Elena: “Yes, Ms. Schulte.”


      	Patricia: “So that is what you told me, but do you really mean it?”


      	


      	Elena: “…Yes, Ms. Schulte.”

    


    My mom hesitates a bit. Patricia’s tone is serious. For me, it’s really hard to see my mom in this situation.


    


    
      	Patricia: “Isn’t it true that the real reason why you wish to be in bondage to me is to stay close to Gabby and keep an eye on her?”


      	


      	Elena: “…”


      	Patricia: “You must answer.”


      	


      	Elena: “…”

    


    My mom doesn’t reply. Suddenly Patricia rotates the wheel, and my mom is submerged! After some seconds, I can see bubbles inside the water. I look at Patricia and then at Emma, but they don’t look at me. I get more and more nervous.
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    Eventually Patricia rotates the wheel back to where it was. My mom spends some time catching her breath.


    
      	Patricia: “Answer.”


      	


      	Elena: “…It’s true, Ms. Schulte.”


      	Patricia: “So you admit that.”


      	


      	Elena: “Yes, Ms. Schulte.”

    


    Patricia pauses a few seconds. My mom looks scared.


    


    
      	Patricia: “And isn’t it true that you want to stay close to Gabby so that you can try to convince her to leave Emma and go back home with you?”


      	


      	Elena: “…”


      	Patricia: “You must reply.”


      	


      	Elena: “…”

    


    Patricia begins to turn the wheel again. I can’t stand this.


    
      	Gabby: “Please don’t!”


      	Emma: “You mustn’t speak without permission.”

    


    Emma looks very upset.
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      	Gabby: “I apologize, Ms. Lindberg.”


      	Emma: “You’ll apologize later. Mom, should I gag her?”


      	Patricia: “No, I need to speak to her now.”

    


    


    
      	Patricia: “Gabby, you should understand that your mom knows her safeword. If she wishes to, she can simply say it and go home. But she doesn’t, which means that she wishes to stay. I just need her to be honest and tell me why she wants to stay.”


      	Gabby: “I understand, Ms. Schulte.”


      	Patricia: “Elena, be honest now.”


      	


      	Elena: “…Yes, it’s true. Gabby is my daughter and I love her more than anything. She’s my entire world, and I must be there for her.”

    


    After saying that, my mom is calm. I’m feeling emotional.


    
      	Patricia: “Gabby, is it true that you love Emma?”


      	Gabby: “Yes, Ms. Schulte.”


      	Patricia: “Did you tell Emma that, if you had to choose between being in bondage to her or leaving with your mom, you would choose the former?”


      	Gabby: “…”


      	Patricia: “Gabby, you also need to be honest.”


      	Gabby: “…It’s true. Mom, I’m so sorry…”

    


    I begin to cry and Emma hugs me. I feel terrible for my mom. I know she does love me.
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      	Patricia: “Emma, you should decide now what you want to do.”

    


    Emma thinks for a few seconds.


    
      	Emma: “Elena, as I told Gabby before, I don’t intend to cut you off from your daughter. I just need you to accept that I’m her mistress. If you wish to stay here in bondage to my mom, you must accept that.”

    


    My mom looks at the ceiling for some seconds. I continue crying.


    
      	


      	Elena: “I must be where my daughter needs me.” (My mom pauses for some seconds and deeply inhales and exhales.) “I accept you are her mistress.”

    


    Patricia rotates the wheel slightly and she starts to remove the straps from the wheel. Soon she frees my mom and helps her out of the water tank.


    
      	Patricia: “You can talk with Gabby.”


      	


      	Elena: “Thank you, Ms. Schulte.”

    


    My mom walks towards me and dries my cheeks with her hand.
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      	Gabby: “Mom, I feel terrible for hurting your feelings. Please forgive me.”


      	


      	Elena: “Don’t cry, piccola mia. You can’t hurt me. I love you no matter what.”

    


    My mom kisses my forehead and I stop crying.


    


    Patricia gives a towel to my mom and leaves. After my mom has dried herself up, she comes back with a bag. She takes something like a bodysuit with a collar and handcuffs.


    
      	Patricia: “Elena, put your arms behind your back.”


      	


      	Elena: “Yes, Ms. Schulte.”

    


    Patricia puts the bodysuit on my mom.


    
      	Patricia: “Get on your knees.”


      	


      	Elena: “Yes, Ms. Schulte.”


      	Patricia: “You’re in bondage to me. You must do everything I say and complete your tasks to the best of your ability.”


      	


      	Elena: “Yes, Ms. Schulte.”


      	Patricia: “Kiss my hand.”

    


    My mom kisses Patricia’s hand. She seems at peace, and I’ve also calmed down.
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      	Patricia: “You’ll learn many rules as time goes by. If you follow the rules, you’ll be rewarded, but if you misbehave, you’ll need to be punished.”


      	


      	Elena: “Yes, Ms. Schulte.”


      	Patricia: “I find the idea of a ‘full time experience’ appealing but, unfortunately, I can’t dedicate all my time to you. Therefore, Emma will also be your mistress. Whenever I’m not around, you must obey her.”


      	


      	Elena: “Yes, Ms. Schulte.”

    


    Emma smiles. I don’t think she expected this.


    
      	Patricia: “You must keep in mind that both Emma and I prefer to prevent misbehavior rather than to punish it. To ensure you exhibit an impeccable behavior, we need an exceptional rule. Each time you misbehave, not only you will be punished, but also Gabby. Emma will punish her.”


      	


      	Elena: “…yes, Ms. Schulte.”

    


    This time Emma, my mom, and I are all surprised.


    
      	Patricia: “Kiss Emma’s hand.”

    


    My mom turns around and complies.
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      	Patricia: “You still need to be punished for everything you did before. I’ll take care of that later. But now I want you to apologize to Emma.”


      	


      	Elena: “Yes, Ms. Schulte.”


      	Patricia: “Emma, take her to the throne. When you’re done, put her in the cage. The keys are in the bag.”


      	Emma: “Yes, mom. Elena, Gabby, follow me.”

    


    Emma picks up the bag and we start walking. My mom and I walk on either side of Emma, behind her. Emma is smiling. I realize that, after all that happened today, everything has turned out the way she wished, or even better than she wished. Not only am I in bondage to her, but also my mom!
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    We arrive to the throne, which turns out to be the big chair in the middle of the stage.


    
      	Emma: “Has my mom already taught you how to apologize?”


      	


      	Elena: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma sits down on the throne. She looks at me and points out to the place where I must stand.


    
      	Emma: “Apologize to me.”

    


    My mom gets on her knees in front of Emma.


    
      	


      	Elena: “Please accept my apologies, mistress. I deeply regret what I have done.”

    


    All along I thought that Emma was making such sentences up. It turns out that they’re also used by Patricia.


    
      	Emma: “Kiss my boots.”

    


    My mom kisses Emma’s boots repeatedly. Watching my mom do this… is something I had never imagined that I would witness. Not even in one million years.
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      	Emma: “Lick my boots.”

    


    Emma puts her right boot’s sole in front of my mom’s face and she starts licking it without hesitation! I remember the disgust I felt when Emma wanted me to do this yesterday. And I suspect Emma’s boots are not very clean. We came here through the garden…


    
      	Emma: “Continue.”

    


    Emma puts up her left boot now. She makes my mom lick her boots for more than five minutes.
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      	Emma: “Enough.”

    


    My mom moves back and looks at Emma. I wonder what my mom is thinking. Perhaps she feels like she’s sacrificing herself for my sake.


    
      	Emma: “…Why did you call me”crazy daughter of Satan’?”


      	


      	Elena: “…I was agitated, mistress. I wasn’t thinking straight. I will never…”


      	Emma: “It doesn’t matter. I just found your choice of words… unusual.”

    


    


    
      	Emma: “Before, in the afternoon, why did you tell my mom that you wished to be in bondage to her?”


      	


      	Elena: “…”

    


    My mom and I are surprised by the question. Isn’t this clear already?


    
      	Emma: “Why to her, and not to me?”


      	


      	Elena: “…Um…”
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    Now I’m taken aback. Is this what Emma has been thinking since the afternoon? Why Patricia and not her?!


    
      	Emma: “Did my mom suggest to you that she wished to be your mistress?”


      	


      	Elena: “…she did not.”


      	Emma: “So being in bondage to her was your idea, right?”


      	


      	Elena: “…yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “So again, why to her and not me?”


      	


      	Elena: “…”

    


    My mom is blushing. I’m in shock.


    


    
      	Emma: “Answer.”


      	


      	Elena: “…because Gabby was already in bondage to you.”


      	Emma: “Liar. I know that, while my mom and you were talking about bondage, my mom told you that there are already plenty of women in bondage to her. Confess. You’re attracted to my mom, right?”


      	


      	Elena: “…” (My mom looks down.)


      	Emma: “You’ve said you wish to be in bondage to my mom to stay close to Gabby and to be there for her when she needs you.”


      	


      	Elena: “Yes, mistress. That’s the truth.”


      	Emma: “I don’t doubt that. But then, if that is the purpose, wouldn’t you be even closer to Gabby if you were in bondage to me, instead of my mom?”


      	


      	Elena: “…” (My mom is embarrassed. She keeps looking at the floor, but Emma takes her chin and makes her look up.)
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      	Emma: “I saw your reaction when you met my mom for the first time in the morning. I saw how you looked at her. You can’t lie to me.” (I hadn’t noticed anything. Emma is very observant.)


      	


      	Elena: “…OK, yes, Patricia is very elegant and… charming.”

    


    My mom feels attracted to Patricia. I can’t believe this.


    


    
      	Emma: “Gabby, you felt terrible when you acknowledged that you would choose me over your mom, but you shouldn’t. I can tell you… your mom will choose my mom over you pretty soon.”
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      	Elena: “That will never happen.”


      	Emma: “We’ll see. I know better than you how charming my mom can be. And don’t speak without permission.”


      	


      	Elena: “I apologize, mistress.”


      	Emma: “Apologizing is what you were supposed to be doing here, but you keep trying to lie and deny things all along. I wonder what other things you’re hiding. How do you think I can believe that your apologies are sincere?”


      	


      	Elena: “…”


      	Emma: “I don’t accept your apologies. You’ll apologize to me again once my mom is done with your punishment. Let’s go.”

    


    Emma gets up, takes the bag and we follow her. I feel like I’ve moved to an alternate reality in which my mom looks the same but is a different person.


    


    
      	Emma: “This is the bird cage. You’ll stay here until my mom comes back to the basement.”


      	


      	Elena: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    Emma takes the keys from the bag and uses them to remove my mom’s cuffs. She then helps her get inside the cage, and she closes it.


    
      	Emma: “Wish Gabby a good night.”


      	


      	Elena: “Goodnight, Gabby. Sleep well.”


      	Gabby: “Goodnight, mom.”
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      	Emma: “It’s late. I’ll show you the bed here in the basement another day. Let’s go to my bedroom.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I had completely forgotten about that bed.


    


    Emma and I walk back to her bedroom in silence. Once we arrive, she begins to take off my restraint jacket.


    
      	Emma: “Is this jacket comfortable?”


      	Gabby: “…yes, mistress.”


      	Emma: “I wonder if there is a simpler model with less straps.”

    


    I can’t keep myself from reflecting upon what has just happened in the basement, but Emma is already thinking about something else. It’s something admirable.


    
      	Emma: “Help me undress.”


      	Gabby: “…yes, mistress.”

    


    I begin to take off Emma’s boots slowly.
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      	Emma: “Gabby, you look absent. Are you already sleepy?”


      	Gabby: “…a bit sleepy, but mainly I need time to assimilate everything that has happened today, mistress.”


      	Emma: “It has been an interesting day, hasn’t it?”


      	Gabby: “…yes, mistress.”

    


    Honestly, I think this has been the most eventful day of my life. I wonder how many days like this one Emma has had.


    
      	Emma: “I’m done getting undressed. Go to the toilet.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    I use the toilet and go back to the bedroom. When I am back, I see an unusual thing on the bed.


    
      	Emma: “This is a latex sleeping bag. Let’s get you ready to sleep.”


      	Gabby: “Yes, mistress.”

    


    My gosh! Emma still had energy to go get this latex sleeping bag for me. I’m exhausted. I get into the sleeping bag and Emma closes it. It feels tight.


    
      [image: ]
    

    


    Emma goes to the toilet and comes back. She lies down next to me.


    
      	Emma: “Goodnight, Gabby.”


      	Gabby: “Goodnight, mistress.”

    


    Emma kisses my lips and blindfolds me. After that, she turns off the lights and, one minute later, she’s sleeping. I’m very tired, but I can’t sleep. Not because this latex sleeping bag is very tight, but because I need to calm down. And strangely enough, I feel a bit like I am dreaming, and tomorrow I’ll wake up at home with my mom.


    Eventually, I also fall asleep.
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